VICTORIANA

PART FOUR

As she stood with her back to her son-in-law Prudence wondered how she really felt about the spanking she'd been given. True it had been very painful and demeaning but there was something about the very concept of submitting herself to such a ritual which gave her a peculiar thrill and reminded her of her dear Charles. She could not bring herself to accept that she had enjoyed the discomfort but especially hard, to come to terms with, was that when she'd stripped off her chemise she had felt a wonderful forbidden excitement. She'd had similar feelings before, with her husband, but there was something about this time which was different. Perhaps the very fact that it was the husband of her daughter and that he was a much younger man made the situation different from the other occasions when she'd consented to similar chastisement from her husband's capable hands. This was stepping into forbidden territory and there was the real danger that she would somehow end up in his control. Having recognised the threat she felt that she would easily regain control of the situation so that, when once again she faced him with her naked body glowing with arousal, she felt neither afraid nor ashamed of her nakedness. Her confidence swiftly fled when Jolyons stood up. Wide-eyed she watched him take the toko from the shelf and her original fear returned tenfold and she realised that she had no control over the situation.

Jolyons saw the fear in his mother-in-law’s eyes and, for a moment, he hesitated wondering if it would be going too far though, in his eyes, the strange instrument represented the embodiment of corporal punishment in its most painful form. Back in his school-days he could well remember how just a few strokes, of the timeless cane, skilfully applied across the seat of his pants, had quelled many of his rebellious tendencies. Now faced with the prospect of applying the traditional six strokes to the bared bottom of a beautiful, naked woman he could feel his heartbeat quicken and his prick swell to its full splendour as he tightened his grip on the exotic instrument. What had started as a need to show his mother-in-law that she could no longer rule her daughter had turned into a bizarre, sexual scenario which threatened to swamp his common sense and unleash the demon of lust which permanently lurked behind the civilised façade which he presented to the world.
'Right then, my dear mother-in-law, the spanking you've just received was for suggesting that I was not treating your daughter as well as I could and summoning me to appear before you as if I was one of your minions.' He said brusquely as he swung the instrument through the air with a loud swish. 'But this is for your insolence since I’ve arrived. You will take six strokes on the bare bottom and be grateful that it is no more!'

Despite the intense fear she felt, as she looked at the terrible-looking instrument, Prudence found herself obediently stepping forward. She couldn't explain it, even to herself, but the prospect somehow excited her and she wondered if perhaps she needed a Master in her life. She could feel her cunny pulsing and her nipples were as hard as pebbles.
'Should...should I bend over...Sir?' She asked in a tremulous voice amazed at her willingness to abase herself so thoroughly something she had never done before even with her dear Charles. For a moment she had forgotten that he was her son-in-law and thought of him as a masterful man who had plumped her deepest desires and was imposing his will over her. She had an overwhelming urge to please him even though she knew that only pain awaited her subservience.
Jolyons directed his mother-in-law to bend over, grasp the front of her shins just below the knees, and push her bare bottom as far back as she could. He watched lustfully as she took up the position, guiding her until she was positioned as he wanted her. His wife’s mother was bent over, in the middle of the room, her sturdy legs parted so that there were more than eighteen inches between her ankles. Although still very pink time seemed to have calmed her bottom a great deal though he was sure that it was certainly still extremely tender a fact he knew would add a delicious intensification to the vicious instrument’s acute sting. He could see her intimate conch peeking through the tangle of lush, pubic hairs and was not surprised that it was wide open and gleaming with dew. He admired the veritable forest that linked her cunny with her bottom hole. He realised that Fenella would look like this when she reached her mother’s age and he was pleased at his choice of wife. Never taking his eyes off the expanse of globular flesh and the yawning conch underneath and with no desire to curtail his enjoyment he took his time moving back from his target and adjusting his grip so that it was as close to the end as it could get. When he held it out, in front of him, he could see the way the branches of the vicious instrument quivered as if in anticipation of meeting tender female flesh. He realised that this was an instrument devised by a fiend and, if not careful, could inflict heavy damage to a woman’s behind.

For Prudence the wait was one of almost unbearable tension and drama. Through her spread legs she could see the Honourable Jolyons Baker-Steward’s legs moving behind her and every second she expected the toko to whistle through the air, to meet her defenceless bottom, but the expected sound and cutting pain did not happen, at least not yet! She simply waited holding her breath and cursing the moment when she had decided to interfere in her daughter’s marriage. Adding to her unease was the realisation that her most private parts were openly displayed to her son-in-law and she blushed fiercely with embarrassment especially when she felt the slow slithering of juices from her cunny down the inside of her left thigh.
When Jolyons stretched out his right arm the tips of the instrument reached beyond his mother-in-law’s right bum cheek and he tapped it lightly against the rosy skin to gauge the distance while measuring his aim for the first telling stroke. With a slow deliberateness he drew back his arm, held it for a moment at the top of its arc, then with a "wooossshhh" the whale-bone switches sliced through the air and landed with a sharp "thwack” across the middle of Prudence's lush, fiery bottom. Lust swept through him as he saw the way the tender flesh indented and then sprung back displaying a perfect rosy imprint as he lifted the instrument away from her quivering bottom
Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

'Eeeooowwwhhh! I can’t stand it!!!' The older woman howled, her torso immediately jerking bolt upright, as her hands clutched her nether cheeks. The impact of the trio of switches had sent a burning, cutting pain deep into her tender buttocks and then radiated to the rest of her lower body. The anguish could clearly be seen on her face as she massaged the tender flesh as she danced on the spot.  

'I'm sorry, my dear Prudence, but you must really try to stay in position. I'll let you off this time but if it happens again I shall have to start your punishment from the beginning again.' Jolyons admonished with a grin on his face. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d enjoyed himself so much.
His mother-in-law dejectedly resumed her bent-over position dreading the next touch of the toko as once again she had to endure a long tense wait. Her legs were trembling and the cheeks of her posterior quivered as she tensed them in anticipation. To add to her humiliation she felt more fluid dribbling from her cunny, after some twenty seconds or so she heard the awful swish once again and a blazing pain exploded through her bottom. It was even more painful than the first and she squealed in agony but somehow managed to stay in position ...just!

Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

Jolyons saw a trio of angry weals adorning Prudence's skin about five inches apart and he aimed the third stroke at the wide band of skin between them. With another satisfying sound the pliant switches wrapped themselves around the contours of the bum cheeks exactly where he’d aimed.
Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

Prudence arched her back, shaking her bottom, as intense and cutting pain surged through her behind. All the air had been driven out of her lungs so her scream of pain was silent. Her bottom was throbbing like never before and she didn't know if she'd be able to stand another three strokes. Her only consolation was that they were halfway through the punishment and she thought that the remaining strokes couldn't be any more painful than those she'd taken so far. She rued the day she’d decided to interfere in her daughter’s affairs. Only when the fourth stroke struck the crease between her bottom and thighs did she learn that her foolish assumption was very wrong indeed. The blistering pain seared deep into her thighs and, when the next blow landed diagonally with the very tip of the cane striking cruelly at the upper part of her right thigh, she felt as if her whole backside was bursting into flames.

Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

'Eeeooowwwhhh!' Oh...please...please, Sir! Please... please will you stop now before you kill me?' She implored as fat tears slithered down her cheeks.

'You've been very brave, my dear mother-in-law, but it would be wrong of me to stop now when you've just one more to come! I believe that the threat of punishment can only be successful if it is carried out in its entirety. ' Her son-in-law remarked as he remembered how the headmaster, of his prep school, had the habit of standing well back then bounding forward with the cane whistling though the air to meet his tightly stretched black shorts. He too walked several paces back and, focusing on the livid weals which crossed Prudence's seat, he gathered all his strength for the final blow. He drew back the wicked instrument and rushed forward turning his body and bringing the instrument down using the full force of his upper body, twisting his wrist at the last moment. The whale-bone switches whipped across the woman's throbbing behind with a resounding sound!

Wooossshhh!!! Thwaaaccckk!!!

Such was the force behind the final stroke that Prudence stumbled forward the moment the switches struck across her tender rump and instantly her hands snapped back to her rear cheeks, rubbing and massaging desperately trying to ease the terrible smarting pain. 'Eeeooowwwhhh...You’ve killed me!!! I’ll never be able to sit again!' She wailed, still clutching her bottom, while hopping from foot to foot in an awkward dance which Jolyons found particularly pleasing as he watched her heavy breasts bouncing up and down like buoys in a stormy sea.

'You are exaggerating, Prudence, you will be able to sit down, perhaps not comfortably, in about two days time. I sincerely trust that you've learned something from this, dear mother-in-law!' He said cheerfully.

'Yes...yes...oh yes, Sir!' Prudence assured her son-in-law emphatically. 'I'm...very...very sorry and won't ever again assume that you are not man enough to satisfy Fenella.' With her crimson bottom feeling as if the very fires of Hell itself had been ignited within its roundness she stood before him but, despite the throbbing agony gripping her bottom, to be chastened so severely had given her an intensely satisfying thrill and now that it was over she felt thoroughly invigorated and, in a moment of unconscious and complete surrender, she spread her legs wide apart and thrust her bottom back while rocking her hips in a gesture of total surrender to her needs remembering that after her husband had finished punishing her he would ram his rod into her tiny, twitching bumhole. The tortured hole had always felt as if it was on fire from the severe caning but, without using any other lubrication except her sweat and his precome, he would ram his swollen prick all the way into her hole. She would scream the place down, because it felt as if his steel rod was ripping her body in half, yet she remembered that seconds later she would be thrusting her tortured bottom back encouraging him to cram his penis in even further, as she started orgasming. When finally her husband deigned to ejaculate, deep inside her stretched rectum, his sperm would feel like soothing balm coating the sheath of the hole and she would once again reach her satisfaction.     

Almost without knowing what she was doing yet, at the same time, aware of every nuance of her daring she slipped her forefinger into the already opened and eager opening of her love channel. She felt quivering sensations ripple along the entire length of her vagina before it continued sweeping throughout her body to grip her lungs so fiercely that she started panting for breath. Her finger churned up the slippery liquid which was fast building up inside her sheath. Breathing hard she gently brushed the puffy sex lips further open to discover the swollen nub of her clitoris already poking cheekily out of its concealment and it was wildly throbbing. She bent her legs slightly so that her cunny was even better exposed and the obscene position made her sex completely available to the questing fingers as she began shamelessly manipulating her cunny. As she flicked and stroked her clitoris to higher levels of passion, even using sharp fingernails to painfully clip the head, she realised just how much she’d been aroused by the severe punishment. She’d almost forgotten that she was not alone until a sharp order made her focus her attention on her visitor.

‘Stop that immediately and come here!’ Jolyons barked, while picking up the stout padded bench and bringing it to the middle of the room, before leading her to the piece of furniture.

She was still very weak, from the severe punishment she'd experienced, and had not the strength to resist when he made her bend over so that her stomach was resting against the padded top and her legs straddled the leather cushion. She felt the leather bracelets being buckled around her wrists so that she was held face down along the bench. She was pinioned with her arms in a 'V', by short chains which linked the bracelets with the bottom of the wooden legs. This was a familiar position for her whenever she had her friends over and they partook in sapphic games but it was the first time since her dear husband had passed away that a man had confined her in such a vulnerable position.

Jolyons had moved with such speed and efficiency that it was only when she felt her legs being drawn very wide apart and her ankles constrained by leather bracelets that she realised that she couldn't move and that her burning bottom and gushing cunny were now totally exposed and defenceless so that she was completely available for anything he desired to do to her and it was clear that he had not finished with her. Fear swept through her and she began to plead. ‘Let me go!’ she whimpered. ‘Please, Jolyons let me go. I don't like this! What kind of games are you playing? For God's sake I'm your mother-in-law and you are married to my daughter!’ Tears welled from her eyes.

‘There is no way I am going to release you at this stage, Prudence. I've been thinking about having you helpless like this ever since I met you and Fenella and I'm going to make the most of it so don't waste your time begging! I find you pretentious, arrogant and a meddler and it is time you were firmly put in your place.’ He calmly pronounced as he disappeared behind his mother-in-law.

How helpless she felt with her legs straddling over two feet apart and held firmly that way and her cunny, still open from the previous excitement of being punished so forcefully, was pulsing and leaking, totally exposed to his eyes and she didn't even have her chemise to give it some semblance of modesty. She heard something whistling through the air, behind her, and knew that her tormentor was testing one of her instrument of punishment.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!

Seconds later Jolyons squatted in front of her and she looked at him beseechingly but he ignored her. In his hand he had some thin strands of twine and, ignoring her protests, he wound them tightly around the base of each of her rock-hard nipples, tightening them until they bit hard into the sensitive flesh and it made then swell out immensely, from being so tightly constricted, and the pain felt as if they were being roasted. Once he'd secured them tightly he looped the loose ends through two kitchen weights and, when he'd finished, Prudence breasts were stretched to their utmost by the dangling weights, which did not quite touch the floor. The crudeness of the method was shameful and the pain was excruciating. He used more twine to loop around the base of her breasts and when he tightened the loops it forced her breasts to balloon out like exercise-balls. Despite the frightful pain she felt a massive thrill of submissiveness wash through her body as she suddenly realised that she was in the hands of a master sadist much more skilful and cruel than her husband had ever been. From the corner of her eye she saw that her still-fully dressed son-in-law was holding a thin bamboo cane and was testing it for pliancy. 

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!

'Please don't hurt me anymore, Master, please!' She cried out using the title in a last attempt to sway him. ‘I have been punished enough and bow to your superiority and promise never again to interfere in your marriage!

He didn't bother replying and she heard the shuffling of feet behind her and realised that Jolyons had positioned himself to the side of the bench and then she felt panic.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH! TWWWAAACCCKK! 

It is almost impossible to describe how that slender length of bamboo bit and burned as that first stroke of the flexible cane landed across her already bruised bottom. It felt as if deep white heat had been scorched into her already-tenderised flesh with a branding iron. She opened her mouth wide and screamed, as she felt the white-hot heat stinging and spreading along my entire backside. The convulsive jerking of her body made her twist and writhe about on the padding of leather covering the bench. She felt the wooden bench creak under her, as her full weight slammed against it, causing the dangling weights to swing wildly from side to side pulling even harder on her tortured nipples and ballooned breasts. White heat spread through her dangling breasts echoing the flaming heat in her bottom. Large tears slid down her cheeks as her body rocked under the lash of the cane.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH! TWWWAAACCCKK!

The sound accompanying the second stroke terrified her and she started crying before it even landed hoping that Yvette would burst into the room and save her. This time the pliant cane landed lower down, right on the crease where her ample buttocks melted into her sturdy thighs. The proximity of the flexible cane so near to her bulging, defenceless cunny made her scream with terror. She felt tongues of red hot fire lick all around her garden of earthly delight and tears splashed on the carpet and spittle coated her chin as she sniffled and moaned. She felt as if her bottom had been set on fire and was being consummated by raging flames. No! It can't be happening to me! Where is that wretched girl? She thought as she felt her insides convulse and her legs buckle as the cane bit into the tender flesh where buttocks and thighs merged. Tears blinded her and her breasts seemed to swell to twice their size, the weights jerking wildly elongating them into giant pears, as she tried to twist and escape her bonds but found that she couldn't move an inch.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! TWWWAAACCCKK!!!

The next cut blasted even deeper into the taut flesh and she screamed for it to stop as she squeezed her buttocks together. Her voluptuous bottom reared and jerked as slivers of fire shot through it and the blistering sensation was incredibly painful and immensely agonising. She felt as if her exposed bottom had been assailed by a thousand bee-stings. Her frantic breathing and uncontrollable sobs filled her ears and she knew that she was giving her cruel son-in-law precisely what he wanted to see and hear. The cane continued punishing her, stinging and driving her hips down, yet inundating her cunny with waves of pleasure, as well as agonising pain.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! TWWWAAACCCKK!!!

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! TWWWAAACCCKK!!!

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! TWWWAAACCCKK!!!

She had been so wrapped up in her agony that she had been unaware that her maid had entered the room and was witnessing her humiliation until she spoke.

'Please, Sir, I think she's had enough.' She heard Yvette say worriedly and hope soared in her breast that her ordeal was over.

'It is not your place to think, I'll decide when she's had enough! The bitch needs to be punished for interfering with her betters! She needs a good thrashing. I told you to stay out of this room but since you are here I will find something for you to do.' Jolyons said sharply. ‘Do you understand, Yvette, do you understand that I am the master here and that your mistress is just another woman with ideas above her sex?’
‘Yes, Sir, please forgive me. I should have realised that you would know just how much punishment the lady can take. Please forgive me!’

Jolyons did not bother answering the maid but resumed his task of taming his mother-in-law.
SWEEEEIIISSSHHH! TWWWAAACCCKK

"Aaaaaaaaaaaggggghhhh!" Prudence screamed, through gritted teeth, for indeed that one had been extremely harsh and had bit deeply into her flesh. Her bottom cheeks were raging hot and she could no more put out the fire than she could rise. By clenching her tortured buttocks she sought to draw the heat away and for a seeming eternity she seemed to float, unconnected to reality. There was no other sensation but the deafening explosion of pleasure, caused by the repeated blows from the flexible rod and she could hardly bear the exquisiteness of the pleasure, yet it was fragmented, multiplied, enhanced as it spread through her body again and again. The sensation dissolved the pain and transformed it into an excruciating pleasure, the like of which she'd never experienced before, and the heat spread to her vagina, causing her to push her backside out as much as possible to the cooling air.

'Look at your mistress, Yvette! See the way she is sticking her bottom out. Is she not asking for it to be whipped, I ask you?' Jolyons sniggered as he used his hand to slap each buttock, in turn, making the blistering fire flare up even more fiercely in the tortured flesh.

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

Prudence heard a shuffling of feet behind her as she was trying to draw her bottom in. Her eyes were screwed up still as she tried to control her weeping. Her body rebelled against the insurgent stinging fire and she held her breath, expecting another stroke of the cane on her poor stinging rump. She could feel a further discharge of sexual fluid as she lay there quivering waiting for the next stroke of the cane and…she did not have to wait long.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! WWWOOOOOSSHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

Jolyons had changed the cane for a tawse and her body was consumed with even more fiery flames as the leather smacked between her spread thighs and landed directly on her bulging cunny. Swiftly another blow connected with the lips of her stinging cunny and her heavy breasts swung so violently that the weights nearly hit her face. She wagged her bottom as much as her position allowed. The licking of the tawse was repeated but wasn't as hard as the first two. It was an almost caressing blow which punished the protuberant cunny lips, seeming to separate them to expose the inner flesh and the swollen clitoris for the next blow. Fresh tears spilled down her face and she shrieked as her hips lifted higher as if presenting the stinging bottom to her tormentor.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! WWWOOOOOSSHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

The tawse licked upward at her cunny and her breasts pulsed as the weights swung. The leather scraped against her clitoris and she could feel more of her lubrication surging out as she felt a huge orgasm begin to rumble deep in her womb. Before the pleasure could reach culmination suddenly the punishment stopped and apprehensively she awaited the next phase, with bated breath and thudding heart.

Instead of the belt or cane she felt strong, male hands clamp around the hot, throbbing cheeks of her posterior and the fingers parted them even further apart, as one would split a peach. Hung across the bench, tightly secured, there was no way Prudence could defend herself as she felt cool air wash over her still-spasming cunny and twitching anus. She heard her son-in-law order her servant to guide his prick to her nether hole followed by a male groan of pleasure as the swollen crest of a penis pressed hard against her smaller aperture. She wanted to scream yet, despite all the things which had happened and had been done to her, a sense of rightness seized her and she pushed her tortured bottom back, instead of trying to pull it away. She was going to be sodomised by her son-in-law and this would be done in front of and with the help of her maid yet something deep within her accepted and welcomed the degradation and longed for the ecstatic feeling of hard penile flesh sheathed tightly within her bumhole. 

As the plump crown pressed forward, dragging the crinkled rim inward, all the breath seemed to rush from Prudence’s lungs and it was like a pump expelling the air from her. The penis was much thicker than her husband's and it was warm and pulsing as it slid in and she felt her rectum reluctantly expanding to receive it. Fortunately for her there was so much cunny juice coating her flesh that the massive prick was lubricated enough to ease its initial entry into her tight passage,
‘Aaaarrrggghhhh! Have pity you are killing me!’ Two or three inches of hard flesh had slipped inside the tight hole and she heard him groan as her rectum clamped welcomingly around his hard flesh. After that initial exclamation, somehow she stayed silent even though she wished to express her feelings by yelling out how much she loved being penetrated like this by such a forceful man and that she would his forever. She wanted to beg her son-in-law to ram his entire iron rod into her without waiting one second longer. The sensation of being invaded by a man's large penis up her anus, while being spread-eagled over the bench and unable to escape, in front of her maid was delirious. The sleaziness and degradation was like manna from heaven and it was at that moment that she realised that she had become Jolyons’ property as much as her daughter was.

‘Aaaaaaaaaaaggggghhhh! It hurts…it hurts!’ She screamed as both cheeks of her bottom were slapped very hard, at the same time immediately rekindling the pain from the previous punishment. She was mortified to find Yvette standing by her side and it was she who was smacking the left cheek, while her ravisher did the same to the other cheek, all the while corkscrewing his hard penis into her defiled bumhole. The wicked pair timed their hard spanking so has to land simultaneously, on her already-tortured flesh, each time her son-in-law pulled his large penis almost all the way out of her bottom.

Her body was invaded by swimmingly red-hot heat and her head reeled from the shock of the spanking and the simultaneous deeper penetration of the hard penis. Her throbbing hole yielded, as her bottom urged back, allowing the plump knob to dig even deeper within the rectal tube. Her large, dangling breasts were swinging beneath her like church bells and the weights dragging down her nipples added another layer of painful ecstasy to her ordeal. The conqueror of her bottom was snorting, through his nostrils like a bull, as half of his hard rod stayed imbedded inside the rectal tube and she could feel it throbbing wildly against the confining walls. His hands clamped her hips and she heard his feet shuffle apart, as though to gain purchase on the carpet, for the next thrust which would bury his entire penis into her hole.

She heard her maid say something and, instead of the awaited lunge, Jolyons stayed still. A humming sound of frustration came from his mouth as Prudence’s hole clenched tightly around his penis trying to keep it firmly wedged all the way inside the rectal sheath.

WWWOOOOOSSHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!      

‘Aaaaaaaaaaaggggghhhh!!! You are killing me! Aaaaaaaaaaaggggghhhh!!!’ She snorted through teeth as her maid used the tawse across her buttocks just as Jolyons slammed the rest of his thick rod all the way up her bottom until she could feel his coarse pubic hair crushed against her skin. She felt her buttocks, which felt as if they were on fire, slam hard against his belly reviving the flames, as his testicles banged against her enlarged clitoris. She almost forgot the red-hot pain, or rather the intense pain had merged into another kind of sensation, as the compression of her anus made his prick a prisoner inside her flesh. Her legs stiffened, of their own accord, and she rotated her bottom causing her hole to corkscrew around the thickness of his erection in the most obscene manner.

How far can a woman sink into such degradation? She asked herself, as she responded to the obscene invasion of her anus, by her son-in-law’s penis, with lust and gratitude instead of horror. Her hole felt larger than ever before and yet it was so tight around his penis that it felt as if he would never be able to move out. What she did not know, at that point, was that Jolyons had earned the nickname “One Foot”, at school, because his prick was exactly twelve inches long and now she had every inch buried inside her fundament.

She felt a movement, underneath her, and, on opening her eyes, she saw that her maid, now naked, was slipping a large cushion under the bench and then she lay down on it and slipped further down and it was only when she felt the spongy head of a stiff penis brush against her mound of Venus that she realised that Yvette had strapped on one of her replicas of the male member she had in her collection. From her bent-over position she could see everything clearly and saw the way the top of the imitation prick snagged against her erect clitoris, coating it with the slimy lubrication oozing from her cunny, and how the lips flared open as if begging to be able to kiss the spongy crown. It made her shiver with fear, humiliation and anticipation.

Yvette slid further forward, on her back, and Jolyons guided the head of the fake penis to the entrance of Prudence’s cunny. The widow suddenly realised what they were planning to do to her and a cry of helpless horror escaped from her lips which earned her a slap on the face and a warning to keep quiet from her maid.

Tears blurred her vision as she felt the head of the leather prick cleave through the open lips and begin to penetrate inside her vagina. Because her love passage was compressed so tightly, by the large, hard prick buried all the way inside her anal sheath, it resisted the invasion. Jolyons urged her maid, in the most obscene language, to ram the godmiche all the way inside Prudence but it would not go in. 

The rigid rod butted against the compressed tunnel so hard that Jolyons could feel it hit his penis, through the thin membrane separating the two holes. He withdrew his penis slowly from the stretched anal sheath and, despite her terror at being so helpless in the hands of her sadistic relative, his mother-in-law groaned with disappointment as he withdrew half of his rod from her rear end.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! TWWWAAACCCKK!!!

The cane landed on the same line as a previous stroke and the pain was excruciating and sped through her tender bottom like red-hot wildfire and she screamed loudly as her hips shot forward, as far as they could in her tethered position, causing the replica penis to shoot up her love tunnel like a piston. At the same time Jolyons rammed his hips forward and his thick hard rod popped all the way back inside her greasy back hole. In the blink of an eye Prudence was completely full of penile hardness, in both cunny and bumhole, so that it felt as if she had been penetrated by a snorting stallion with twin, massive pricks. Her teeth chattered and little mewling sounds came from deep in her throat. The sharp pain, from the simultaneous double invasion, merged like a fiery fireball then dissolved into incredible pleasure like she'd never known before and, unknown to her at the time, she ejaculated as if she was a man drenching her maid.

First Yvette drew out part of the leather rod, from the clinging folds of the compressed pussy, then rammed it all the way back in forcefully. Jolyons copied her action in the other hole. At first they were tentative but soon they reached a rhythm so that, at any one time, one hole was full of hard prick while the other was half empty. 
Prudence could feel the hard rods rubbing against each other, separated only by the thin membrane, as they shuttled in and out of her twin holes. This was a sensation beyond belief, the twin invasion of a woman's body by two hard pricks at the same time and she started climaxing on the third or fourth stroke and never seemed to stop after that as the pair plunged their rods in and out of her cunny and bumhole with increasing enthusiasm, speed and force using her for their own selfish sexual pleasure.

She was struggling for breath as the pair never stopped pounding their hard pricks into her as hard as they could. Mrs. Prudence Peregrine-Smythe had become a sex object for their selfish pleasure and she loved every minute of it. Thoughts, personality and will all of those had vanished to be replaced by an overwhelming need to absorb the pair of pricks into her body, to be filled by sexual juices until she drowned.

As the hard rods pounded into her, front and back, her bottom, despite the raging pain,  worked, rotating and thrusting, as again and again she attained the peak of her pleasure and ejaculated even more cunny-cream which greased the leather prick making it easier for it to shuttle in and out of her cunny. It was as if she was trying to milk the shuttling pricks of their life-giving juice, which she was craving.  The forceful penetration of the wicked pair caused her dangling breasts to swing, from side to side, adding an element of pain to her delirious ecstasy. She took in great gasps of air, into her starved lungs, because she was drowning in a sea of permanent orgasms and it was only when the fingers on her hips dug even more fiercely into the flesh, pulling her bottom back as far as it would go, that she realised that she was about to be spermed in her clenching anus. Seconds later a growling sound, from Jolyons’ mouth, accompanied the hot splashes of sperm which sprayed into the throbbing bumhole like a hot douche.

Prudence was twisting and howling, as her orgasms rose to a crescendo, and her bottom was filled with a full dose of hot, sticky sperm. Male grunts mingled with her screams and the hard rod, inside her climaxing sex, flexed keeping up the pressure against her womb. Potent sperm flowed out of her anus and dribbled down onto the thrusting leather prick and then was driven deep into her vagina by the maid’s driving hips, again and again. A dazzling white light burst inside Prudence’s head as intense pleasure, more exquisite than any she'd ever experienced before, flashed through her entire body before she blacked out.

