Seducing Miss Cecily
Sapphire Del Rey
	Sapphire Del Rey. Seducing Miss Cecily
	Chapter One
	Chapter Two
	Chapter Three


Sapphire Del Rey
Seducing Miss Cecily


Chapter One

Cecily heard the sounds of the gathering before anything else, the laughter and muted voices carrying down the long hallway. There were a large number of people here in the Earl of Sutton�s home on this frosty winter night, and she was certain none of them were here for any reason other than outright sin and seduction. The earl�s winter house party was legendary among the ton for being the absolute height of debauchery, and one that, whether they admitted it or not, everyone secretly longed for an invitation to attend. To quote Margie, the cook�s assistant, in her rather crude manner, it was the place to fuck and be fucked.
She had heard stories, mostly from Margie and the upstairs maids at Folsom House, which was, of course, the London home of her employer, the Marquess of Longchamp, about how most of the women at the earl�s house party didn�t wear clothes and about how debauched sex acts took place in public. In public! She couldn�t imagine that kind of perversion.
Not that Cecily was a prude. Far from it. In fact, at one time, she herself had been a member of the minor peerage, her father a local baron, though never a member of the true upper crust. In those circles, talk of fucking was never far from anyone�s mind or lips, even the ladies. After all, her social circle spent a fair amount of time in the country and saw such carnal acts between animals rather often.
Not to mention that it was often said that there was little difference between a stallion with a desire to breed and an English lord when he saw a woman�s tits. So Cecily had a fair idea of the sexual appetites of the lords of society. Even if she hadn�t before, she certainly had after working for Longchamp, even for a few scant months. Still, she found it hard to believe that this kind of thing went on with regularity and that polite society as a whole turned a blind eye to the entire thing.
Then again, she mused as she was led down the corridor, if most of polite society was, in fact, inside the ballroom ahead of her, why would they acknowledge their secret sins for all the world to see? After all, if the Prince Regent himself could have more women than most men dreamed of, why shouldn�t the rest of the peerage indulge when they wished?
And indulge they did � often and without regard for who they used in the process � which was, Cecily suspected how she�d ended up here in the first place.
After only a short time in his employ, she�d grown tired of the marquess grabbing and groping her, squeezing her breasts so hard that it hurt every time he caught her alone. So she�d appealed to Folsom House�s butler, Tully, for help in securing a new position. At first, he�d looked at her oddly, then, even more strangely, asked if she was a virgin. She�d grown indignant then, but only for a moment, before looking the man in the eye and stating that she was, indeed, still an innocent.
Had she known at the time what Tully had been planning, she would have said she�d lost her virginity years ago. Instead, she�d been kidnapped and was now dressed in a corset, stockings, garters, and nothing more, blindfolded and being led down a hall towards the waiting ballroom beyond. There, she knew exactly what would happen. Tully, who apparently also worked for the earl on the side, and his �assistant� Margeaux, herself a French whore, had described it all in painfully exquisite detail.
This was the first night of the house party and all of the extremely important guests had arrived. As was customary, select members of the peerage would be given gifts for the evening, so called �party favours,� a name borrowed from that infernal Helios Club she�d been told, that they could do with as they pleased and that always ended in the innocent being fucked. Cecily, as well as the three other women and four men being led down the hall with her, were the �gifts� for this year�s celebration.
Tonight, whether she was willing or not, Cecily would be taken and fucked, solely for the amusement of a member of society. After that? She had no idea what would happen to her. Tully and the whore weren�t talking. However, Cecily couldn�t imagine that the result would be good, whatever it was. At best, she supposed she would be sold into prostitution. At worst? Left on the street to die. Considering the options, the groping at Folsom House didn�t seem quite so repugnant any longer. In fact, she�d fuck the marquess himself if it saved her from a life of whoring for sailors and the lowest dregs of mankind.
She felt a breeze brush past her face and then the warmth of the ballroom pulled her in, caressing her bare skin like a lover�s touch. A hand at her back gave her a small push, forcing her deeper into the room, and she stumbled a bit before that same hand steadied her. Beyond the blackness, she heard the rustle of fabric and felt the soft stroke of velvet across her arm. However, the voices in the room were still muted and she decided they must be behind a screen or curtain of some type. Otherwise, given the way they were dressed � the women like sluts and the men bare-chested, wearing breeches so tight that their semi-erect cocks, thanks mostly to Margeaux�s earlier ministrations, were on full display � Cecily was certain that at least someone would make a rude remark the moment they were seen. This was the ton, after all. It was unavoidable.
Then, large hands shoved her backwards and she tumbled, rather ungracefully, into a soft, high backed chair. Her legs were forcibly spread open, her feet planted wide on either side of the chair, and a voice growled low in her ear.
�Keep your legs open and that sweet little cunny of yours on display, love. Otherwise, there will be hell to pay. When someone taps you on the shoulder, you stand. Until then, you don�t move. At all.� He paused and she could smell the faint tinge of whiskey on the man�s breath. �After that, well, you�ll see for yourself.�
With that, he moved her legs a few more times until they were open to his satisfaction and sliding a finger into her cunt to see if she was wet before moving on to the next woman. Cecily was too afraid to move, even though her mind screamed at her to get up and run. But where would she go? With her wrists bound in front of her, there wasn�t much she could do, other than pull off the blindfold and run, hoping for the best. However, she had no doubt that, dressed as she was, it wouldn�t be long before she was attacked and fucked. Or worse.
No, given what she�d been told, she knew her best course of action was to remain seated and simply accept whatever happened. At least she knew she wouldn�t be beaten. Tully had told them all that Sutton chose those he bestowed gifts on very carefully, wanting to be certain that the recipient would truly appreciate the treasure they were being given for the evening. If there was even so much of a hint that the recipient would abuse their gift, the person was taken away and given to another, more worthy recipient. She would be cared for and looked after, at least in a fashion.
However, it was also clear that she was going to be fucked, whether she wanted it or not. Margeaux had said that it would be better if she was a willing participant in the sexual debauchery, and that a slap or two was tolerated if the �party favour,� as they were being called, resisted.
Then, Cecily had no more time to think about what was happening or what her fate might be. The crowd had finally quieted and before she knew it, something soft and velvet brushed by her ankles. It was, she decided, the curtain opening, especially after she heard the collective gasp from the assembled company. Obviously, the virgins on display tonight met with the group�s approval.
�My dear friends,� a rich, throaty baritone voice rang out across the ballroom, �welcome to my annual winter house party. I know that most of you are already enjoying yourselves immensely. So before we all become too far deep into our enjoyment, let us proceed with The Gifting.�
There was a smattering of applause and Cecily longed for a peek at what was going on in the room, but she knew it was no use. A sharp gasp from her left told her that at least one of the other women had done something foolish. Then, she heard Sutton chuckle.
�Seems we have an eager one on our hands.� There was clear glee in his voice and for some odd reason that calmed Cecily�s nerves. Obviously, Sutton wanted them here, wanted to give them out as human gifts. Though she didn�t like the thought of what was coming, she was curious. She could be bold enough to admit that. At her �advanced� age, to still be a virgin was something of a minor miracle, though it also meant that on more than one occasion, she did long to know exactly what she was missing.
The earl cleared his throat. �Shall we, my friends? I think my honored guests would very much like to claim their treats for the evening, don�t you?� Just then, Cecily felt a tap on her shoulder and she stood, just as she had been instructed. For what seemed like an eternity, but was probably no more than thirty seconds, she could hear no talking, no whispering of any kind, just a sort of shuffling noise, as if people were moving about.
Drat! She wished she could see what was going on! Even if it was nothing short of scandalous!
Then the blindfold was removed from her eyes with such force that her head almost snapped around. She blinked a few times as her eyes adjusted to the light, though she was thankful the room was dimly lit with few candles so that the entire scene came into focus rather quickly.
The eight virgin offerings were on a raised platform, obviously built into the far side of the room. To their right was a doorway that led out into some type of darkened hallway, but against their backs was a high wall, as if this area were more of a stage than anything else. Below them, eight people � four men and four women � stood in front of the gifts, their backs all Cecily could see.
The man in front of her had raven black hair and broad, clearly muscular shoulders. There was a vague sense of familiarity about him, though she was fairly certain she had never met the man. Her father hadn�t socialized much with people of this ilk and the marquess rarely entertained. When he did, it was mostly courtesans and whores, not members of society.
Looking out across the room, she could see both men and women in various stages of undress, with more tits and cocks on display than she�d ever seen in her life. Yet no one seemed the least bit embarrassed. In a far corner, she thought she could see a couple fucking, but the lit was too dim to be certain. She prayed that she would not be forced into a public display, thinking that a bit much even for the notorious Sutton.
Sutton. From the corner of her eye, she could see him, naked from the waist up, his golden hair falling around his shoulders like that of a Viking warrior. A woman, scandalously dressed, or perhaps un dressed was a better word, in scarlet and silver, was at his right hand, but he didn�t seem to be paying much attention to her. Instead, his icy blue gaze was fixed on a woman in green, much more modestly dressed though still quite scandalous, who stood in the back of the room.
Shaking his head, as if emerging from a fog, Sutton made a sweeping bow and indicated his honored guests. �Behold. My guests and their favors. They are now free to do as they wish as long as they abide by my rules!� Then he winked, taking in the scene before him. Cecily felt bold enough to do the same. Around her, the other favors seemed to be getting into the spirit of things, none of them ashamed of their nudity. In fact, one of the men who had been abducted was already removing his breeches, his cock proud and erect, ready to do service to the woman who had received him.
The man lowered the woman who had selected him to the stage and then knelt between her legs. In one swift movement, he slid his cock inside of her and she threw her head back with a moan, gripping the previously virgin man�s shoulders tightly. Then, he began thrusting, hard and fast, and Cecily was forced to look away, afraid someone might see her own cunt becoming wet as she watched them fuck, the woman�s tits bouncing merrily as she slid herself farther down the man�s shaft.
When the woman screamed as the man bit down on her engorged nipple, the gathering crowd lunged at the fucking couple and began to join in the sexual antics, creating something of an orgy, which both fascinated and repulsed her. When another man slid his cock into the woman�s arse, it was almost too much, yet Cecily�s cunt grew curiously wetter, wondering what that would feel like. Not only to have a cock in her arse but to have two men inside of her at once. She rather thought she might like that, wanton whore that she was quickly becoming.
Just then, as the moans increased and Cecily thought she might be forced to join in, Sutton cursed, though only those on the stage probably heard him. She watched as he hurried off after the woman in green as she disappeared out one of the side doors. There was something there, Cecily was certain of it and she had no doubt that, given the way Sutton�s cock rose when he looked at the woman, they would be fucking before the end of the evening.
Sensing the show was over, for now at least, the other guests moved off, some of them grumbling about not being chosen to receive one of the virgin offerings this year. On either side of her, her fellow captives were quickly spirited away. Soon, she was left standing alone on the edge of the stage, the man in front of her giving no indication that he was aware of her presence.
Then, just as she was about to speak, the man turned, fixing Cecily with an emerald gaze that was enough to melt away any resistance she had. If she had to lose her virginity, she supposed, this man would be as good a choice as any. He had a look about him and again, she felt certain that she knew this man, though she couldn�t say from where.
He regarded her for a moment, then finally raised an eyebrow imperiously. �I am so grateful that I was honored enough to choose first.� He inclined his head slightly, giving him a decidedly wicked look. �Lord Ashley, Duke of Canterfield, at your service.�
Licking her lips, she looked at him a moment, knowing he expected something in return. She supposed starting with her name was a good choice. �Cecily Huntfield, formerly of Huntfield Hall near Grundby.� She swallowed hard, taking in the duke�s obvious erection, which was clearly visible through his impossibly tight breeches. �At your service as well, I suppose.�
A smile lit up the duke�s face just then, almost as if he knew something she didn�t, and he reached out to take her hand. �Ah, Cecily, I know we will have a most marvelous time this evening.� He glanced at the orgy, which was now in full swing beside them. �But not like that. At the moment, I prefer a more private encounter.� He grinned. �Though if you are so inclined, this house party does last several days. I�d be more than willing to share you with a man or two. For the right incentive, of course.� Then, he pulled her towards the side door she�d seen earlier and in that moment, Cecily had no doubt that this man meant every word he�d just said. She was well and truly fucked. Or she would be by the time the evening was over.

Chapter Two

By the time Robert reached his room, he was sweating, whether with desire or fear he wasn�t certain. He�d recognized Cecily the moment he�d seen her on the stage and in that moment, he was thankful beyond all measure that Sutton had decided that this year, the Party Favours would be chosen by rank � highest to lowest. As the only duke among the honored guests, that meant that Robert would be allowed to choose first.
He was certain she didn�t remember him. After all, there was a six year age difference between them and she�d only been six, perhaps even as young as five, when her father had died and the Huntfield family had been cast into poverty. He, however, had remembered her. There was no mistaking that glorious mane of chestnut curls or those deep brown eyes anywhere. He�d just been thankful that he �d been able to select her as his gift.
He shuddered to think what would have happened had he not been at the house party this year. The other people chosen to receive a gift this year were known for �sharing� their whores, and while Robert was more than willing to share, they were of the rougher sort, more apt to rape than seduce. Cecily needed to be seduced so that she would be willing. He was, of course, the perfect man to seduce her. He knew her far better than she could ever suspect
Shutting the door behind him, he debated about removing his cravat and shirt, then decided that it was necessary. At the moment, Cecily was off somewhere, being �prepared� for him. When the servant arrived with her, if he wasn�t properly disrobed, it would be reported and then Sutton would demand to know what was wrong and take Cecily from him, thinking she wasn�t pleasing. Truthfully, there was nothing wrong. Robert merely wanted to make certain that Cecily was comfortable with him before he took her. Because he was going to take her, but he preferred not to rape her. But he would have her. One look at her on that stage, with her mound bared to all, her tits high in the air, had made his cock spring to attention like no woman had in months.
No, despite everything, Robert was still a rake at heart and he would have Cecily. He simply wanted her soft and willing when he did. He also wanted her to remember him.
He wasn�t surprised when the door opened moments later and Cecily was led inside. Gone were the underthings she�d worn earlier in and in their place, she wore a sheer, silky chemise.
�Your gift, my lord.� The woman bowed slightly and then turned, leaving Cecily, whose hands were still bound in front of her, in the room with Robert.
He could tell Cecily thought she knew him as her face searched his and he decided to use that to his advantage. �It�s a pleasure to see you again, Cecily.� He approached her slowly, his large body dwarfing hers, though he tried his best to keep from frightening her. �When you and your family moved away from my home at Briarbrook, I didn�t think I�d see you again.�
She frowned a moment, then looked up at him suspiciously, recognition dawning in her eyes. However, she made it a point to avoid looking at his chest, as if she feared seeing him naked. �Robert?� There was question in her tone. �But you�re a marquess. Or, at least, you were.�
Grinning, he placed a hand on her arm, better to adjust her to his touch. He also unbound her hands as a gesture of goodwill. If he could get her talking, he could make her forget that he was mostly naked. At least for a time. �I was. Then my uncle died without an heir and I became the new duke.� He slid his hand up her arm, just a bit, gratified when she didn�t immediately pull away. In fact, she leaned into his touch a bit, indicating that she might like it. �It was a long time ago. Right after you left.� Then, feeling emboldened by his success, he moved closer to Cecily, wanted her to feel the heat and power of his body. �But you�re all grown up now. Such a change from the little thing you once were.�
�Not so different. Well, in some ways, I suppose.� Cecily felt her face heat. Robert was mostly naked in front of her and while she�d considered the male form off and on for the last several years, she�d never seen a man�s bare chest. It was, quite literally, mesmerizing. It would soon be pressed against her and she would be unable to resist. She knew that without question. Not because she would be forced to, but because she wanted to. Oh, how she wanted to.
How could she do this, a part of her brain asked. How could she give herself to the man she�d known as a young lord of the manor? The very one she�d lusted after for years? Because her body fairly ached for him. It had since the moment he�d turned around in the ballroom and she�d seen those familiar eyes looking back at her, sending a flood of wetness to her cunt. She also knew she had no choice. She had a feeling that, nice as Robert was, he wanted something � in this case her. And he wouldn�t take no for an answer. He was, after all, a duke and not used to being denied. �But you, my lord, are very much removed form the man I knew.�
Leading her to the bed, he shook his head, again gratified when she sat down beside him, leaning into him slightly as if seeking his warmth. So young and soft. Perfect and ripe for her first fuck. �Like you, not so different. Older. Wiser. But still looking out for you.� When she frowned, he continued. �Tonight, those of us who were to receive virgins as gifts were allowed to choose. As the highest ranking member, I was able to choose first.� He tiled her chin up, wanting her to meet his gaze. �I chose you, Cecily. I was not about to let those other men have you or fuck you. I simply could not.�
She shivered at his words, both excited and frightened. �But I am not special, my lord. I am simply a girl you once knew as a child.� Though secretly, a part of her was thrilled that he�d wanted her enough to pick her from the other women who�d been available.
�But I want you.� Robert�s voice was soft, coaxing, and Cecily felt something warm and liquid slide through her body to pool at the juncture of her thighs once more, adding to her already aroused state. �I want to see if the child I knew has grown into the woman I think she has.� He slid a single finger down her arm to her wrist. �I want to see if you taste as sweet as I imagine you will.�
Then, with gentle fingers, he slid the thin chemise down over her arms, baring her breasts to his gaze. Gently, he caressed her nipple, thrilled when it hardened beneath his touch, showing him that she did, indeed, want this. She might have been kidnapped, but her body was ripe and ready for him to take and use. He would have her. There was no denying it.
�Do not deny me this, Cecily. For I will have you, however I have to take you.� He wanted her to understand that his desire for her, which had sprung to life in the ballroom the moment he�d seen her, was a pulsing, living thing and that he would take her, by force if that was what was required for him to taste her virgin flesh. He tugged the chemise down the rest of the way, and then, when it would go no further, he simply tore the thin material from her body, baring her naked flesh to his gaze.
�Robert, I�� Cecily faltered. What could she say? He knew she was a virgin, obviously, and that no man had seen her this way before. He also knew she wanted him, given the way she�d responded to the merest touch of his hand. If not that, she was certain that he could smell her, the musky fragrance of her arousal filling the room. �I will do what you ask.� Then, she leaned back slightly and arched herself toward him, offering him her naked body. It was an offer she prayed that he couldn�t refuse.
�So exquisite and perfect.� Reaching out Robert slid one hand down her stomach before brushing the soft nest of curls between her legs. Then, he allowed one finger to plunge deeper, finding her wet and ready for him, her inner core hot and molten. She moaned and arched into him, a sign that she did want this as much as he did. �Let me teach you, sweeting. Let me show you the pleasures of the flesh.�
His breath was hot on her neck, he knew, and when she jumped, he pressed his advantage. Leaning down, he took one nipple in his mouth and tugged hard with his teeth until she began to squirm.
�God, Robert! Oh, God!� She thrashed her head, clearly unused to physical contact, before crying out and pressing closer to him. �Robert! Please!�

Cecily had no idea what she was asking for, but she wanted it. Wanted it so very much. The part of her mind that was still a maid in the marquess� house berated her, but the truth was, once she�d been taken from Folsom House, there was no way she was going to remain an innocent. That part of her life was over. Now, she simply had to make the best of it and, if the way Robert was making her feel was any indication, he was very good at this. She might as well give in, not that there had been much of a fight within her to begin with. She wanted to fuck and she wanted to fuck with him.
�Take what you want. I am yours to do with as you please.� There. She had said it. She couldn�t take it back.
Looking up into his eyes, she could see passion and desire simmering there, along with darker, more hypnotic things, things she did not dare name. �You won�t be sorry, pet,� he told her as he lay her back on the bed, kissing her as he did so, his tongue sliding into her mouth to stroke hers until she moaned deep in her throat. �I will be gentle, but I do need you, Cecily. Desperately.� She felt the heat of his bare skin as he pressed her down, the crispness of his chest hair making her nipples tingle. She could feel his cock, erect and pulsing, on her thigh and she suddenly longed to feel him inside of her. An ache began between her legs and immediately, she knew that she was growing wet for him. No, she burned for him. She would allow him to do anything he wished.
She swallowed hard, her pulse pounding in her throat, feeling she should make one last protest, even if it was only a token one. In some ways, this might be easier if he were a stranger. She�d simply lie back, close her eyes and let him have his way. But this was Robert, the boy she�d idolized in childhood. She still wasn�t completely certain if she could allow him to touch her that way. Then again, if not him, then who? There was no one else and if she had to lose her virginity tonight, why not to Robert? He was seducing her; far better than rape at the hands of another.
�I�m frightened,� she admitted, allowing her gaze to find his, finally saying something that didn�t make her sound like a fool. �I�m a maid, Robert, no longer the young and indulged daughter of the baron that I once was.�
He shrugged, unconcerned, pressing another kiss to her lips before sliding down to trail more along her jaw. �But you are virgin, yes?�
�Yes,� she admitted quietly. �There has been no one. Ever.� Much to her embarrassment.
�Then it does not matter.� He placed a finger to her lips to quiet her. �I hunger for virgin flesh, Cecily, or at the very least, young flesh, younger than me. It is my one and only vice. Otherwise, I am the boy you knew long ago. And I do so want you.� He pressed a kiss to the side of her neck before biting down and then licking at the wounded area, sending erotic thrills through her body. �I want to taste you, Cecily. I want to feel your body tighten around my cock as I slide inside of you, taking your innocence for my own. I want to feel your untried body beneath mine.� He kissed her again, this time nipping at her jaw. �Will you let me?�
�Yes.� Her face burned with shame as her legs fell open wider, but she did want this. She wanted to feel Robert inside of her, taking her innocence and giving her a taste of what she would never have again. Even if she only had this one night, she would take it. She was too selfish not to.
Rising above her, Robert moved off the bed and Cecily followed him with curious eyes. �I need to finish undressing, pet. Perhaps you would like to help me?� It wasn�t really a request and Cecily knew it. Rising, trying to ignore her own nakedness, she came to stand in front of the fire, seeking its warmth and light.
Gently, Robert pushed her down to her knees. �Take my breeches off, Cecily.� He ran a hand through her hair. �I know you know how.� Then, that same hand stroked her back, caressing her soft flesh and Cecily was lost. That one touch undid her more than anything else and sighed, reaching out with shaking fingers to undo the buttons on his breeches.
As she peeled the fabric down his body, she gasped to see his bare legs. Hard and muscular, they were covered in the same crisp hair that was on his chest. Caressing his calf, she gently tugged his breeches the rest of the way down before looking up slightly to realize that he still wore his smalls. Those, she supposed, would have to go as well.
Licking her lips, she worked her fingers underneath the waistband of the thin garment, trying not to brush against the swollen ridge of what was obviously his erect cock. She wasn�t certain what would happen when she touched it, but she hadn�t expected it to be quite so big.
�Take them off, lovey,� Robert coaxed, his voice soft and seductive once more. �You know you want to. I know you want to.�
Nodding, Cecily looked up to meet Robert�s eyes. �How do you know so much about me? About what I want?�
He smiled because he knew it would ease her confusion. It worked on every woman of his acquaintance. �Because I know you. I have for a very long time.� He inclined his head. �Now take them off and I�ll tell you how to proceed.� When she looked up at him with panicked eyes, he laughed. �You are a virgin, Cecily. I am certain you will not quite know what to do with me.�
That, she thought to herself, was an understatement. Taking a steadying breath, she reached up and tugged the smalls down his legs, working to stifle a gasp as his cock sprang free, massive and erect. She�d expect him to be big, but nothing quite like this.
He was long and thick and she could see the veins pulsing under her unwavering gaze. Tentatively, she reached out to touch him, but then pulled back. Robert, however, was having none of that, not when he had her naked and kneeling before him. Instead, he grabbed her wrist and guided her hand until it hovered just over the jutting piece of meat that hung between his legs.
�Wrap your hand around me, pet, and stroke.� When she hesitated, he took his other hand and guided her, showed her how to grasp him. �It will feel good for both of us. I promise.� He didn�t want to mention that, at the moment, it would probably feel better for him than for her. But he would pleasure her later, so much that she would beg him to keep her. Robert rather liked that idea. Keeping Cecily as his mistress to fuck whenever he desired held an enormous amount of appeal at the moment.
Slowly at first, Cecily ran her hand up and down the length of Robert�s cock. It was like hot velvet in her hands and she immediately loved the way it felt in her grasp. If that made her a wanton or a loose woman, so be it. She�d been called worse, especially by the marquess. His manhood was also far bigger than she�d expected, the visible bulge in his smalls not providing her with a clear idea of exactly how large he was.
But he was marvelous; he felt marvelous. And at the moment, Cecily wondered if she would be brave enough to do something she�d only heard whispers about. Some courtesans, she knew, put men�s cocks in their mouths. She had no idea why or what they did, but, well, they were courtesans, so obviously the men received some pleasure from the act. She suspected Robert might as well.
When he groaned at her ministrations, Cecily�s eyes snapped up, only to see his head thrown back, an expression of pure pleasure on his face. He was clearly enjoying what she was doing, but within her, a need burned to do more. This was Robert, her childhood love. She would only have this one chance, this one night, and suddenly, she wanted to try everything. She didn�t want to leave this room and wonder.
Slowly, she brought her lips to the tip of his cock where a small bead of moisture had already formed. Carefully, she lapped at the drop with the tip of her tongue and was surprised when Robert�s hands came down to grip her shoulders hard. She stiffened and immediately pulled away.
�Dear God, woman! Are you trying to kill me?� There was almost a note of pain in his voice, which made no sense to her. When he saw the expression on her face, however, he softened. �Or are you trying to think of a new way to please me, pet?� Delight lit his eyes and a smile played across his lips. �Oh, Cecily. You are a treasure.�
Carefully, he guided her head back to the tip of his cock. �Slide your lips down over me.� When she did as he asked, he nearly came on the spot but somehow managed to get himself back under control. �Now move yourself up and down, love, as if I�m a sweet that you�re licking. Just do what comes naturally. Your body will know.�
Doing as he asked, Cecily found that, indeed, she did know what to do, at least the basics. Though she was unskilled, she could tell that Robert was enjoying himself, so she decided to experiment, just a bit.
Wrapping her hand around his base, she began to pucker her lips tightly around his shaft as she moved along his length, her tongue stroking and teasing as if she were licking the most delicious treat imaginable. And he was delicious. Sweet, yet tangy with a hint of salt, she adored the taste of him. She also found that the harder she sucked and licked, the more he groaned.
Occasionally, she would pull his cock from her mouth and rub it across her face, using the soft skin of her cheeks, lips, and chin to add to his pleasure. She wasn�t certain why she did it, only that it seemed like a good idea, and Robert wasn�t complaining in the least. In fact, when she rubbed her breasts across his heated cock, her nipples hardening at the touch of him on her body, she felt him jump in her hands. At that, she began to grow wetter still, enjoying this far more than she�d anticipated. She now understood why the loose women did this. It was simply so damn enjoyable.
Deciding to see how far she could push things, Cecily slid him back into her mouth once more when she noticed his hands clenched so hard on a nearby chair that his knuckles were white. He was trying to prevent himself from spilling his seed before he was inside of her. She�d lived in the country long enough to see animals mate and she had a fair idea of the process.
Now, eager to bring him to the edge, Cecily began lapping at his cock hard and fast, caressing his balls with the soft tips of her fingers, teasing and stroking the delicate flesh with her nails until she felt his hips shudder and his thighs begin to quake.
�Enough!� Robert�s voice was a hoarse whisper and she could tell he was barely hanging on to his precious control. �You, my girl, are a quick study. That is such a marvelous talent. One I shall be certain not to waste. Cock sucking is an art and you, my darling, seem to have a gift for it.�
Reaching down, he pulled Cecily to her feet. �But now, it�s my turn.� Then, in one smooth motion, he gathered her in his arms and deposited her on the bed, her legs dangling over the side. �Two can play this game, pet.� He grinned wickedly at her. �Just be certain that you know what you are getting into before you start.�
She had no idea what he was talking about, but could only assume that he would be doing something to her that was similar to what she�d just done to him. She also knew she would enjoy it immensely.
Spreading her legs, Robert knelt between them and grasped her thighs to pull her closer to the edge of the bed, earning a shriek from Cecily. �Easy, pet,� he cooed, stroking the soft, warm skin of her inner thigh until she relaxed again. �I�m only gong to return the favor, give you a small taste of what a rake like me can do.�
He continued his light, stroking touches, until he could see her relax and the lips of her sex begin to swell as she ripened and opened for him. A sweet, musky scent rose from her and he knew she was wet and willing. Despite her innocence, she wanted this. She wanted him. It was perfect. There would be no need to force her, not that he was certain at this point that he would have been able to take her had she been unwilling. He was a rake, but he did have some morals, especially when it came to old childhood friends.
Nestling closer, he blew a cool stream of air across her hot, wet cunt. She squirmed a bit but he put a hand to her hip to keep her still. When he took her, he wanted her to slick and writing, nearly begging for his cock.
�Robert!� There was so much pleading in her voice that he couldn�t help but wonder once more if she�d make a viable, long-term mistress. If she fucked as well as she sucked, then, quite possibly. �I need you.� She was all desperation and want, something that pleased him to no end.
He laughed softly. �I know what you need, sweeting. I swear I do. But you need to trust me.� He placed a kiss on her inner thigh. �I need you nice and wet when I take your virginity, Cecily. That way works best. Now lie back and I�ll make you feel oh, so good.� Then he kissed her soft, creamy thighs again, allowing his tongue to trail over the quivering flesh. She was young and ripe and sweet � perfect for him and his appetites.
Kissing his way farther up her thigh, he was rewarded with a mewling noise when he finally allowed his lips to trail over her pussy lips, her cunt swollen with her own desire. Gently, he parted her folds and allowed his tongue to trail the length of her slick channel. She tasted so sweet and innocent, just as he�d imagined.
Lapping and caressing her heated core with his tongue, he was gratified when she gasped in pure pleasure when his tongue pressed hard into her clit. �That�s it, Cecily,� Robert coaxed, needing more from her, wanting her drenched and dripping when he finally took her. �Give me more, love. Come for me.�
�I don�t� I can�t�� Fisting her hands in the sheets, Cecily seemed to be searching for something. �I don�t know how.� The words were torn from her throat in what he knew had to be a humiliating admission.
�Yes, you do,� he coaxed again, knowing that by the end of the night, she�d be completely under his spell. �I know you, Cecily, my brave little one. You know what to do. Your body is telling you. Let it go and do what feels good.� Then he tongued her clit again and she shuddered, though she didn�t come. She was close, however, and Robert knew it was time to ratchet up her level of pleasure a bit more. He didn�t want her afraid, but he did want her insatiable.
As he lapped hard at her cunt, he slowly slid first one finger, followed by another into her tight, wet hole. He�d never felt anything like it, this tight, wet heat. Even the other virgins he�d fucked had never been like this. No, this was all Cecily and if he�d had second thoughts before, he no longer did.
On the bed, Cecily squirmed as Robert slid three of his fingers deep inside of her. This was new for her and she�d never really imagined a man would do this kind of thing. His cock? Certainly. But not his fingers. Yet there they were, stroking and caressing her inner walls, reached far deeper inside of her than she�d thought possible. When he began some sort of scissoring motion, she thought she might faint from the pure pleasure of it. Then he was caressing her inner walls again and she felt her juices begin to flow once more, this time so quickly that it was almost like rain. She hadn�t known she was capable of this, but she liked it. Oh, how she liked it.
Then, Robert began lapping at her clit again, all while his fingers slid in and out of her, mimicking what he�d soon do with his cock. His tongue pressed hard on her clit with each pass and she felt moisture begin to run down her leg. She was shameless, and she didn�t care.
Deep inside of her, she felt a pressure begin to build, hot and heavy, one that threatened to overwhelm her. Spreading her legs wider, her hips seemed to start to buck of their own volition, this incredible sensation building and building, twisting her mind and her body until all she felt and saw and smelled was Robert. His fingers inside of her, his lips on her cunt, his head between her legs.
�Come for me, Cecily!� Robert demanded, knowing that his own self-control was starting to slip. He needed to be inside of her. Soon. �Let go, pet, and allow it to happen.�
At his urging, she did, and wave after wave of incredible pleasure crashed over her, pulling her along like an ocean tide. Her body shook and convulsed, swamping her with delight. Still, she longed for more, the ache between her legs not completely satisfied.
Looking down with glazed eyes, she saw Robert grinning at her. �That was amazing,� she breathed, not knowing what else to say. �But I need�� She flushed red, despite what he�d just done to her, unable to articulate what she wanted.
�You need to be properly fucked, Cecily,� Robert whispered as he stood and leaned over her where she still lay prone on the bed. �And I am going to fuck you. Hard and fast, so hard and so well you�ll never want another.� And then he was over her, his body ready to mate with hers. And Cecily thought she�d never seen anything more predatory than the gleam in his eyes at that precise moment.

Chapter Three

Robert was beyond ready to mount Cecily, his prized virgin flesh. He needed her so badly that he ached, his balls throbbing with the need for release. And now, he would have her.
Swiftly, he parted her legs, not allowing her any time to think about what he was about to do. Then, he was there, his cock throbbing and pressing on her cunt. She wiggled a bit beneath him, but she didn�t try to run or get away which gratified him. It meant she still wanted this; she wanted what some women considered a violation. She wanted him to fuck her. And he had every intention of giving her what she wanted.
She was wet, so wet that he could hardly believe it. Never had he encountered a woman, particularly a virgin, this eager for his cock.
Pressing himself in a few inches, Cecily gasped, but again, didn�t push him away. Instead, she spread her legs farther apart, as if instinctively knowing that it would make things easier. Moving again, his blunt tip slid deeper inside of her, inch by precious inch. She was beyond tight, beyond wet. Then, he could feel her virgin barrier. With a single hard thrust, he was through it. She moaned in pain and he wished he could have spared her that, but he couldn�t.
This was part of what turned him on, that unique feeling of piercing her maidenhead with his cock. It was also part of why he loved virgins so much, what he found so exquisite about them. The very idea of knowing that he was the first to claim their bodies gave him a feeling like no other.
When he was certain that Cecily had adjusted to his length, he pulled his cock out before plunging back inside of her again, her tightness around him almost more than he could tolerate. She was exquisitely tight, far tighter than he�d ever experienced. It was positively heavenly.
�Robert! Please!� Cecily cried out, her body flooded with sensations, all of them marvelous, as her drove into her. There had been pain, true, but it had paled in comparison to the utterly delicious feelings running through her at the moment, making her nerve endings tingle. �I need you!� She had no idea what she was saying or why she was babbling, but she needed to make him understand that she needed more � whatever more was.
�Hush, pet,� he grunted as he slid into her slickness again, her tightness not easing as he continued to thrust. �Trust me. Just relax.�
So Cecily did, at least for the moment. Then, Robert drove his cock into her cunt once more, going deeper than he had the previous times and she shattered, her orgasm hitting so fast and hard that she thought she might faint. She could feel her body tighten and convulse around his. She thought he would stop then, but she was wrong. Instead, he continued to pump in and out of her, using her body for his own pleasure while driving her mad with her own.
For a moment, she was convinced she was going to die of sheer delight, her hips rocking in time with his. Then, he surprised her by pulling his cock out of her completely and sitting back on hid haunches.
�Did I do something wrong?� she asked, afraid that she�d offended him in her eagerness. �Whatever it is, Robert, I can fix it. I swear.� Though that would probably be after she was capable of standing once more. At the moment, she was fairly certain her legs wouldn�t support her in the least.
He licked his lips rather lasciviously. Until he�d actually fucked her, Robert hadn�t known if she�d been any good or not. But she was � marvelously so. Enthusiastic and unafraid, she didn�t simply �lie back and take it,� as many untried maidens would have. No, Cecily embraced both his sexuality and hers, showing no fear when she�d encountered his cock. A cock that had, in the past, caused more than one virgin to faint upon seeing it, he was rather proud to admit.
�You�ve done nothing wrong, sweeting.� He smiled at her again as he reached out to stroke her cheek, needed her willing. Even many courtesans wouldn�t be up for what he had in mind next. �But you feel so marvelous around my cock that I�d like to try something else.�
Truth be told, he wasn�t certain how much longer he could last, as his manhood was throbbing and pulsing, just on the verge of being ready to explode. And when he came, it would be inside Cecily�s cunt, spraying her with his cum, marking her as his property. In fact, he thought, he ought to have a collar made for her with that very inscription � �Property of Lord Ashley, Duke of Canterfield.� When this house party was over, he decided he would.
Blinking a few times, Cecily graced him with a small smile, obviously eager for whatever new sensual delight he was willing to show her. �I am at your service, my lord.� Then she turned her head aside in a rather coy fashion and Robert was seized with the need to have her again. Now.
Grabbing her shoulders he turned her so that she was now kneeling on the bed, her ass high in the air. She made that same mewling noise that drove him mad, before gripping her hips tightly and sliding himself home, deep into her waiting cunt.
�Oh, Robert! Yes!� Cecily couldn�t keep from crying out her utter delight as he entered her from behind, his hands roughly grabbing her hips and pulling her back until her arse met his hips, his cock buried in her cunt so deeply that his balls brushed her rear cheeks. �Oh, yes!�
Thrusting hard, Robert couldn�t help himself. She was so tight, so wet, so hot. So perfect. Never had he fucked a virgin this tight. He plunged himself in and out of her with heated need, driving her, claiming her as his own. When he thought she might be cooling a bit, he slapped her ass � hard, so hard that she screamed � but instead of crying, as he suspected she might, she simply begged for more. So he spanked her again and again until her cheeks were red with the imprint of his hands, his balls bouncing against the reddened flesh as he thrust.
Leaning forward, he drove himself in deeper until he felt himself hit yet another barrier, hitting something in her he�d never done in another woman. An animalistic need consumed him and her drove into her harder, fucking her like a dog, his front bent over her back as he pulled at her soft, supple tits, pinching and pulling at her nipples until she was bucking and crying out in unabashed pleasure.
�Take it, Cecily,� he demanded, gripping her shoulders tightly as he prepared to empty himself inside of her. �All of it, my sweet.�
�Everything!� she cried in response, grinding her body back against his, seeking even deeper penetration.
Then, Robert exploded, thick, creamy white ropes of his seed spilling inside of her, drenching her inner walls, coating her, marking her as his. Moments later, she followed, her body arching off the bed as she cried out, yet another orgasm washing over her, making her buck and writhe like a wild creature. He loved every moment of it.
Falling to the bed, her rolled them to their sides, his cock still buried deep within Cecily�s heat. Slowly, he pulled himself free of her, biting her on the shoulder as he did so, yet another mark to indicate that she belonged to him and him alone.
�My lord? Robert?� she asked as she fell back to the pillow. �Was that all you had hoped for?� There was a curious light shining in her eyes, as if she was uncertain what would happen next. As if she wasn�t certain she had pleased him.
He slid a finger down the slope of her breast to pinch her nipple, making the tight bud peak to his satisfaction. �More than I had hoped for, Cecily.� He stroked the other breast this time before continuing. �But��
Twisting beneath him, she looked up, her eyes wide. �Whatever you want, Robert, I�ll do it.� She knew she should probably call him �my lord� again, but she couldn�t bring herself to do so. This was Robert, the man who had taken her virginity and given her what she was certain would be the most amazing sex of her life.
�Lick me clean, pet.� He gestured to his cock, which, despite what they�d just done, wasn�t as flaccid as she�d imagined it would be. �I want to feel your mouth on me again.�
Sliding down the bed, Cecily grasped Robert�s cock more firmly this time, feeling every bit the wanton seductress she now was. She trailed her tongue down his length, surprised a bit when his cock twitched in her grasp, but pleased that he was enjoying her touch again. She remembered his words about sucking and took him more fully in her mouth once more, making as tight of suction as possible. Now that he�d fucked her, she had the general idea of what he wanted to feel around his cock and she worked to recreate that experience.
Surprised when he moaned, she sucked harder, lapping and pulling at his sweet-tasting meat, reveling in the sensations and lapping eagerly at the rapidly swelling head that was already beginning to leak once more.
Getting on her hands and knees, she was gratified to feel Robert�s fingers teasing her clit once more, sliding his own cum through her channel, bringing her back to that delicious edge of orgasm, the one she seemingly could not get enough of.
�Come for me again, pet,� he urged as his own hips began to shake once more. �Show me that you are well and truly mine.�
Knowing that her own release was just moments away, Cecily sucked and tickled, caressing his cock with all of her rudimentary skill. But it was enough. Robert exploded into her mouth and she drank him down, savoring every drop, though since he had come minutes before, there wasn�t as much as she suspected there normally might be.
Just when she thought her own climax was not to be, she felt something prod at her rear hole and was first shocked and then delighted when she felt Robert�s fingers slip into her arse � just as she�d imagined on the ballroom�s stage. It didn�t hurt much, surprisingly, though she suspected that since his fingers were so well lubed with her own fluids that might have something to do with it.
With his fingers stroking in and out of both holes at the same time, there was little Cecily could do but ride the waves of pleasure that rocked her as she came again, screaming this time, and clinging to Robert as if her life depended on it.
When she could finally breathe again, she rolled onto her back and looked up at him. �That was beyond anything I could have ever imagined. I would gladly do that again if I could. Whatever you wanted.� She shivered, knowing her time in his bed was short. Then, she said the words she knew he might not want to hear but felt compelled to say anyway. �For what it�s worth, I�m glad it was you.�
Robert considered her a moment. He knew that he had a choice to make. Sutton only kidnapped virgins who were in danger, odd man that he was. Had Tully not removed Cecily from the marquess� home, the old man would have had her against the wall, his aging cock in her cunt within a few months. Of that Robert was certain. By taking one of the offered �favours,� Robert had also agreed to consider keeping the virgin he�d chosen. Many people who came to the house party did, leaving with a mistress or a sexual slave of their choosing. The gifts who were rejected for long-term use were sent to live on one of Sutton�s many estates in relative peace, though the earl did require them, both men and women, to fuck him whenever he chose. Despite rumors, the kidnapped virgins were never cast into the streets or dumped into houses of prostitution.
Robert had not planned to keep his �favour,� when he�d arrived at the party yesterday. But that had been before Cecily. Before her tight heat and her obviously willing sexual nature. He was certain that, given time and training, she would do whatever he wished of her, including an orgy liked she�d witnessed earlier, if that�s what he wanted. Like the engraved collar, he rather liked that idea.
Kissing her deeply, Robert gave her a considering look. �I�m glad it was me, as well.� Then, trailing a hand over her stomach, knowing that she could already be carrying his child, as they hadn�t been careful, his decision was made. �Would you like to do it again? And again? And perhaps again after that? Maybe in different positions or in different ways?�
Looking up, Cecily could hardly believe what she was hearing. Robert wanting to keep her? �Are you certain, my lord?� She frowned. �I am a maid.�
�Were a maid,� he corrected gently. �And if you let me fuck you in the arse, repeatedly, I�ll do more than keep you. I�ll marry you.� He hadn�t meant to say that, but once the words we out, he found that he meant them. If she was his mistress, that would pose some challenges. But as his wife? Well, all manner of possibilities were open to him then, including some rather scandalous fucking.
When she�d first been kidnapped, Cecily had thought her life was over. But now, she was being offered the chance to be a duchess, all if she allowed him to use her body however he saw fit. Given the way Robert made her feel, the delicious sensations he caused in her body, she saw no problem with that arrangement. None at all.
Rolling onto her side, Cecily gave him a wicked smile. �My arse is all yours, my lord. As am I. Do with me as you wish.�
Feeling his cock rise again, Robert broke into another smile, this one bigger than the last. �Ah, Cecily, my pet. You are perfect. Positively perfect.� And then, with a quick thrust, he rammed his cock into her arse, fucking that virgin hole as well. Life, he decided as he leaned in to kiss her and swallow her scream of pleasurable pain, was good. All because he�d taken the time to seduce Miss Cecily.
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