VICTORIANA

PART FIVE

While Fenella’s mother was being tamed and sodomised by her beloved husband, with the help of her maid, she became unwittingly embroiled in a dark adventure of her own. 
Instead of going to her dressmaker, as she had told her mother, and not wanting her to know how distressed she was that she had not already conceived, she had taken a hansom cab to Harley Street to keep an appointment with her eminent father-in-law, Lord Chesterwick. 

Jolyons’ father, the son of landed gentry had broken the mould of aristocratic laziness and living off the revenues of his estates had attended Edinburgh University to gain a medical degree. Specialising in obstetrics it was the Queen herself who had elevated him to his prominent position after he had delivered several of her children. Besides being an eminent doctor and bon viveur he was also a consummate roué and, from the very first time he’d clapped his eyes on his future daughter-in-law, he knew that some day he would seduce her. His lust for her had mounted when she had inferred that she was worried because she had not yet conceived and would be grateful if he would examine her to make sure that there was nothing wrong with her ability to have a baby.

Because she had been delayed by her mother then by traffic Fenella arrived late for her appointment. Flustered she sat uncomfortably, in the waiting room, fidgeting in her seat, occasionally peeking at the straight-back receptionist who ignored her presence.  

Lord Chesterwick, delighted by her tardiness, purposely made her wait to increase her fitfulness then swept into the room and brusquely pointed out that she had arrived fourteen minutes late and barked that she must pay for her lack of respect for his precious time.  He watched the play of fear on her face as he formulated a plan to make her his sexual chattel.  

“Please, father-in-law, I tried very hard to get here on time but I couldn’t find a hackney carriage and there was so much traffic..." she pleaded in a low murmur, humiliated because he had reproached her in front of the receptionist. She never finished her excuses because he disappeared into his consulting room with an order to his receptionist to show Fenella into his room in five minutes.  
As the smirking receptionist showed a fiercely blushing Fenella into his consulting room Lord Chesterwick’s mind slipped back to a time twenty years before when Fenella’s mother had visited his consulting room and he clearly remembered how she had been shocked and reluctant by his forceful advances but once he’d got his prick into her cunny she’d been insatiable and, by the time she’d left she had been well rogered and had come back again and again for his special treatment right up to the end of her pregnancy. 

Fenella, still blushing fiercely from humiliation, pulled at the ribbon of her bonnet and started to apologise for her lateness again, but the older doctor glowered at her and said that they had already wasted too much time and that they would speak about it later and work out her punishment. Fenella shivered at the threat of punishment. Her musing was interrupted when a younger man, followed by a middle-aged nurse, entered the room and she watched her father-in-law put his arm around his shoulders as he brought him to her.

"Jolyons has probably told you that I am thinking of retiring so I'd like to introduce you to my successor, Doctor Gerald Maguire, and Nurse Hotchkiss needs no introduction, of course."

Fenella's heart fluttered as the handsome doctor stepped forward and took her dainty hand in his large hand and lightly brushed it with his lips for the man was tall and powerfully built and exuded a powerful maleness. Still blushing and feeling flustered she curtsied. "Doctor Maguire."

He bowed, "Mrs. Baker-Stewart."

"Doctor Maguire is a former student of mine,” pursued Lord Chesterwick, “and he is sitting in on all my consultations so that my patients will be familiar with him and he with them. Have you any objection to his presence during the examination?" Her father-in-law said in a tone which brooked no contradiction as he took her hand in his.

Fenella hesitated but gathering her courage she answered. "It has taken all my courage to come today, father-in-law, and I don’t know if I am ready to have a stranger examining my…my intimate parts.”  The fact that he was young and handsome increased her nervousness.

Surprised by her unexpected  display of independent thought Lord Chesterwick decided to mollify her, for the time being, but filed her defiance in that place in his mind which calculated what punishment his daughter-in-law had already earned. "Oh, I can understand your doubts, my dear, but it's all a straight forward examination, nothing to worry about! However, I appreciate the nature of the examination could prove a little embarrassing but in time you will be giving birth to my grand-child and I feel that it is absolutely necessary that I make sure that you can carry full-term."

Dr. Maguire stepped forward. "It's entirely up to you, Mrs. Baker-Stewart, if you wish me to leave I will." His eyes were kind and he was smiling which displayed his dimples favourably.
Fenella’s unease was partly placated by his courtesy and his winning smile. "No, I'm sure it's perfectly all right, Doctor. I am sure that my father-in-law must think it is the correct procedure so I will put myself in your hands." She added then blushed furiously as she realised that what she had said could be misconstrued.

"Splendid, splendid." said Lord Chesterwick, his eyes twinkling with lust, "I suggest we get on with the examination. If you would kindly slip behind the screen and remove your dress and corset and Nurse Hotchkiss will help you if you need any assistance."

Fenella stared at him, stunned. No man, except Jolyons, had ever seen her completely undressed before and somehow she had never envisaged that she would have to disrobe for the examination.

"Come, come, my dear" Lord Chesterwick said brusquely, "it is standard procedure nowadays and we can hardly examine you properly if you're fully dressed, can we?"

Fenella nodded silently, feeling like a schoolgirl being chastised by her tutor. She had indeed heard that pregnant patients were expected to undress for examination but she now deeply regretted agreeing to the young doctor’s presence but it was too late to object. The nurse gripped her elbow and led her behind a screen. Out of the men’s sight she felt a little braver and, with trembling fingers, began to undo the buttons of her dress. She was tremendously relieved that the two doctors could not see her disrobe and it helped that Nurse Hotchkiss was hovering discretely ready to assist. As the layers of satin and tulle came off, despite her nervousness, incongruously Fenella felt the birth of excitement in the pit of her stomach mixing with her apprehension. She caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror, on the back wall, and found it hard to believe that the young woman she saw stepping out of a pile of petticoats, dressed only in a chemise and white bloomers with her curly hair swept up elegantly at the back of her head, was really her and she found it both deeply disturbing and curiously exciting knowing that only a few feet away two men were waiting to examine her. Nurse Hotchkiss had stepped forward and was now undoing the laces of her corset, behind her back, and she removed the garment and folded it with the rest of her clothes.
Fenella despite her nervousness could not help admiring herself in the mirror and adjusting a stray lock of hair before checking to see that she was as decent as possible. Taking a deep breath she reluctantly stepped away from the screen into the room. "I'm ready, Doctor." She was not surprised to detect a note of nervousness in her voice. 

The young woman's clear eyes met the two men’s stares with nervous embarrassment. Lord Chesterwick and Dr. Maguire watched as Fenella stepped from the screen and both men felt their members stiffen instantly because Fenella's lace-shift hung loosely on her shoulders and it was obvious that her full breasts were free and naked under the thin cotton because they wobbled enticingly as she stepped forward. The nipples could be seen tenting the material while her knee-length bloomers hugged the soft curves of her hips and the creases, at her pubis, lewdly emphasised the plump triangle underneath. 
Despite the lust which had invaded his body, at the sight of his daughter-in-law’s fertile body, Lord Chesterwick managed to gather his wits and mask the urge to pounce and ravish her. "Thank you, my dear. Please, come this way." He led Fenella across to a padded consulting-couch and helped her to sit up on the edge as he ogled her swaying breasts and the hard nipples. "Now, if you will allow me, we will begin the examination."
For the first few minutes, he ran through a series of fairly routine checks meant to put her at her ease, her eyes, her mouth, her reflexes...but unlike her family doctor he touched her body freely and frankly while he was talking, laying a hand on her thigh, her shoulder or her stomach while he was describing to his young colleague what he was doing. His warm touch, despite its forwardness, was not unpleasant and indeed seemed to calm her fears; after all he was like a father to her. "Now Fenella, please straighten your back ... chin up ..." 
She did as she was told unaware that it caused her large breasts to thrust forward even more as if she meant to display their superb contours more forcefully. Her nipples were so engorged that they were fully visible as they tried to bore a hole through her shift. Strangely she was beginning to enjoy the attention until suddenly she realised that her father-in-law was calmly undoing the last button of her shift so that her bosom exploded out of its confinement and was fully exposed to the gaze of the two men. Instinctively she raised her hands to her bosom to protect herself but Lord Chesterwick looked surprised and annoyed.

"Would you have preferred to undo it yourself or maybe Nurse Hotchkiss could have helped you, my dear?" He said sarcastically as he pushed the folds of the chemise to the side completely baring her chest.
Fenella blushed furiously, her heart hammering, as once again her father-in-law made her feel like an awkward schoolgirl. "I am sorry. What do you want me to do, Sir?"
The doctor resumed his work. "This won't take long, my dear, straighten your back, drop your hands and please, chin up." He said as Fenella’s milk-white, very large breasts with their dark pink nipples, which were fully erect, bobbled above her narrow rib-cage. "Excellent, excellent," he muttered trying to hide his rising lust, "Gerald, come and have a look at this." 
Dr Maguire stepped forward and stared gleefully at the magnificent breasts, the soft, full curves jutting proudly from her chest, trembling with her rapid heartbeat and his mouth began salivating with the need to capture one of those ruby teats between his lips and suck them into his mouth. He glanced up at Fenella's face and saw that her cheeks were crimson with embarrassment and, for a second, his natural respect towards the feminine sex caused him to hesitate.

"Gerald?" Lord Chesterwick’s voice sharply broke through the haze of confusion and lust which was gripping him. "I believe that my daughter-in-law will have no problems feeding until she finds a wet-nurse." While speaking to his colleague he had had cupped Fenella's left breast and was squeezing it gently as he suggested that his successor do the same with the other breast. Dr. Maguire reached forward and ran his fingers over the silky skin of the right breast and tweaked the nipple and was fascinated by the natural reaction of the young woman as she arched her back to make her breasts more accessible to their hands. “Slip your hand underneath Gerald and lift it a little. That's right. Now with your other hand, press on each side of the aureole, just so."
To her acute embarrassment, Fenella felt her nipples swell even more as they jutted thick and firm between the men's fingers and began throbbing wildly as if to encourage further exploration. Embarrassed by her reaction she closed her eyes and clenched her fists as the two doctors twiddled her nipples sending streaks of excitement to that private place between her thighs. As the doctors probed and caressed her sensitive globes, her father-in-law kept up a running commentary on what he affirmed was her remarkable health. Despite her embarrassment she was soon hovering on the brink of an orgasm and it was only aborted when they suddenly stopped manipulating her engorged nipples. When Lord Chesterwick told her she could do up her shift she had to bite on her bottom lip to stop begging them to continue handling her breasts. Grateful that she had managed to control herself Fenella breathed a sigh of relief and opened her eyes. 
Her father-in-law was smiling kindly at her, "There, there, it wasn't so bad, was it, my dear?"
"No, thank you, Sir" she smiled ruefully and started to get down from the examination table when he put his hand on her bosom and pushed her back. In her haste to stand up she had forgotten to do up her shift and her heavy breasts danced on her chest drawing the men’ eyes and reinforcing their lust. Was it chance that her father-in-law’s hand closed around her left breast as he spoke?
"We're not quite finished, young lady, there is one more place to check. Please lie back. Yes, lie right down, flat on your back ... that's it. Nurse Hotchkiss, could you get a cushion to put under Mrs. Baker-Stewart’s hips?"

The nurse produced the cushion in an instant and Fenella obediently raised her hips to allow her to slide it under her bottom. Before she had time to realise what was happening, Lord Chesterwick had pulled the string on her bloomers which he begun to strip down her hips. 
Gerald Maguire, still aroused from having handled Fenella’s magnificent breasts, stared lustfully at the soft triangle of black curls which came into view and felt a sudden surge in his aching penis as he detected the moisture adorning the lips of her dainty cunny.

A second later Fenella wailed "What are you doing?” as she caught hold of her bloomers which were now just above her knees and struggled violently to pull them back up to cover her private parts.

"Fenella! Stop this immediately! You're behaving like a hysterical child!" her father-in-law’s voice cut in harshly, but she was not listening. She wept and fought and clutched at her bloomers in desperation. "Hold her arms, Hotchkiss. Gerald, take her legs, quickly man." 

Gerald Maguire caught one of Fenella's legs with difficulty, surprised at her strength, while his colleague pinned down the other. Her legs were splayed and now he could clearly see the jewel nestling among the luxuriant curls of her pubic thatch. It was very fat and the lips very prominent.
"This is completely unacceptable, Fenella!" the older doctor barked as his face became crimson from his exertions and his mounting lust.

Dr. Maguire pressed with all his weight on Fenella's knees while Nurse Hotchkiss gripped her arms tightly behind her head, and suddenly the girl realised that she was acting like a hysterical schoolgirl, after all she was a married woman and they were doctors, and she relaxed and allowed them to manipulate her. 

Lord Chesterwick straightened his collar, smoothed his hair and went back to work, stripping her bloomers right down past her ankles. "Spread her legs wider please, Gerald," he said curtly.

Dr. Maguire eagerly complied and the outer lips of her sex split even further allowing the inner ones to be displayed and it was apparent to him that the young woman, despite her reluctance, had become aroused. The vividly pink flesh was adorned by glistening globules of clear liquid which caught the light and sparkled like living jewels.
"Now, let's see what all this fuss was about." muttered the elderly doctor as his chubby fingers touched the plump mound of his daughter-in-law’s vulva. Gripping then firmly between his fingertips he opened the long lips like the petals of a flower so that Dr. Maguire could see right down to the dark ribbed entrance of her vagina. He'd never in his life seen any woman as intimately as this, not even his wife, and his hands gripped the young woman’s thigh unnecessarily tightly as he ogled the jewel between the strong thighs and imagined sliding his prick deep into this cavern of earthly delight. Lord Chesterwick was clearly interested in the prominent nubbin of flesh right at the top of her slit, which had been protected by a hood of skin until he’d drawn it back. It was the size of the top of Dr. Maguire’s thumb and shiny and Lord Chesterwick began to rub it gently a couple of times, watching for a reaction from the young woman which came instantly.  Her hips rose from the cushion as she pressed her clitoris more firmly against her father-in-law’s fingers. It was clear that the movement was instinctive and that the young woman had no idea how lewdly she was acting.
Gerald Maguire could have sworn the large clitoris had grown fatter as the young woman began to writhe, her movements punctuated by deep moans. He was fascinated as he watched her vagina close than open again like a mouth as his mentor continued manipulating the fat nubbin.

Lord Chesterwick felt for the swollen nubbin pulse as he began to massage it more firmly and watched the young woman stiffen and spasm wildly as an orgasm blasted through her pelvis. A stream of liquid was expelled from her open vagina soaking his hand. 
Brusquely he dismissed Dr. Maguire and Nurse Hotchkiss as he felt the dark force begin to rise inside him. Oh, it felt so good, no matter what terrible crime he was about to perpetrate on the young woman who was married to his son.  He continued to roll the swollen joy button between his fingers while, with his other hand, he reached up and felt for her nipples.  He latched onto the left one and fondled it, rolled it, and tweaked it the same way he was treating her engorged clitoris and the young woman responded by spreading placing her feet flat on the couch and spreading her legs even more widely apart. Her buttocks were finely muscled and shapely, with not a whisper of down on them and adorned with a smattering of freckles and the position displayed them beautifully.  Between the twin hills lay a fetching groove, and a starry anus that twitched with anticipation.  Oh, but not as much as it will once he introduced it to his pego, thought Lord Chesterwick. He licked his lips in anticipation. The civilised part of him that found his behaviour unacceptable was in full retreat, and the polymorphous perversity held full sway and that she was his daughter-in-law heightened the lustful madness which gripped him. 
