Victorian Values

Chapter I – On Arrival in the Country 

The sound of the horse’s hooves changed as the coach turned into the gravel drive. Felicity Fanshawe looked out of the narrow window to the large elegant Georgian house on the hill. Hardlog House had been in her family for over one hundred years and it was currently home to her Aunt Georgina. Felicity sat back and focussed her soft brown eyes on her mother who was sitting opposite her.

“ Now listen my dear” said her mother “I know you may find your aunt a frightful bore, but you only need stay here for a few weeks until your father and I return from our business abroad”

Felicity played with her long auburn hair and listened as her mother painted an even duller picture of Aunt Georgina than she had already portrayed. She was dreading these next few weeks as it was clear that her mother did not approve of her father’s sister and was leaving Felicity at her house only as a matter of last resort. Her aunt seemed a difficult person to get on with. As she sat Felicity became acutely aware that the combination of the long journey and the bumpy ride had made her quite ready to relieve herself at the earliest opportunity. She felt the soft cotton of her knickerbockers, or knickers, as she preferred to call them, as she sat on the hard carriage seat. She wished to coach would hurry up and stop

She squirmed a little as the carriage neared the house, hoping that she would be able to make her excuses soon after they arrived. She pressed her hand between her legs beneath her shawl to try to hold herself. She felt that it would be rather unfortunate if the unthinkable happened and she had an accident in her knickers so soon after arriving.

The carriage drew to a halt outside the front door and a middle-aged man in morning dress and white gloves opened the door.

“Good afternoon madam.” He said with a slight bow “ Miss Georgina is waiting for you in the conservatory.”

“Thank you Stools” said Mrs Fanshawe as she alighted from the carriage and made her way up the steps followed closely by Felicity, her long, lacy white and yellow dress glowing in the morning sunshine.

Aunt Georgina didn’t look like the starched matriarch that Felicity’s mother had seemed to describe. She was however considerably younger then Felicity had imagined. She looked about thirty with dark hair carefully tied in a bun at the back of her head. Her crimson satin dress showed off her bosom very elegantly and she seemed to have a very slim figure under the layers of lace and petticoats. Felicity had met her before but it was a long time ago when she was only seven. She was now seventeen but she had vague memories of that first meeting all those years ago.

“Ah Georgina, how delightful to see you,” said mother in a tone of voice that made it quite clear that it wasn’t. “I’m only stopping to make sure that Felicity has everything with her then I’m afraid I must make my way back to Pantsdown Hall to prepare for my expedition.” They touched hands – just.

“Oh what a shame you cannot stay for tea,” said Aunt Georgina, in similar lethargic tones.

“This is Felicity,” said mother quite unnecessarily.” I expect you hardly recognise her after all these years. I expect you’d quite forgotten she existed”

“On the contrary” said Georgina “I remember her last visit very clearly. How lovely to see you again so prim and grown up”. She had a genuine smile this time thought Felicity as her aunt kissed her cheek.

“Ah Stools.” Said Aunt Georgina “have you taken care of Miss Felicity’s trunks?” The butler gave a nod.

“Yes madam. And the coachman is ready to leave as soon as it pleases you madam” he said, the latter to Mrs Fanshawe. With a swift farewell Mrs Fanshawe was soon on the coach and homeward bound, just managing to say goodbye to Felicity.

“I’m afraid mother has been very busy recently Aunt Georgina. She seems to have so little time to spare”, said Felicity.

“Don’t worry she was never very fond of me,” replied her aunt. She turned and led Felicity inside by the arm “Please call me Georgina” she continued “and please make yourself comfortable. I’ll let you a rest awhile after your journey then you must join me for tea in the garden.”

Felicity was so relieved that she had been given the opportunity to retire to her room, and a most welcome chamber pot, with some dignity. But the worst was not over just yet.

“Thank you – Georgina” said Felicity.

“Oh and if you need anything you only have to call Stools or Fanny, my maid” said her aunt.

Felicity walked rather stiffly towards the stairs feeling a stomach cramp coming on as she reached bottom step. She glanced around her no one was there. She stood crossed legs as her body began to push a little more urgently, grasping the oak banister for support. She felt helpless as her body took over control. She had never been this desperate to go and she dreaded the thought of wetting her knickers let alone filling them. With some anguish she felt her face redden with exertion as her poo began to emerge very slowly into her cotton knickers. She bit her lip so that she wouldn’t gasp. She heard footsteps approaching.

Felicity tried desperately to pull the emerging poo back inside her. With relief she succeeded and managed to uncross her legs before a servant woman walked into the hall.

“Hello Ma’am” she called brightly “You must be Miss Felicity. I’m Fanny, Miss Georgina’s maid. Are you alright?” Felicity nodded. “Yes” she said, “I was just looking at the paintings on the stairs”. Felicity indicated the large portraits of her crusty old ancestors.

“I expect you must recognise some of them Miss. Shall I show you to your room?” asked the maid.

“Erm, no that’s quite all right I don’t want to trouble you” stammered Felicity as she felt another push building up and nudging her poo back into her little opening. 

“It’s no trouble Miss Felicity” she said insistently “Follow me it’s just up the stairs.” Fanny went ahead and Felicity felt she had no option but to follow her. As she climbed the stairs she felt the tip of her poo poke out a little way. Fortunately the motion of climbing the stairs had the effect of slowing it down and Felicity found, to her comfort, that she was able to hold it more or less where it was, until the push subsided. Felicity walked steadily down the passage feeling the hard tip of her poo rubbing gently against her knickers giving her quite a pleasant feeling. As they entered the room another more urgent push began and Felicity winced as the maid insisted on showing her the view and the features of the room.

 The maid’s words were a muddle to Felicity as she had more pressing matters to attend to. She felt the first piece push her little hole wide open to emerge remorselessly into her knickers and as Felicity tried desperately to hide her contracting tummy from the maid’s attention, She felt the poo slide between her legs and realised that the worst had befallen her. She had pood her knickers.

Fanny smiled at her and left closing the door behind her just as Felicity felt the second push coming. As soon as it was clear she parted her thighs and stood on the balls of her feet as the second lump surged forth into the thin cotton gusset accompanied by a sticky squelch and a terse grunt form Felicity. Struggling to regain her breath as the lump slid along her thighs, Felicity bent down and looked under the bed and found the chamber pot, and for all the use it was now. However Felicity realised that she needed to pee and that would be disaster if she did it over Aunt Georgina’s carpets. She lifted her skirts and squatted over the pot. Her body pushed two more soft lumps into her knickers before she began to pee into the porcelain container. It was during this act of utter relief that Felicity decided that filling her knickers was altogether not an unpleasant feeling, and not unfamiliar either she noticed but could not readily recall why.

She stood up feeling the lumps, which had been softened by her deluge, begin to slide about around her nether regions and hurriedly set about getting cleaned up. She quickly ran out of the room and decided to use somewhere else to clean up and dispose of her contents so that she might hide her accident from the others in the house.

She returned having used the back stairs to go outside and dispose of her messy knickers. She found that Fanny had conveniently left some hot water and towels in the dressing room for her to wash her face. Felicity put them to a far better use. 

She dressed again and went back into the bedroom. Felicity found her trunks already unpacked and her clothes hanging in the wardrobe. She removed her shoes and lay down on the bed. She tried to recall her last meeting with Georgina, there was something about it that Felicity felt she ought to remember but she couldn’t. Only that the experience was pleasant and Georgina seemed warmer and friendlier than mother had portrayed her. Soon Felicity drifted into a light sleep.

Chapter II – Childhood  Dreams

 “Catch me” called Auntie Georgina as she ran along the path in the woods. Felicity tried to catch her but she was too slow. Her dress did hinder her so and her legs were not as long as Georgina’s. She ran into the rose arbour and looked around for her auntie, she was nowhere to be seen. She decided to creep slowly to see if she could catch her out. Felicity soon became aware that she needed the chamber pot. But she needed to find Auntie Georgina first. Then Felicity spied her, she was hiding behind the pagoda and she was looking in the wrong direction. She decided to sneak around behind her and scare her to get her back for running off. Felicity crept around behind her aunt feeling a little more urgent as she did so. She would have to hurry. Her patience rewarded young Felicity soon found herself behind the young girl.

“Boo!” she shouted.

“Oh” cried her aunt spinning around and laughing at being caught out.

“Did I frighten you?” asked Felicity. 

“Frighten me” gasped her aunt “I almost wet myself!”

“What do you mean wet yourself?” asked a perplexed Felicity.

“I mean, well I mean I almost went to the toilet in my knickers.” said her aunt wishing she had not said anything.

“I need to go to the toilet,” said a desperate Felicity trying to hold herself through the voluminous layers of her skirts. Auntie Georgina looked around.

“Can you wait until we get back to the house” she asked.

“I don’t think so Auntie, it’s almost coming now” Felicity sounded a little upset. Auntie Georgina placed her hands on her niece’s shoulders and spoke to her gently.

“Listen Felicity I’m sure it will be alright if you wet your knickers this once” she said re-assuredly.

“I’m frightened to”. Said Felicity. Her aunt thought.

“Look if I wet myself first, you can do it too then we’ll both be wet girls together. How’s that?”

Felicity hesitated “Alright she said – but you must show me to prove it” she said still a little uncertain.

Georgina lifted her skirts and petticoats at the front until her knickers were unveiled. Felicity thought that they were pretty, white linen with pink bows tied at her knees over her stockings. Georgina parted her legs and squatted a little a soon a little wet patch appeared between her legs and then a stream of water cascaded onto the grass. Felicity watched with awe, as Aunt Georgina appeared to be in a blissful trance she was smiling as she wet her knickers, and her stockings, with her wee-wee. Felicity suddenly realised that she couldn’t hold herself back so copying her Aunt she lifted her skirts at the front and began to pee herself. It felt so nice and warm trickling down her legs and onto her shoes. What would Nanny say when she discovered that Felicity had been so naughty?

Georgina let her skirts drop and watched Felicity.

“Haven’t we been naughty girls” she half whispered. Felicity giggled this was fun and it felt quite nice but another problem was bothering her.

“Auntie Georgina” she started.

“Yes Felicity”

“ I want to go big toilet,” she said sheepishly. Felicity had not been aware that she wanted to go until she had done her wee-wee. She was half expecting her aunt to panic a little but to her surprise she laughed a little.

“I suppose we can go big jobs in our knickers too, just this once.,” said Georgina

“Do you want to go too” asked Felicity.

“Yes I do quite badly as it happens” replied her aunt.

“Are you going to show me like just now?” inquired the youngster.

“Do you want me too” 

“Yes then I know that you’re going to get into trouble too”.

“Oh we won’t get into trouble” said Georgina” it will be our little secret!”

“Alright then” said Felicity “this time I’ll go first.”

With that she lifted her skirts again and parted her legs as she felt her bowels move Georgina watched her little red face as she pushed hard. Felicity felt the warm soft sticky poo ooze out of her and fill her knickers. She pushed a second and a third time feeling the warm sticky mush sliding against her bottom and legs, until she was quite sure she was all done. Georgina watched as her little gusset filled with nice round bulges.

“There” said Felicity proudly “All done. Oh it does feel funny. It’s all warm and squelchy” she said with a giggle.

“Ooh you have been naughty Felicity” said Georgina in mock anger “is it my turn now?”

“Yes and you must show me too” instructed Felicity. Georgina turned around and with a flick she threw her skirt forward over her head so that her bottom poked out covered by her wet linen knickers.

For a few seconds Felicity watched as Georgina braced herself. Accompanied by a sticky squelching noise, she saw the white linen at bottom of her knickers’ start to point outwards as a lump of poo-poo emerged slowly. Then with a loud grunt Georgina pushed and the lump grew to a huge bulge which quite filled her knickers. Felicity was fascinated, she looked on as Georgina gave another longer gasp and the lump grew a little more slowly. Then with a sigh of relief she let her skirts fall back down and turned around smiling contentedly.

“It feels nice doesn’t it Felicity” she said at last.

“Yes it does Auntie, You did much more than me”

“That’s because I’m a big girl” she said “Come on lets have a little more fun, follow me”. Aunt Georgina led her to a seat in the garden where she took Felicity’s hand and stood so that they were side by side in front of the bench.

“Now when I count to three you must sit down quickly” instructed Georgina. After three they sat down and Felicity’s face beamed as she did so.

“Gosh Auntie Georgina that was squishy and warm and its gone down the legs of my knickers now” said Felicity. Georgina didn’t hear her, she was in a trance again Felicity noticed that her aunt moved herself around a little as she sat and seemed to jerk about a bit afterwards. Finally she spoke.

“I think we’d better go and clean up. I’ll have Nanny prepare us a bath and we’ll say we both had an accident in our knickers Felicity….Felicity….Felicity.”

Felicity woke up from her nap. She lay there for a few seconds before she remembered where she was. She turned over and saw Aunt Georgina smiling down at her.

“My goodness Felicity you must have slept well I’ve been trying to wake you for a long time. Fanny has prepared some tea in the drawing room. Would you like some?”

“Yes please Aunt Georgina, I’ll be down directly”. Her aunt smiled and left Felicity’s room.

Felicity remembered what she had dreamed or rather recalled for she had recounted the events that occurred the last time she had met her Aunt all those years ago. She remembered how her mother being very suspicious of how she came to dirty herself and never really trusted Aunt Georgina with her after that. ‘I wonder’ she thought ‘if Aunt Georgina still…. No, she couldn’t do, not after all these years,’ thought Felicity. She put on her shoes and made her way downstairs. 

Chapter III - Aunt Georgina’s Secret

Over tea Aunt Georgina, or Georgina as Felicity was getting used to calling her, talked about other members of the family, visits to relatives and the society scene in London. Felicity began to wonder why her aunt had not yet married, and at the same time she sensed her frustration with the society fops that frequented the balls and parties. There seemed to be one man though for whom she had a fancy.

“His name is Captain Richard Arcey” confided Georgina “he is an officer in the Duchess of Logsbury’s Hussars. He is quite dashing and quite the man” Georgina seemed distant and a smile spread across her face. “He comes to see me whenever he can although I am not sure if I am his only sweetheart” she said resignedly. “He may come over while you are staying. I hope he does, you would love too meet him.” After a moment “Dick has a younger brother come to think of it, quite a dash himself.  I will try to get him to introduce you to him. He is a fine young man and sure to make you blossom!”

“Georgina!” said Felicity starting to blush.

“I take it you’ve not so much as kissed a boy before” teased Georgina.

“No I haven’t” said Felicity trying to retain her composure despite her flushed cheeks. “Mama always said that boys and men are a bad influence on young ladies unless the man is are wealthy and has a mind to marry”

“I cannot promise that of the Arcey brothers” said Georgina “But they are fun to have for company”.

After tea they walked through the gardens. The spring sunshine just beginning to fade as Georgina led Felicity to a folly in the grounds that her father had built many years before. It was designed in the style of a Roman temple with a covered entrance held up by doric columns. Inside was decorated in marble and granite and it was very opulent considering it had no real purpose.

“I sometimes hold dinners and parties here in the afternoon and evenings” said Georgina. “It is quite secluded and quite warm even in the winter. I can be a little decadent down here,” she said mysteriously.

They made their way back to the house and had some supper whereupon Felicity admitted that despite her earlier nap, the day had caught up with her and she would retire to bed. Georgina showed her where the pantry and kitchen were should she want some refreshment during the night. Soon Felicity found herself laying in the soft bed reflecting on the days events. She turned over, blew out the candle and fell into a restful sleep.  

Felicity awoke to the sound of a door closing and a click as one opened. She sat up in bed. Across the room a shaft of light from the next bedroom shone through the gap in the adjoining door. Felicity listened, she could hear faint voices, a man and a woman’s voice in covert conversation. She quietly got out of bed and crept towards the light. The gap was narrow but wide enough for her to see through at what was happening inside. What Felicity saw was to remain with her for a long time to come.

Georgina was sitting at the end of the bed her long hair had been brushed out by her maid who was on the point of leaving. Stools the butler was standing in front of her. Felicity looked in amazement for all Georgina was wearing was her knickers and her corset. Fanny closed the other door behind her then Georgina sat back propped up on her elbows and muttered something Felicity couldn’t quite hear. Stools clearly could hear as he knelt down in front of his mistress and began to kiss the inside of her thighs. Georgina spread her legs and began to unfasten the stays of her corset. Soon Stools was concentrating between Georgina’s legs and Felicity found she could see the scene quite clearly. She gasped as she saw that Georgina’s knickers were split in the centre and Stools had opened them to reveal her aunts pink delicacy. Stools licked her private place making Georgina moan and by now she had released her breasts from their tight confines and was teasing her nipples with her fingers.

Felicity had never seen such a sight and was both shocked and curious. She also became aware of a warm feeling near her bottom so she settled herself down to witness the unfolding scene.

Georgina began to quicken her breathing as Stools worked into her pink slit with his tongue, then suddenly she gave a load moan and her body shuddered uncontrollably. She sat up and reached for the front of Stool’s breeches. Impatiently she unfastened the buttons and pulled out the most peculiar thing. His male member was quite stiff unlike anything Felicity had ever seen before. The tip was a peculiar purple colour. Georgina looked up at Stools as she placed this monstrous thing into her mouth. Felicity felt a little dampness between her legs as she watched her aunt suck slowly on his engorged manhood. Then after a few minutes Georgina leaned back and spread her legs wide. She took Stools in her hand and guided him between her legs. Felicity gasped when her aunt moaned quite loudly as Stools pushed his purple monster inside her and slid it deep into her belly.

In the candlelight Felicity could clearly see his thing sliding in and out of Georgina’s pink slit glistening with her wetness. The same sort of wetness Felicity could no doubt feel now for she had unconsciously moved her fingers between her legs and begun to touch herself through the soft linen of her nightie. After a few moments Georgina looked up at Stools with a face that seemed to Felicity to show unreserved lust.

“Now Stools” she gasped “harder now, harder” she instructed. With that Stools placed a hand either side of Georgina’s body and his thrusts got faster and more forceful. His manhood was going in and out so fast that it reminded Felicity of one of those new fangled steam engines she had seen recently. Then Georgina drew up her knees and then began to utter a grunting sound. Felicity couldn’t believe her eyes, for beneath Stool’s thrusting pole Georgina’s knickers began to bulge. A point appeared at first then the material stretched under the pressure of her bowels and soon a firm lump expanded out filling the thin garment to bursting point. Almost at the same time Georgina gasped aloud as her body once again jerked uncontrollably with spasms only this time Stools threw his head back and groaned. Then he withdrew from Georgina’s body and taking his monster into his hand he rubbed it hard until he suddenly jerked. Felicity gaped in awe as thick white drops flew out a splattered over Georgina’s breasts. But she didn’t seem to mind in fact as Felicity watched she licked the stuff off her breasts, and furthermore, she cleaned it off Stool’s member by licking it carefully with her tongue. 

“Will that be all ma’am?” enquired Stool’s quite short of breath. Georgina answered slowly.

“Yes thank you Stools, goodnight”

“Goodnight ma’am” he picked up his discarded clothes and left the room quietly.

Felicity sat back on the floor in wonder, which made a bit of a thump. Quickly she scurried back to her bed, climbed in and lay down feigning sleep. She heard the door open a little then after a while it was quietly closed, then silence.

Felicity lay awake unable to contemplate sleep after what she had just witnessed. After what seemed like ages she heard the clock on the hall faintly chime at midnight. It was no good she would go downstairs to the pantry for something to eat and drink. She lit the candle and silently made her way through the darkened house.

She found the door to the pantry and went inside She found some potted meat and some bread. She was pleased to find that cook had collected some ice from the ice well and she placed a small piece on her tongue sucking on the cool water it provided. She ate her snack and got up to go back to bed. Then for the second time that night she heard a man and a woman’s voice. She recognised Stools and panicked as she heard they were coming her way. She blew out the candle and quickly went out into the hall. The door opened and two figures entered the scullery via the other door. Again Felicity found herself witnessing a scene through a gap in a door. Again Stools was to play a lead part but the other player was – Fanny.

“Was the mistress hot tonight Joe?” asked the maid.

“I should say so she was on me like an East End whore” he said smugly.

“Did she fill her knickers for you” said Fanny slowly, placing her hand on Stool’s groin as she spoke. “Yes she did, and you know its no real business of yours” he said clearly remembering where his loyalties lay.

“Did she make you fill your breeches Joe?” asked Fanny nuzzling his ear.

“No she didn’t” he said sliding his hand between Fanny’s legs, whereupon she duly parted them to allow him in.

“Will you fill them for me Joe and I’ll fill mine for you” she breathed rubbing her hand up and down his front.

“You’re not wearing anything to fill” observed Stools.

“Well” began Fanny  “I’ll have to fill yours then”.

“Fanny you’re a dirty little madam, and no mistake” said Joe his voice harsh with lust as he pulled her night-dress over her head so that she was naked before him. She squealed quietly and began to frantically undo his buttons.

Felicity began to have déjà vu, for the second time that evening she was to witness a salacious encounter between a man and a woman to which the climax would seemingly involve the delivery of some firm brown poo into someone’s knickers or breeches. She studied the scene carefully. Stool’s was naked by now except for his breeches, and bolt erect so soon after his encounter with his mistress, much to Felicity’s surprise, not to say admiration. Fanny had pushed him onto the floor and placed his hardy rod into her open mouth. She sucked lustily at his engorged member. Fanny was an attractive girl with beautiful curly red hair. Her pale complexion glowed against Stool’s swarthy skin. Felicity guessed she was about thirty-five years old but she wasn’t sure. She was quite sure however that Fanny was experienced in such matters as, judging by his moans, she was having quite an effect on Stool’s as she licked and sucked whilst looking at him with a naughty gleam in her eye.

Stools ran his hand gently through her hair.

“Come now Fanny, let us ride together”. He said. Fanny giggled and knelt up, with a graceful movement she sat astride Stool’s placing his wet pole along her glistening petals. Felicity watched as she slid along his length making a fine sticky noise as she did so and murmuring her contentment.

“Oh Joe let my just run my little bud along your hard rod a little. Oh that’s nice” she whispered. Suddenly Stools grab her around the waist and pulled her forward causing her to squeal. His penis sprang up and Felicity was treated to the sight of Stool’s rod burying itself into Fanny and sliding deep inside her. They copulated for a few minutes then Stool’s braced himself. Then lifted his bottom off the floor. In the dim candlelight Felicity saw his legs part slightly and he gave a loud grunt as a huge piece of poo emerged and made his breeches bulge at the crutch. It piled into the gusset and filled up towards his balls to the sound of Stool’s heavy exertions. Finally he relaxed and as he sank down he spread the mess a little over his legs. After a few seconds he resumed his ritual shafting of Fanny the maid.

“Oh Joe have you done it?” she said catching her breath as Stools was on his down-stroke.

“Yes my little darling, now push yourself harder onto my shaft until you spend” said Stools through gritted teeth.

“Oh yes” gasped Fanny “Oh, I think I am going to go before I spend my love”

“Go then Fanny go then” encouraged Stools. Fanny rode his hard pole twice more then she sank down burying him deep inside her wet sheath. She held that position for a few seconds as her body began to squirm.

Felicity watched as Fanny’s little puckered hole began to dilate as a brown lump oozed slowly into view. Her firm body tensed again and the lump became longer and longer as Fanny laid a pile of warm poo between Stool’s legs and into his half-full breeches.

“Ah yes, yes” she gasped as she jerked again pushing more of the golden brown mess out of her body. Finally she finished and resumed her copulation with her poo still emerging and smearing against her bottom when she slid down on Stool’s pole.

Then in unison their pace quicken until with a shout Fanny threw her head back in what Felicity could only describe as ecstasy as Fanny’s body went through a series of involuntary shudders. Almost simultaneously Stool’s arched his back again and he began to shudder too. Then as they slowed down Felicity saw a creamy liquid slip down his hard pole and began to run down Fanny’s legs.

“My goodness Joe, you were certainly ready for that shafting”, gasped Fanny quite breathless.

Felicity suddenly realised that her own little private place was dripping wet. She placed her hand over her opening and began to rub gently, but no, this was not the place to do it. Collecting her wits she quietly got up and crept towards the stairs. Her wet petals felt delicious as she walked and then climbed the stairs. She closed her door into her room and got back into bed. Her body was alive with sensations. Sensations she had not experienced before. She pulled up her nightie and placed her fingers between her wet thighs. She found a little lump like a bud, which gave her some nice feelings. She slid her finger down then feeling very naughty she slipped a finger inside herself. That felt nice. She pushed deeper and felt some resistance, she imagined that must be her maidenhead. She brought her fingers out and back to her bud now even wetter with her own slick juices. She rubbed herself gently whilst images of Georgina, Stool’s and Fanny flashed through her mind. She saw his hard wet tool, their moist wet openings, and their lust expressions on their faces. Then she saw the hard long lumps of stiff brown poo emerging into the open and contained inside a pair of white linen knickers. At the last thought she felt a spasm deep inside her which seemed to grow until her whole body was wracked with sensations of warmth wetness and contentment.

She lay there thinking about the things she had witnessed that night and the questions she needed to find answers to in the morning. Finally she drifted into a contented sleep. The clock struck one.

Chapter IV Felicity’s Discovery

It was Saturday and Felicity rose and dressed for breakfast. Fanny had brought her some tea and hot water earlier on and had not shown any sign that she knew about Felicity’s observations the night before. Felicity made her way downstairs, the dining room was warm with the early morning sunshine and filled with the delicious smells of bacon, and kedgeree. Stools bid her ‘Good morning’, served her tea and breakfast, then left her alone. Georgina entered the room and greeted Felicity with a quiet voice. Felicity suddenly felt the events of the previous night pour into her mind, she almost felt unable to look her aunt in the eye.

“Good morning Felicity. Did you sleep well?”, asked Georgina

“Yes, quite well thank you” replied her niece, appearing a little embarrassed. Georgina had suspected earlier that her niece had seen more than she should have done. Now her manner had made it clear. Georgina considered that she might try to raise the matter of her activities later on, once Felicity had settled in. She was curious to know if the events of ten years ago had remained with her. If they had how would Felicity react to them now? She decided on a forthright approach. After breakfast.

Georgina invited Felicity for a walk in the gardens after breakfast and to show her around the house afterwards. She sat with her on a white bench by the fountain. Felicity felt that her aunt wanted to say something and she had a pretty good idea what it was. She may have feigned sleep last night after she fell over but it may not have fooled her aunt. Perhaps she should come clean and clear the air. They both spoke at once.

“Last night…” each began. 

“I am sorry Georgina please go on” said Felicity

“No, no please continue, you were saying” replied Georgina who decided to wait, hoping for an easy way out, but it was not easily forthcoming.

“No it was nothing” Felicity lost her nerve. Georgina took a deep breath.

“Do you remember the last time we played together. It must have been oh, ten years or so ago?” started Georgina.

“Yes I do” replied Felicity then anticipating the thread of the conversation. “We were very naughty girls weren’t we,” she smiled. Georgina relaxed a little.

“Yes we were.” She said, “How old were you then Felicity?”

“I suppose about seven or eight” replied Felicity “ You must have been about my age now”.

“Yes I suppose I was” said Georgina thoughtfully. “Do you remember what we did?”

“Yes I do” said Felicity a little embarrassed but more confident now that the ice was being broken. “We wet and pooped ourselves, and we sat in it!” Both broke into giggles. Felicity looked at her aunt, she seemed a little more relaxed now and she began to take on the girlish air she had displayed all those years ago. Felicity decided to bridge the gap.

“You still like doing it now don’t you?” she said to Georgina. Her aunt looked at her suddenly and as a few tears welled in her eyes she leaned forward and hugged her niece.

“I’m so sorry Felicity I didn’t mean you to witness that. I’m so sorry”. Felicity hugged her she felt the warm wet tears on her neck and put her arm around Georgina remembering how she had done that, all those years ago.

Georgina sat back and dabbed away the tears with her handkerchief. Felicity took her hand.

“Don’t worry your secrets safe with me”, she smiled and bit her lip as she composed the next sentence.

“In fact I think I may like to try it myself” she said finally, and looked for her aunt’s reaction. Georgina’s face broke into a huge smile and she hugged her niece again.

“Oh my dear Felicity” she started to cry again “You’ve no idea what that means to me, to have someone else to share this with outside of the household. We can have such fun together. Do you really mean it?” 

“Yes” said Felicity very boldly “I’m afraid that Mama has kept me a little too cosseted over the years. I want to do something just a little bit naughty, now and again”. Georgina looked at her in earnest.

“Felicity, I want to tell you the secrets about my indulgences and share them with you. If you are with me we can have more fun than you ever dreamed possible”.

They walked back to the house arm in arm as Georgina told her about the arrangements in her household. She would ask Stools to indulge with her now and again, when Arcy was away and yes, she knew that Stools and Fanny played together, it was part of the fun. Felicity described their activities last night to which Georgina gasped at Felicity having witnessed two such encounters on the same night. Georgina admitted that she also indulged with the gardener a Mr Cecil Pitt or Ces to his friends. They would sometimes ‘play games’ around the estate.

“How do you know, they won’t divulge you secret in the village” asked Felicity.

“I suppose I just trust them and keep them in my confidence. I hope it will do the trick,” said Georgina.

Inside the house Georgina opened a small cupboard inside the scullery, not far from where Felicity had been a voyeur the night before. 

“Here are my secrets” she began. “ I have these herbs specially grown and it is these which allow us to indulge with such confidence”

She held up a basket, which contained a few jars of dried leaves.

“This one gives big firm bowel movements each day. I believe its Latin name is ‘Faeces Maximus’. This one, when taken, produces movement’s which don’t smell. It allows me to indulge a little outside the house. It called ‘Nil Nauseous’”. She picked up a third jar containing some white crystals. “This mixture is imported from Japan you dissolve them in water and it eliminates the stains from clothing when they are soaked in the solution. It’s called Napi San” Georgina reached into the basket and took out a small jar with bright green dried leaves inside it.

“This” she said, “is the ultimate indulgence. A small draught of this potion each day prevents conception” she looked at Felicity to gauge her reaction. Felicity understood what she meant. She thought for a little while then said.

“I want to experience everything, I want to indulge in some fantasies. I want to become a woman.”

It was Sunday morning. Georgina had spent the previous day showing Felicity how to prepare the potions and indeed gave her draughts of the ones she had shown her. She had also shown Felicity the various garments she had made in order to fully enjoy her activities. She had several pairs of beautiful white linen knickers, which felt so soft on the skin. They were tied at the waist and the knees with white and pink ribbons. Georgina then showed her some pairs, which she had adapted. Georgina had introduced a slit towards the front and they were cut a little more generously at the back. This was to allow a man to enter her body through the slit while she filled her knickers thus enjoying the experience of ‘coming and going’ at the same time. Felicity was fascinated and eagerly took two pairs of each type back to her room to try on.

Felicity admired herself in the mirror. She was clad only in a short linen shift, which covered her breasts and the linen knickers. She felt very naughty as she ran her hands over her body through the soft linen and contemplated what she was eager to do in the white cotton garment. She tried the ‘open’ version, as Georgina described them, and couldn’t resist pulling the material apart to look at her downy little mound through the gap. She began to dampen as she recalled the images of the last few days. She considered the likelihood that she was soon going to allow a real man to install himself inside her and let him push deeply into her unresisting body. She would then fill her knickers with nice warm poo until he made her spasm and spend in a delightful orgasm. She played with herself a little in front of the mirror before coming back to earth a realising that Georgina and her were going to church that morning and Georgina had said to put the ‘full’ knickers on as she had some fun planned afterwards. At breakfast Georgina had given her a glass of brandy.

“Drink this now” she said, as she poured one for herself, “ in about two hours time it will release your bowels from the effects of the herbs and we will have a really exciting morning” she giggled.

It was about a half a mile to the church, through the fields and across the estate near the gardener’s cottage. Georgina was unsure about whether or not to try and involve Mr Pitt in the morning’s business but she felt it would be unfair for Felicity. 

The church was bright and airy which is more than could be said for the vicar. The Reverend Gussett was an old clergyman who probably should have retired years ago. The sermon ran on and on as he kept forgetting where he was and quoted many verses from the old testament several times over. Georgina was beginning to fidget she leaned over towards Felicity and whispered.

“I thought we would be on our way home by now” she breathed “I hope the effects of the brandy don’t come on too soon. Oh dear here it comes” she gasped under her breath. Felicity watched as Georgina’s face began to strain slightly and her tummy began to move in little pushes. Felicity looked on as her aunt stifled several grunts and ground her body down into the bench in an effort to keep her poo inside her. Soon she relaxed and whispered to Felicity again.

“If it comes just sit down and try to hold it in,” She said. Felicity nodded and was worried about what would happen to her if she did ‘go’. 

Finally the sermon ended and the service continued. The good thing about the sermon was that you were sitting down and therefore able to resist the bowels if they came on strong. Now that it was finished the remaining time was spent sitting, standing or kneeling and Felicity just hoped that she would not get the urge when she wasn’t sitting down. Unfortunately it was during the second verse of the final hymn that Felicity began to feel her body start to push, gently at first. She looked at Georgina who saw the panic on her face but could offer no advice except ‘Try and hold it’. The push came slowly and gently, Felicity felt the tip of the lump emerge gently into the seat of her knickers and fought to pull it back in.

 She clamped her legs together desperate to hold it and trying to look as if she were singing at the same time. She dare not actually sing in case a grunt came out instead. The lump forced open her little hole and trying desperately not to bite her lip, Felicity felt a small piece drop into the gusset of her knickers and rest against her right thigh. The cramp stopped as did the hymn and the congregation was invited to sit down. Felicity felt Georgina’s hand in hers, she must have realised what had happened. Fortunately it was only a small piece and as Felicity sat down cautiously she felt it settle between her legs.

“I’ve done a little piece” she whispered to Georgina.

“Don’t worry we’ll son be on our way home” said her aunt. Felicity walked out of the church feeling the piece roll down her leg with each step. Georgina hurried towards the path home when a woman suddenly stopped her.

“Ah Miss Fanshawe” said the woman “how nice to see you. And who is this delightful young lady?”

“Good Morning Mrs Tirde” said Georgina resignedly “ Nice to see you too. This is my niece Felicity”

Felicity curtsied which allowed the lump of poo to roll further down her thigh. The woman engaged Georgina in polite conversation. As Felicity watched she could see Georgina struggling with a tummy cramp and suspected that she was in a similar predicament to the one she had been in earlier. Georgina bit her lip and was apparently paying little attention to the conversation when thankfully the woman bade farewell.

Georgina grabbed Felicity’s arm a pulled her towards the path home.

“Quick “ she gasped “ I ‘m going to do it soon and I want to be out of sight of the church and everyone else.” They ran as fast as they could in their voluminous dresses and finally little out of breath they slowed and walked Georgina began to laugh.

“Oh dear I thought she’d never stop. I had to do a piece while I was talking to her, Have you done the same?” she gasped.

“Yes “ giggled Felicity describing where the piece had migrated. They walked on a reached a gate to a field. Georgina tried the gate but it was stuck fast. She climbed up and offered her hand to Felicity who climbed over by hitching her skirts up and almost falling off the other side. Georgina stood astride the gate and wailed in alarm.

“Help” she cried in mock distress, “I’m stuck” and broke into a fit of giggles. Felicity tried to help when she heard the sound of water splashing. She stood back a stared as a giggling Georgina let a cascade of water out from under her skirts to trickle noisily onto the ground. 

“Oh I’m soaked now” moaned Georgina as she finally managed to climb down. Felicity became aware that the sound of Georgina wetting herself had primed her bladder and she needed to let go. She stood and squatted slightly parting her legs and felt her water gush out of her soaking her knickers and running I warm wet streams down her legs. She knew that although Georgina was aware of her plight and was clapping her hands with approval, from the outside no one would know hat she was up to as her dress hid her posture and activities from view.

“Well done” said Georgina, when she’d finished. Felicity gave a little mock curtsey then stood back to admire the wet grass where she had stood.

They walked on back to the house and entered the grounds of the estate. Georgina stopped and looked a little strained.

“It’s coming,” she said “I going to do it as we walk” she said and began to step out. Felicity watched as Georgina’s tummy pushed in, her face glowed pink and she let out a terse little grunt as she moved along

“Oh my, its sliding out nicely into my knickers” she said with a little relief then “Ah”, she leaned forward slightly as a big push came and forced the soft warm mush out from between her legs and around her bottom. Finally she relaxed but kept on walking.

“Mmm, that feels so nice”, she mused “How are you?” Felicity had been so engrossed watching Georgina that she had only begun to realise that she was about to ‘go’ to.

“I think I’m going to do it soon, “ she said getting quite excited. Felicity walked on as she felt the firm slow push begin and for the second time that day the leading tip of a nice hard lump of poo began to emerge and rub against the soft linen gusset of her knickers as she walked. It felt so nice sliding gently out of her and filling her knickers slowly. She came to some steps and stepped down she gave a squeal as she felt a soft piece squish out as the movement of her legs changed. At the bottom of the steps she stopped in her tracks. A big push was coming and she couldn’t do anything else but stand there. She found herself on the balls of her feet she parted her legs and almost toppled over. Georgina caught her with a gasp of excitement and held her as Felicity felt the huge cramp coming. She stared ahead with her mouth agape at the feeling in her body then she gasped loudly as her body shuddered and her knickers filled with a huge flow of warm, soft poo. She felt the sticky mush spread out down her thighs and up her bottom. After two more breath taking grunts and pushes she finished.

She looked at Georgina horrified.

“What do I do?” said squealed. Georgina hugged her and kissed her.

“You looked beautiful then” she said “overtaken by the feelings in you body. Now just close your legs and stand up straight and walk normally”. Said Georgina matter-of –factly.  Felicities stood straight feeling the poo squash and spread around her legs and bottom and began walking.

“Yes it does feel nice “ she agreed “What now?” They were nearing the house and Georgina led her towards a bench under an oak tree. Felicity didn’t need any further instruction. She stood in front of the bench and watched as Georgina closed her eyes and lowered herself down drawing a breath as she sat in her poo and grinding her hips into the bench. After a few minutes her body shuddered as she came from the sensations her indulgence. Felicity used her cheeks to place the poo centrally than closing her eyes she lowered herself down. The warm mush spread thickly over her thighs and bottom spreading almost down to her knees and up her back. She placed her hand over her crotch and pushed hard grinding herself into her poo and her hand. Soon she felt the spasms start and her body squirmed uncontrollably as she spent her orgasm.

Chapter V – The Gardeners Cottage

It was a lovely morning as Felicity awoke. The sun peeped through the curtains announcing the day as a feast of summer warmth. Felicity was still high in excitement from her activities the previous day. She decided that she would go for a walk around the garden before breakfast so that the day would have plenty in store for her. She dressed in a light cotton summer dress and few petticoats. She admired herself in the mirror then put on her shoes.

“Good morning Miss Felicity” said Stools with a smile. 

“Good morning Mr Stools” she replied “I’m just going for an early morning constitutional in the garden”.

“Very good ma’am” replied Stools “I’ll have some tea ready for you when you return” She thanked him and ran into the garden. She made her way down to the fountain breathing in the chilled fresh morning air with the warm sun on her face. The sound of the water awakened her to the fact that she had not used the pot that morning and she needed to go. She had put on her ‘cut’ knickers this morning for no other reason than to feel the cool air between her legs and to arouse herself with naughty thoughts. She looked around. She didn’t want to pee herself quite so early so she squatted down on the path, felt between her legs to part the cotton gusset. She let herself relax to pee copiously onto the gravel. She smiled blissfully as her cramped tummy released her morning water from between her legs. She heard a knock on glass and turned her head to realise that she was peeing in full view of the house. Waving to her from an upstairs window was Georgina. She waved back smiling still peeing her golden water onto the path as she did so.

She finished, stood up and felt a little naughty. She walked around the fountain trailing her fingers in the cool water and became aware of the sound of someone digging on the other side of the garden away from the house. She decided it must be Mr Pitt so she thought she would walk over to introduce herself. As the sound got louder she found herself by the path that led to the church. She followed a narrow track through the trees to a small cottage. It was a beautiful place set in a hollow with a large shed and greenhouse at the side. Beyond the shed was a large vegetable garden and she could see a man at work amongst the radishes.

“Good morning” she said brightly “It’s Mr Pitt isn’t it?” the man stopped digging and looked up. He was dark haired and swarthy his eyes were dark brown and they looked Felicity up and down before grinning at her.

“You must be Miss Felicity, pleased to meet you ma’am”. He said cheerfully. Felicity looked around the garden.

“My, you certainly have your work cut out for you Mr Pitt”. She said

“Aye miss, but I enjoys it. Miss Georgina gives me a free hand around here, so I treat the garden much as me own” he replied in a country accent.

“Do you do all this by yourself?” asked Felicity.

“Aye Miss”, said Mr Pitt leaning on his spade. “Leastways most of the time. I’m lucky this week mind, my nephew’s down to stay he helps me out when he’s here. He’s a good boy he is.”

“That’s nice Mr Pitt” said Felicity “I’ll let you get on. Do you mind if I look around?” Mr Pitt smiled at her quite unnecessary question.

“The garden does belong to Miss Georgina miss, so I do believe you may wander where you please.”

“Thank you Mr Pitt” said Felicity giggling at her silliness. He seemed a nice man. She turned and made her way to the shed and greenhouse as Mr Pitt returned to his digging. She looked over her shoulder at him. He was a good looking man and muscled too. She began to fantasise. It was a shame his little nephew was here. 

Felicity walked slowly amongst the potted flowers and plants under the glass roof. She recognised several species, which pleased her immensely, and then she came to a group of pots by the door to the shed, which led from the greenhouse. She suspected what she might find there and lifted one of the labels. It read ‘Faeces Maximus’. So that’s how Georgina obtained the herbs, she grew them herself.

A faint thump alerted Felicity, it came from the shed. Gingerly she walked in and followed the way around past stacks of boxes and pots. Then she stopped. Out of the far door she clearly saw a young man standing in a dark area under a lean to roof. He was wearing only a pair of coarse woollen breeches. He had dark hair and eyes and his skin and complexion showed that he often worked out of doors, without a shirt. He had firm well-formed muscles and he was easily six feet tall. Felicity guessed he was about nineteen or twenty and he could only be Mr Pitt’s nephew.

It was dark in the shed and as Felicity had moved about quietly, he clearly had no idea she was there. Felicity felt once again that she was to be a voyeur to an erotic scene. She saw the profile of the young man who was in a world of his own, he stood there waiting and now and again he would bend his knees slightly and grunt a little then straighten up. He did this two or three times. Then he moved his feet apart as if to balance himself and bent his knees again. He fumbled at the flap to his breeches before pulling out such a beautiful long stiff member that Felicity had to stifle a squeal. As she watched his body began to tense and his stomach contracted. In the quiet stillness of the shed, Felicity heard a faint crackling noise and a terse gasp as the young man’s body initiated a bowel movement for Felicity had no doubt as to what he was up to.

She stood admiring his body and saw the seat of his breeches begin to bulge with the pointed tip of a hard lump of poo. The man relaxed a little with the bulge still protruding. Then he let out a gasp and the bulge grew with a sticky noise. Then he began to slowly rub his erection with his hand as his movement subsided. Then with a last gasp that almost had him doubled up the bulge expanded for the last time and then it was over. The young man dropped to his knees, spread his legs and sat back so that his bottom was almost touching the ground. Then he sat down hard lifting his body and sat down again squashing the soft warn mess against his groin. His hand moved faster and then with a gasp his body began to jerk uncontrollably as thick white drops of semen spurted from his long thick pole and onto the ground.

Felicity held her hand over her mouth aware that she might give herself away. She gained her senses and quietly stepped backwards the way she had come. Back in the greenhouse she drew a deep breath and became aware of the hot damp feeling between her legs. She waited for a few minutes before leaving the greenhouse and making her way back to the garden. Felicity felt her heartbeat return to normal as she made her way back to the main house. She thought hard as she walked and by the time she reached the door to the kitchen she had made a decision. She went inside and collected the basket of herbs.

“ I didn’t know Mr Pitt had a nephew,” said Georgina. “What is he like?” Felicity blushed. 

“He’s quite handsome and he cuts a fine figure,” said Felicity, feeling her face get redder. She went on to relate to Georgina the circumstances and told her of the events that she had witnessed. Georgina’s mind raced ahead.

“We must plot an encounter between the two of you for he sounds the perfect boy for some adventure” said her aunt.

“He does seem to interest me”, admitted Felicity.

“And he would seem to be a fine opportunity for you to flower into womanhood” continued Georgina. Felicity was unsure.

“I don’t know it’s all been a bit of a rush over the last few days” she said finally.

“Well sleep on it tonight my dear. But do not forget that he will not be here forever and opportunity may not present itself so easily in the future.” Georgina tried to sound earnest although her voice could hardly contain her excitement for her niece. Mr Pitt could be a satisfying partner, as well she seemed to recall.

By the next morning Felicity had made up her mind. She would seek out young Pitt and attempt to engage him in some coprovestic, (she had looked up the word in the library), and erotic activities. What she hadn’t bargained for was Georgina making an arrangement with Mr Pitt for the two ladies to drop in later that day. It transpired that the young man was the son of Mr Pitt’s sister and rejoiced in the name of Bogg, Peter Bogg or Pete for short. The arrangement that afternoon was conditional on young Pete knowing nothing of what was to happen. Felicity dressed herself after lunch by choosing the ‘cut’ knickers and minimal undergarments. She felt herself shaking with excitement as she prepared, hardly daring to believe that she would let herself follow it through.

Shortly after two the girls set off for the cottage, arm in arm and both in a high state excitement and anticipation. The cottage seemed deserted and Georgina looked around to find that Mr Pitt had thoughtfully set out a table and chairs for tea in the small cottage garden.

“Afternoon Miss Georgina, Miss Felicity” he greeted them. “I’ll go and fetch young Pete and introduce you then we’ll have some special tea.” He called the lad’s name and soon the boy strode out into the garden. He wore a broad smile and, Felicity noted the same breeches she had seen him in on that first occasion.

“Hello Miss Georgina, Miss Felicity” he said “I’m pleased to make your acquaintance”.

“Good lad Pete now pour the tea will you” said his uncle. Felicity watched as he carefully filled four cups with a very dark tea that had a quite peculiar, but not unpleasant, aroma.

“You called it special tea” asked Felicity “what is special about it exactly?” 

“It’s quite potent Miss, it gets you going” he winked at Georgina who stifled a giggle.

“Yes Mr Pitt” said Georgina “you could certainly say that”. Felicity understood the implications of what Mr Pitt and her aunt had said. But clearly Pete had no inkling of what was to come.

“How long are you staying with your uncle for Peter” asked Felicity.

“Only until the day after tomorrow” he said, “Then I must go back home to Shitwell. Miss.” Perfect, thought Felicity she could indulge herself with him and then he would be gone. She felt guilty at using him for her own salacious ends but considered that he would enjoy any encounter between them as much as she. Then Georgina began to put the show on the road. She finished her tea and stood up.

“Mr Pitt I need to relieve myself, would you be kind enough to hold my dress,” she asked nonchalantly.

“Of course Miss” he answered as casually as if she had asked him to hold open a door. She held herself so that both Felicity and Peter could see her perform. Mr Pitt held her dress up so that her ‘cut’ knickers were in full view. She kept her legs closed, as she wanted to wet herself thoroughly and soak her clean white knickers with her pee. A smile broke across her face as a faint hissing sound drifted into the air and the back of Georgina’s knickers gushed with water as a large wet patch spread across her bottom and down her thighs. It finally streamed out of her gusset and splashed onto the grass. Georgina was enjoying the sensation immensely Felicity could tell. As for Pete, his jaw had dropped to his chest and as Felicity looked across at him a firm growth appeared to distort the front of his breeches. 

Georgina finished and sighed with relief. She thanked Mr Pitt who lowered her dress and revealed his own area of frontal discomfort in the process. Georgina sat down again as if nothing had happened. Felicity considered that it was her turn. She looked across at Peter.

“My” she started “I’m afraid auntie that you have caused me some urgency too with your performance. Peter would you do me the honour of helping me with my attire?” The poor boy looked across at his uncle for help. His uncle nodded.

“Best do as the young lady asks my boy,” he said to him. Felicity stood up and lifted her skirts to reveal her white linen knickers. She positioned herself so that Peter got the best view and improved upon it by spreading her legs slightly. She felt the air brush between her thighs and knew that Peter was enjoying the sight of her soft pink petals. She contracted her tummy and soon she could feel the warm liquid spurting from her body onto the grass. Although she did not wet her knickers completely she felt that Peter would be as stiff as a rod from her little game, and ready for the next round. She felt her heart pound with the naughtiness of her activity and another opening between her legs began to feel damp as well.

“Ah that felt nice” she sighed when she was empty. “I feel very hot in this dress, I wonder Peter would you help me remove it?” Peter blushed and the front of his breeches revealed that he was game whether he wanted to be or not. He hesitated briefly then fumbled at the back of Felicity’s dress undoing the thin laces and clasps until the dress slid to the ground. She unfastened her petticoats and removed them one by one until she was clad only in her linen shift and knickers.

“Well really Felicity” scolded her aunt “That is no way to treat these fine gentlemen in our company. Look how they strain at their breeches. You must make some amends”.

“Why auntie “replied Felicity “I do believe it was your performance that first promoted their discomfort. I believe that you should make amends too”.

“Why you may be right dear Felicity. I had better prepare as you have so that we may more easily pay our debt.” Mr Pitt was chuckling to himself at their ‘conversation’, as he knew full well what ‘payment’ the ladies had in mind. Peter allowed a smile to break on his face and relaxed a little as he began to understand the game.

Georgina divested herself with Mr Pitt’s aid until she reached the same state of undress as Felicity. She then decided to direct the proceedings in favour of her niece. 

“Now then Felicity we should oblige the men. Lie on the table and administer to Peter while I may pursuade Mr Pitt to indulge himself between your pretty legs.” Said Georgina with a slight air of authority. Felicity did as she was told. She lay on her side and widened her legs. Her fingers trembled with excitement as she fumbled with the buttons on Peter’s breeches. Meanwhile Mr Pitt was between her legs and at once began to administer to Felicity, in a way she had never experienced before. She drew a deep breath as she felt his tongue run between her wet folds and touch her stiff little bud. She enjoyed the sensation for a while before turning her attention back to Peter. After two more buttons she finally revealed his pink hard manhood. She hesitated as she had never done this before and then Georgina was beside her.

“Like this” she instructed and gently slid the boys’ organ between her red lips. Felicity heard him groan as Georgina took him right down and then back. She let him emerge from her mouth and then licked him all around his glans and tip. “There “ she said and moved his penis towards Felicity’s mouth. She moistened her lips then opened her mouth to gorge herself on the hard pink rod. He felt hard yet soft at the same time and he tasted a little salty, but not unpleasant, Felicity thought to herself. She tensed a little mainly due to the fact that Mr Pitt had gently pushed his finger inside her. He felt her maidenhead and said.

“Come boy, you two shall break each other in together”. Felicity reluctantly allowed Peter to slip out and watched as he moved between her legs. She remained on her side so that she could she him better. He took hold of his member and guided it towards her glistening petals. She looked him in the eye as his tip nudged against her opening and he finally slid inside her. Felicity gasped as she was penetrated for the first time and she felt him slide in a little way then stop.

“Gently does it you two” said Mr Pitt in a calm voice “Now push slowly each of you together” Felicity felt her breathing quicken and she felt a pressure inside her, a touch of pain as she pushed herself against him and then,

“Ahh”, she gasped as his firm rod slid deep inside her warm, wet tunnel. Felicity looked up at Peter. Their eyes met and she knew that they both wore expressions of lust and passion. Peter began to move inside her and Felicity closed her eyes in a dream of pleasure and sensation. When she opened them again she saw Georgina stood by her side with one knee on the table and between her legs Mr Pitt’s member made its way toward her furry tunnel. With a grunt and a gasp he slipped the tip up inside her and deep into Georgina’s body only inches away from Felicity’s trance-like gaze.

For the next few moments Felicity felt Peter’s firm thick rod sliding up and down inside her. Her breasts ached to be touched and as if he could read her mind, Peter moved his hand down to rub her stiff nipples through the soft linen shift. She closed her eyes so that her senses could enjoy the moist movements within her body. She opened her eyes to see that Mr Pitt had dismounted from Georgina and she was moving his glistening rod towards her.

“Here Felicity” she said softly “Enjoy the pleasure of two men within you.” And to the men “I hope that you boys will oblige Felicity with a good firm filling in your breeches and indeed inside her”.

“You can be sure of that Miss.” said Mr Pitt as he slid his wet rod into Felicity’s open mouth. Felicity felt her body come alive with feelings of lust, guilt, pleasure and fulfilment as she accommodated two thick pounding manhood’s inside her mouth and her belly. She moved her hand underneath Mr Pitt’s crutch and found his hole through the material. As she did so she felt a pressure against her fingers and soon a firm lump emerged from him into her waiting hand. She pushed back squashing his emission against his buttocks when he suddenly gave a load gasp. The lump in Felicity’s hand grew with a soft crackle, at the same time his rhythm changed and Felicity felt his glans swell slightly on her tongue. Before she could do anything Mr Pitt erupted into her mouth filling it with hot sticky semen. She recognised the salty taste from her encounter with Peter. And she took the penis out of her mouth and let the semen dribble out then she looked up at Georgina and Peter. She was behind him, with both hands on his bottom feeling for the evidence, when he stopped shafting Felicity and gave a gasp as he filled his breeches with soft brown poo. Georgina gave a sigh of approval and almost at once Peter began to jerk as Felicity felt him twitch inside her before he filled her tunnel with his own spurts of hot sticky come.

Felicity felt her body start to glow as she came closer to her orgasm, She lifted her bottom off the table as Peter slipped out of her and the effect of the tea took over. She gave little push and a grunt as her bowels moved and her soft poo emerged into her knickers. The warm wet feeling against her skin caused her orgasm to break into full flood and as her body shuddered she felt more lumps of poo being pushed out onto the first. Finally she relaxed back exhausted with something warm wet and sticky oozing out of her every opening. She licked her lips. Georgina stood with her knees bent and Mr Pitt’s hand between her legs, fingering her pink petals. When she gave an elated grunt and the squelching that followed it left Felicity in no doubt that Georgina too had filled her knickers and was being treated to a well deserved orgasm from Mr Pitt’s experienced and gentle fingers.

They walked back to the house after thanking the gentlemen for the pleasure of their company. Both girls still had a good filling in their knickers and were enjoying the feeling of the soft mess moving about as they walked home.

“Well how does it feel to be a complete woman?” asked Georgina. Felicity thought for a moment distracted by the feel of a large firm piece that had begun to slide down her right thigh.

“I feel quite fulfilled,” she said finally. “But I think that I have had enough excitement for a while at least and I should like to spend tomorrow a little more gently”

“Of course you can, my dear” We shall spend the day at home together” Assured her aunt as they entered the door to the scullery where Fanny was waiting with hot water, towels, and some nice clean linen knickers.

Chapter VI– The Calm before the Storm

The next day was cooler and a little overcast so that any high spirits Felicity may have had would have been suppressed. The excitement of the last few days meant that Felicity and indeed Georgina decided to spend the day at home resting. Georgina had instructed Stools to place two old mattresses and some cushions and cloths on the conservatory floor. She arranged with cook to have some food prepared and left in the dining room so that they might eat as and when it suited them. Then she told all her staff that they would not be needed until later in the afternoon and Felicity and her were not to be disturbed during the day.

With the place to themselves they could rest without interruption and enjoy a peaceful day. It was warm despite the weather, indeed it was quite close. Felicity felt sure that a storm would soon be on its way. She removed her night-dress and caught herself in the wardrobe mirror. She studied her naked body with interest for the first time, admiring her curves and shape. Indeed her mother had always criticised her for being too thin but Felicity felt comfortable with herself the way she was. She stood frontally and traces the outline of her shape with her eye. She looked at her breasts rounded and firm with her small sensitive points, which she knew tingled when she played with them. She brushed her fingertips across them and glowed with the pleasurable sensation they gave her. She moved her hands down to her flat tummy and towards the furry triangle of reddish hair between her legs.

She stood on the balls of her feet and parted her thighs slipping a finger between them and feeling her soft little bud and petals guarding the opening to her moist secret place. Felicity turned around and parted her legs, she leant on the bedstead for support and then ran her finger down between her cheeks until she found her little rosette. She circled her finger around the tight hole enjoying the tingle it gave her. She composed herself and for one brief moment she contemplated spending the day naked. No, she decided that would be going too far. Nevertheless she decided that during this day of ease she would wear little in the way of clothes and dressed only in some loose knickers and a thin cotton shift. Felicity knew of the arrangements for the day as Georgina had confided in her the previous evening. Felicity left her bedroom and made her way downstairs to the conservatory.

Georgina wore only a loose cotton vest and a thin linen petticoat and was enjoying a cup of fresh camomile tea when Felicity joined her. The conservatory was quite a high point in the house and Georgina’s pride and joy. It was filled with both tropical and European species of trees and shrubs, which appeared to grow out of the floor as the beds, had been carefully laid at ground level. It was bright in there and very comfortable as Felicity settled onto one of the covered mattresses and cushions that were laid there. 

“Some tea Felicity” said her aunt pouring another cup. Felicity reached across to take the cup and noticed that Georgina’s breasts and nipples were quite clearly visible beneath the thin material.

“Thank you Georgina” she began “What a comfortable setting I feel I could sleep here all day”

“Then you shall do so if you wish” her aunt replied. Georgina finished her tea and picked up a hairbrush.

“Sit up Felicity and allow me to brush your soft hair. I shall pamper you a while”. She said kindly.

They spent the time brushing each other’s hair slowly and carefully. They massaged their shoulders and feet using some very exotic oils, which gave Felicity a very heading not to say indulgent feeling. They lay down and slept a little. Felicity awoke to feel her face being gently stroked by soft fingertips.

“You are so pretty Felicity” she said gently “we must find you a handsome young man”.

“ I feel sure I will make an acquaintance with some fellow in good time Georgina” she assured her. “But today I just wish to lie here and do little but eat and sleep.”

“And what of the other bodily necessities that we all must perform?” said Georgina wickedly. Felicity thought, but not for too long before replying.

“Well I must do that here as well I suppose” she said resignedly. Georgina smiled and kissed Felicity gently on the forehead.

“I’ll bring the food in here then we have no reason to leave our exotic bed until late this afternoon” she said gleefully.

The food was fetched and soon the girls were enjoying a light lunch of cheese, fruits and cooked meats. They slept a little until Felicity awoke. She felt the need to pee urgently. Georgina was asleep and Felicity was not sure if she should wet the bed or relieve herself on the stone floor. She placed her hand between her legs and bit her lip. She was desperate, she felt a couple of drops leak out into her knickers wetting her fingers and decided to try to move off the bed just in case. She sat up which had the effect of making her tummy more compressed than it had been and she felt a little spurt into her knickers which dripped onto the bedding. She tried to get to her feet in time but her little tap had been opened. Before she could move any further her crotch became a golden cascade of warm wet pee. She squealed, which woke Georgina, as she felt her water soak her knickers and pour down her legs in streams before it ran onto the bedding.

“Oh, Georgina I’m afraid I’ve wet the bed” she wailed. Her aunt looked at her and smiled.

“You look so childlike still sometimes Felicity. Don’t worry I will certainly be soaking the mattress myself in good time” said Georgina. Felicity relaxed and sank down feeling the warm wet patch soak her bottom as she emptied herself onto the mattress. It did feel nice and warm and she wriggled around to enjoy the sensation before lying down again. She lay on her side looking at her aunt.

“Are you going to indulge in everything today Georgina” she asked. Georgina smiled.

“Well I hope so, I’ve been trying little pushes all day but nothing has emerged yet. Mind you I’ve no got any knickers on at the moment” she got up and reached across to pick up a pretty set of pink knickers with blue ribbon ties. The ‘uncut’ sort. She slipped them on and then removed her other garments until she was naked bar the knickers. She lay back as Felicity admired her firm rounded breasts. A little more developed than her own. She reached out to touch them absentmindedly before stopping herself. Georgina took her hand.

“It’s all right I’d like you to touch me” she said as she placed Felicity’s hand on her breast and moved it over her nipple before letting go to allow Felicity to proceed unaccompanied. Georgina closed her eyes as Felicity explored her body, gently brushing her skin with her fingertips. Georgina let out a little sigh.

“Mmm I can feel something stirring inside me now” she said “and it’s going to emerge into my knickers quite soon I believe” she giggled and looked at Felicity who was intently stroking her fingers down Georgina’s tummy. 

“Watch me Felicity” she asked “Watch me as I let this monster emerge and fill my flimsy knickers”. Felicity watched her face as it changed over the next few minutes from a relaxed smile Georgina’s expression changed to the occasional tense look as her body pushed the lump inside ever nearer to her rosette. Then it seemed that she couldn’t help  herself  she parted her legs slightly and almost sat up as a huge push caused her to gasp loudly accompanied by a short sticky noise with announced that the tip of her poo had emerged and was pushing her cheeks apart. A few more terse grunts and Georgina lay back. Almost breathless she bit her lip then spoke.

“Oh its poking out of me” she gasped “Can you see it Felicity. Felicity moved her head down but she saw nothing between Georgina’s legs.

“I can’t see it” she announced. Georgina looked at her.

“Well I can assure you it’s there” she said “It’s almost splitting me into two”. She turned over and positioned herself on all fours. “There can you see it now?” she asked looking behind her towards Felicity. At first Felicity could only see her aunt’s shapely bottom and her knickers tight between her legs, but through he thin material she could see the small bulge in the gusset. She ran her fingertips over it. Georgina took a sharp breath. “Yes that’s it” she said quietly “It feels huge” then “Oh no, here it comes again” Felicity watched her body tense and her legs spread. Georgina rubbed her nipples against the bed as she attempted to fill her knickers with her bottom high in the air. Felicity noticed her face go bright red with the effort and she gave a long hard grunt biting her lip as she tried to push the monster out. Felicity noticed that it only emerged a little further making sharp sticky noises as it came out so slowly. Georgina took a breath and began to pant.

“It’s no good I’ll have to let it out standing up” she got to her feet and stood as naturally as she could with a huge lump of poo emerging from her bottom.  She clung onto one of her large tree specimens and squatted slightly. Felicity saw the bulge slowly start to move outward its hard pointed tip pushing Georgina’s knickers down over her bottom. 

“Ahh,” Georgina gave a gasp then a long drawn out grunt as Felicity watched the lump slide out of her and down towards he gusset in a single firm motion. Georgina gave two more hard gasps as her knickers filled with her final efforts. She stood and felt behind her, pursing her lips with a lustful expression before carefully lying back down on the bed to regain her breath.

“I’m just gong to lie here for the rest of the day now” she said contentedly  “and enjoy the warmth against my skin.” She turned again to look at Felicity.

“How about you? Are you able to entertain us now?” she smiled. Felicity tried a few pushes letting the poo emerge then drawing it back in again to test its consistency.

“I think it’s going to be a soft one” she announced “I think I might just lay here and let it out slowly”. She bit her lip and closed her eyes. She felt her aunt fingertips brush her nipples and breasts through the soft material of her shift. She giggled and tingled at her feel. Then she felt the familiar push as her motion approached the point of no return. It came on slowly and gently and Felicity wore only a smile of satisfaction as the tip gently eased out of her sliding gently down her thigh in a soft squelching noise until it rested. She bit her lip with pleasure. She looked at Georgina who was still playing with Felicity’s nipples. Then Georgina opened her legs a little and let lose a torrent of warm pee into her filled knickers, gasping at the wetness as she soaked her pink knickers until they were transparent. Felicity looked between her legs to see the firm brown mass sitting in her gusset but then another brown mass began to occupy her mind again.

She closed her eyes as the next slow push came. He tummy contracted a little more urgently as a second soft piece slid out of her little hole brushing the rim with delightful sensations. She felt it push and them compress as it bulged between her legs with nowhere to go. Felicity relaxed again and squashed the filling gently between her thighs feeling the warm mess spreading slightly against her skin. She knew that even with what she had already produced she had as much, of not more still inside her waiting to add to her pleasure.

Georgina had begun to finger herself between her legs, clearly aroused by the feelings in her warm wet knickers. As she approached orgasm Felicity felt her next gentle push begin and she let the third piece ooze softly into her now quite full knickers. She grunted a bit as the space available was limited and her body was going to eject this piece no matter what. When she relaxed she moved her hips to dislodge some of the poo to spread further down her knickers to allow the fourth and undoubtedly the softest lumps to ease gently in her gusset. Her bottom was really sticky but she made space in time as her final push, this time accompanied with a bit of a red faced grunt, slid out of her and curled up gently against her bottom. She peed a little to complete the performance and lay back contentedly spreading the soft mush between her legs and down her thigh as she did so. She fingered herself gently until she came softly letting the orgasm tingle through her, until she sank into a contented sleep.

Chapter VII – The Storm Breaks

The last few days had been sticky and close but today was even worse. It was quite unbearable. Breakfast was served and soon the ladies were enjoying a meal of smoked kippers, sausage and scrambled eggs. They wore their lightest clothes today. If Georgina had her way they would have spent today much like the day before but unfortunately Mrs Tirde had made an appointment with Georgina, to discuss the forthcoming village fair. In particular for discussion was Georgina’s contribution to the stall that Mrs Tirde was organising on behalf of the Countrywomen’s Guild.

She didn’t like the interfering Mrs Tirde. She always talked to you as if you were a smell under her nose, Georgina thought. And she would always invite herself around to discuss things of little importance. Georgina was convinced that she merely wished to give and collect gossip. Georgina had a naughty thought and one, which may see the end of Mr Tirde’s visits.

Mrs Tirde arrived at around eleven and Georgina invited her into the conservatory and bid Stools prepare them some ‘herbal’ tea. She had told Felicity to make herself scarce and so avoid the delights of Mrs Tirde’s conversation. Stool’s bowed and disappeared returning shortly with a silver tray and tea things. Georgina poured and offered a cup to Mrs Tirde.

“Thank you my dear” she said in her usual patronising way “I understand that your niece will be here for the village fair next weekend, Miss Fanshawe”

“I believe so Mrs Tirde”

“That’s wonderful, and I am sure that she would be delighted to help out with the cake stall” continued Mrs Tirde.

“I will ask her this afternoon, you can be sure.” Said Georgina.

“Now then Miss Fanshawe I have arranged for my nephew Master Bates to be there, I shall be delighted to introduce you to him. He is a dashing young man”. Georgina had met the ‘dashing’ Master Bates before. If Georgina had known about the word ‘tosser’ she would have described him as such.

“How nice Mrs Tirde, I shall look forward to that. Are you alright Mrs Tirde?” she asked nonchalantly. Mrs Tirde had just emptied her cup and by the look on her face she had just emptied something else as well.

“I’m terribly sorry I must go I‘ve just remember I have another appointment,” she said hurriedly. She rose quickly and almost sprinted to the door. Stools was waiting there with her coat which she snatched from his hand and dashed outside to her waiting carriage, stopping to empty some more into her knickers on the way.

“Shall I clear away the tea Ma’am” asked Stools politely.

“Yes thank you Stools I do believe that was very refreshing,” said Georgina watching Mrs Tirdes carriage galloping off down the drive. Stools allowed himself a wry smile as he went to clear away. 

Georgina smiled to herself. Perhaps that may put paid to the visits by that awful lady she thought. She walked up the stairs feeling her tummy give a firm push and a long soft load of poo slid effortlessly into her waiting knickers. She stood giving several more firm grunts and well and truly filled her gusset. Mmm Stools makes a really nice cup of tea, she thought as she made her way to the bedroom.

Felicity spent the day out in the gardens with Mr Pitt and his nephew who was preparing to return home. Felicity couldn’t help but notice the lad’s keen interest in her as she flirted with them both and sat and drank tea. She realised that Mr Pitt would not allow any dalliance between Felicity without the approval of his mistress. He respected her absence. At about midday the clouds began to gather and Felicity bid them both farewell and made for the house before the storm broke.

The house was further than she thought and she had not even got half way back before the clouds opened and a crack of thunder rent the air. Felicity ran as fast as she could with her skirts held up. She made in the direction of the fountain where there was a shelter where she could wait until the rain stopped. She almost reached it when she stood on the hem of her skirt and tripped falling headlong onto the grass. She gasped a little as she was winded, when a firm pair of hands took hold of her.

“Come along Miss Felicity I’ll help you” said Pete gallantly pulling her to her feet and sweeping her into his arms and carrying her towards the shelter. By the time they reached it they were both soaked to the skin. They stood looking bedraggled at each other and began to laugh.

“My goodness Peter what a state we are both in” giggled Felicity.

“Yes Miss” he replied “you should get out of those wet clothes as soon as possible Miss you’ll catch cold”

“And so should you Peter your breeches are quite sodden” she said. “Why did you follow me home?” He looked a little shy. 

“I just wanted to kiss you goodbye Miss and say thank you for the other day” he said quietly.

“Well a kiss won’t suffice” sad Felicity gently “however I believe that a good infusion with your stiff phallus whilst filling your breeches may do the trick” A broad smile crept across his face as he removed his soaked shirt. Felicity undid the stays on her dress and dropped it to the ground. She removed her chemise so that she was naked except for her knickers. Peter stood in front of her and looked at her as she felt the water from her wet hair drip onto her shoulders and down her back and breasts. He looked outside the rain was still falling hard, he took her hand.

“Come on” he said “ lets do it outside in the rain” Felicity was taken aback but before she could protest her led he out into the garden. The cold rain tickled her skin but she found it quite refreshing after the otherwise humid day. They ran with Felicity squealing in mock protest until they found themselves by a wall covered in ivy. Peter swung her against the wall took her other hand and pressed them back at shoulder level. Felicity looked into his eyes lustfully wondering what he was going to do next. She was pinned to the wall wearing nothing but her knickers, and he in only his breeches.

“What now Peter?” she said. He looked at her with hard lust and desire in his eyes.

“Now Miss I am going to have you where you stand, and you are to fill those pretty knickers as I do so. I will fill mine too” he said his voice sounding a touch menacing. Felicity found herself tingling with anticipation and her fanny began to feel wet and warm with desire.

“You will have to remove my knickers for they are whole at the gusset,” said Felicity teasingly. Without taking his eyes of her he let go of her left hand and took hold of her gusset. He pulled hard and Felicity felt them tear. She was defenceless. He undid his breeches and pulled out his hard swollen penis. Felicity gasped, as it looked more menacing that it ever did before. He pushed it between her legs and rubbed it along the outside of her body spreading her juices along underneath her.

Felicity felt the cool rain run down her naked body as Peter leaned forward and kissed her pushing his impertinent tongue deep into her mouth. He began to feel more forceful, more urgent, he lowered his head and took her nipples into his mouth nibbling at each one until they were stiff and swollen. A clap of thunder rent the air as he pushed his hand between her legs. He moved his manhood so that the tip caressed her soft petals. He was rough with her, his animal lust overcame his tenderness, he forced Felicity’s legs apart and thrust up deep inside her warm wet tunnel.

Felicity gasped out loud as his thick rod plunged in and out making her legs tremble as he pushed her against the soft ivy cushion. He held he firmly against the wall, moving his head back she saw him thrusting with gritted teeth and to her surprise she found herself doing the same. She heard the rain falling around them, she heard the slick sound of her juices as he slid his organ inside and out of her. She felt herself pushing inside she wanted to fill her soaking wet knickers to fulfil his wish, her wish, to fulfil their rampant desire.

She felt the tip of her poo nudging its way out of her hole and then her body took over. She felt the large lump emerge she looked into Peter’s eyes gritted her teeth and gave a huge long grunt of effort and ecstasy as she felt the poo slip out into her wet knickers as he slipped into her. She felt a warm glow deep inside her as she poured the remains of her bowels into her knickers until she felt her body shudder into an almighty orgasm at the feeling of something long and firm slipping out of both of her holes.

“Ahh, Ahh I am spending Peter” she cried as her wracked body jerked with her pleasure, her hands and arms still pinned to the wall by Peter’s lustful strength. Peter threw his head back and gave a red-faced grunt. Felicity heard his poo crackle as he forced it out into his breeches. Seconds later he jerked and Felicity felt his deluge of warm sperm splatter her insides as he filled her tunnel. Her own orgasm was just waning as she felt another take over and throw her body into more beautiful spasms. 

Peter slipped out of her and lay on the ground exhausted. Felicity still leaned against the wall catching her breath her legs apart and her auburn bush exposed and framed in her ripped knickers. She bit her lip and she felt her bladder push and relaxed as she peed where she stood. Peter looked up and watched her he gave a little push and soon he was peeing inside his breeches. 

“My Peter that was a send off if ever I had one” she said still breathless.

“Aye Miss” he said standing up. His uncle called from a distance. “I must be going now Miss. Thank you for everything, Come I’ll help you back to the shelter.” Felicity walked a little unsteadily at first due to her recent ravishing and her full knickers. Peter took her back to the shelter where they collected their clothes and with a final kiss on her lips, he disappeared. 

Chapter VIII – The Village Fair.

Its was soon Sunday and the day of the village fair. Unsurprisingly they had not heard a peep from Mrs Tirde since that last meeting at the house. Nevertheless the village fair was an event not to be missed and Georgina and Felicity dressed in their fine summer frocks. Felicity was unsure of herself that day as Georgina had suggested that they indulge themselves in company who were otherwise unaware of their interests.

“Don’t concern yourself Felicity “said Georgina soothingly, “the herbs will prevent anyone becoming aware of your fun and your dress will surely hide any visible signs”.

“I know,” said Felicity, feeling very unsure of herself. “But I don’t know if I can hide the expression on my face as I ease the hard lumps into my knickers”.

“Well why not try, or at least watch me” she smiled.

“I might just watch this time” agreed Felicity “I may acquire the nerve to do it myself another time”.

The fair was in the midst of activity when the ladies arrived, and Georgina was pleased to see her friend Cathy from London who was visiting her aunt much in the same way as Felicity. However, whereas Cathy was very much into filling her knickers with lovely warm lumps, her aunt was not and so her stay so far had involved some abstinence. Cathy was a pretty girl of twenty-two years with long blonde hair and mischievous blue eyes. She struck up an immediate friendship with Felicity and was so excited by the tales of what they had been up to since Felicity arrived.

“Why Georgina” said Cathy her eyes wide with disbelief, “ you two have had a most eventful time I do so wish I could have joined you”. 

“Perhaps you can” said Georgina her eyes focussed away from the group. “For I do believe I am going to hold a party next weekend”. Felicity looked at her with a puzzled expression for she had mentioned nothing to her and she believed she might have confided in her first.

“You haven’t said anything before” queried Felicity. Georgina’s eyes were still on the distance.

“That’s because I didn’t know he was here,” she said. The two other girls traced her line of sight until it fell upon the most handsome and dashing man Felicity had ever seen. He was resplendent in his bright red military uniform with gold braid and silver buttons. He was a sight to behold. He appeared to be looking amongst the crowd and Felicity watched him scan the gathering until his eyes came to rest on their group. He smiled and made his way directly over to them.

He was a fine looking man with a quick smile and it got broader as he neared them.

“My dear Georgina” he exclaimed as he reached them. “You are as beautiful as ever.” Victorian etiquette dissuaded any more affectionate moves between them but it was clear to Felicity that they were more intimate than it appeared. They looked deep into each other’s eyes and he barely noticed the two attractive young girls by her side.

“It’s about time you returned,” said Georgina with a knowing smile. “I’ve had to make alternative arrangements for my entertainment for far too long”. Richard Arcey looked at her and the other two girls.

“Do not worry Richard” said Georgina reading his mind “May I introduce my niece Felicity and my friend Cathy” she lowered her voice to a stage whisper “ They are enlightened and enthusiastic participants in our favourite pastime”. Richard smiled and gently kissed each of their hands.

“Ladies, I am delighted to make your acquaintance”

Felicity and Cathy excused themselves to take a walk around the fair and to allow Richard and Georgina a little privacy. The conversation quickly came around to the subject of wetting and dirtying one’s knickers. They were aware that they had to stop and start their conversation due to the proximity of the crowd.

“I must say that I have had to withhold my pleasure for so long that I cannot wait to indulge. My little hole is quite damp now at the thought of it,” said Cathy.

“Have you ever done it in a public place?” enquired Felicity.

“Yes I have actually” admitted Cathy “We were on a boat in the river and Mama and her friends were there too. I was desperate to go and fortunately I had taken some of Georgina’s herbs to help disguise my little mess. We were a sitting on the seats when I felt the urge. The seat held it for a few pushes but I realised that I would have to let it out or I would surely burst. I surreptitiously lifted my bottom off the seat on one side and waited for my tummy to start contracting. Soon enough I felt the tip nudging out and pushing above the hard wooden seat then a huge push came from nowhere and quite took my breath away. I nearly gave a big grunt, which would have surely given me away, but instead I was speechless as a long warm soft pile oozed out into my knickers and spread between my legs. After two more pushes I was full and I carefully sat down squeezing that lovely warm mess up my bottom and along my thighs.”

“Did you not get discovered?” asked Felicity.

“Oh no, I looked away from everyone so that my face wouldn’t give me away.” Said Cathy. She looked around her.

“Why don’t we go behind one of the marquees and fill our knickers here, She said wickedly “I could easily push some nice lumps into my gusset.” Felicity looked around her, well it was quite busy but no one would notice two young ladies in quiet conversation. Why not, she concluded.

The girls walked behind the large tent at the furthest point from the main area. It was shady and it felt quite secure considering, Cathy held her arm and looked about to make sure the coast was clear.

“Here goes, “ said Cathy excitedly. She bit her lip and screwed up her eyes and gave a little grunt. She smiled and opened her eyes. Felicity watched as her eyes got wider. She shifted her position to balance and brace herself for the onslaught. Then she gave a hard breathless grunt and Felicity felt her grip tighten on her arm and her tummy contracted. The faint squelching sound emanated from beneath Cathy’s dress as she gave two more hard pushes before catching her breath.

“Oh that feels so nice” she gasped, “So warm and soft just sliding underneath me. Mmmm. Come on Felicity your turn now.” Felicity was still unsure with a little trepidation she looked about before parting her thighs and squatting slighlty. She gave a hard push looking at Cathy as she did so. Cathy smiled.

“Good girl come on push harder” she said. For a split second Felicity felt she was two years old again. The she felt that familiar movement.

“It’s coming,” she said almost whispering. Felicity felt the hard tip push out of her little hole and touch the soft cotton of her knickers. Then the big push forced the lump down into her gusset. She felt it sliding down her thigh before it moved along and between her legs easing gently along her body. She forced out another lump, which squashed itself against her. Then she felt herself leak a little as she let a few drops of pee escape. She pushed again and signed as the warm water gushed into her knickers and ran in lovely warm torrents down her thighs and legs to complete the sensation of pleasure.

The young man had just relieved himself in the bushes and fastened up his flap. He made to go back but heard two female voices whispering.  He looked through the bushes and saw too pretty young ladies, one with thick auburn hair and a fair-haired girl. They looked to be in collusion about something or other then he noticed the fair-haired one she was up to something and yes, he had seen this before. This little beauty was filling her knickers with her poo. He watched with fascination as she grunted her way into laying a nice pile into her soft cotton gusset. What colour would her knickers be? White? Pink? Well they would be a little brown by now but wait. The girl with the auburn hair was gong to do it too. There was no mistaking her posture, legs wide enough to allow the firm lump to slide out into her little gusset.

He fingered the hard front to his trousers as he heard the sticky squelching as this attractive young girl push some lovely hard lumps into her knickers. What damn good luck!

Then the blonde girl walked off leaving the darker-haired one there. He couldn’t resist a challenge.

“I’m just going to clean myself up,” whispered Cathy “for I fear I shall pong a little soon without the aid of the herbs. I must renew my supply from Georgina before I depart.” With that Cathy disappeared.

Felicity stood for a moment feeling the delight of the warm mess against her skin. Suddenly an arm grabbed her waist and a head rested on her shoulder. She opened her mouth to scream but a hand covered it.

“Hello my little beauty, I’ve seen what you’ve been up too and I won’t tell anyone if you don’t make a fuss.” The hand came away and Felicity caught her breath. Her heart beat faster as the arm still gripped her slender waist and she felt a hand slide down to the full load in her knickers.

“Mmm that’s a nice soft pile in there,” said the voice. He sounded young but not malevolent. In fact Felicity decided he sounded damn cheeky and impudent.

“What do you want sir” she said trying to sound as if she was in control.

“Only to indulge in your soft delights in return for my silence,” said the man. With that he pressed the lump squeezing the still warm mess against Felicity’s bottom causing it to ooze between her clamped thighs. She gasped at his cheek as she felt the warmth spread over her skin.

“Why you impudent young sir” she said scoldingly beginning to realise that she was enjoying the sensation.

“Why my dear if you think this is impudent then what is your opinion of that?” he moved her hand to the front of his trousers whereupon she encountered the long hard unmistakable lump of his manhood. Felicity began to mellow as he continued to massage the contents of her knickers over her thighs and bottom.

“Well sir I may not think it impudent if you can wield it with some skill.” Said Felicity.

“That I can my dear” he said and without letting go of her he began to nibble her ears and neck. Felicity felt her heart beat faster as she concluded that she was going to be ravished by this young buck without apparently seeing his face. His free hand lifted the backs of her skirts and Felicity found herself bending forwards and to her surprise she was still eagerly rubbing his quite hard member. He deftly undid his trousers and fumbled at her gusset tearing a hole just large enough for his intrusion, which Felicity felt nudging at her entrance a short time later. She leant froward unable to see her assailant as he pushed his pole inside her sliding slickly into her warm wet tunnel. 

“Oh you naughty boy” she gasped, guessing his youth by now. “Now fill me up hard if you’re half the man you claim to be.” This did the trick he thrust deeper into her pliant body as she felt her eyes widen at the size and length of his pole. He was truly well endowed. She was bent over supported only by his hands. She could have turned to face him but it was more exciting not to look, not to see the face of her invisible tormentor. At this thought she felt her self tingle and soon she was writhing in the throes of a mighty spend. Soon after he jerked and Felicity felt a warm infusion explode inside her.

He slid out quickly letting go of Felicity. She regained her balance and turned around to catch sight of him, but he was too quick. The bushes swayed showing where he had dived into them but he was gone.

“Shall we go back to join Georgina,” said Cathy from behind her. Felicity turned and regained her composure.

“Are you alright Felicity,” asked Cathy.

“Yes I am perfectly alright,” said Felicity. She smoothed down her dress and took Cathy’s arm as they made their way back to the throng of the fair.

“Ahh there you are” said Georgina “we wondered what you’ve been up too” she said knowingly. Cathy giggled and Felicity smiled still a little moved by her experience.

“I’d like you to meet Richard’s younger brother, Felicity this is Ben Arcey” she said indicating a young man with his back to them. On hearing himself introduced he turned around. The look of shock on his face was unmistakable, he looked Felicity up and down and turned bright red.

“P-Pleased to meet you ladies” he said shakily. Felicity looked at him harshly, there was no mistaking that voice. She held her hand out for him to kiss.

“Why sir, I do believe we are already acquainted,” she said with a smile. 

Chapter IX – A Riding Accident

After making brief acquaintances, the group made to go their separate ways after Georgina had invited them all to a party in the folly at the weekend, a full six days away. As they moved apart Ben surreptitiously caught Felicity’s arm and whispered to her.

“Please forgive my earlier behaviour Miss Felicity I had no idea..” he started. Felicity turned on him and whispered back harshly.

“Would it have made a difference sir if I was to be of no consequence to you. You ravished me young sir and fair messed my knickers. Why even now I can feel the sticky mess warm against my body. Shame on you sir.” Ben looked desperate.

“Please Miss Felicity If my brother ever found out he would disgrace me for sure. Yes he enjoys some unusual erotic tastes but he always plays fair, yet I am still young and impetuous, you must forgive me” he pleaded. Felicity almost began to feel sorry for him but she was growing up fast.

“We shall see young sir” she said giving him her hardest look. “You may well make amends to yourself in my eyes come the weekend. Until then farewell” she turned and walked away hardly believing what she had said. He was a handsome and impudent young man, yet it must be said he was well endowed where it mattered and with some coaching, well who knows he may give her some better pleasure yet.

Felicity decided to keep the secret of her ravishing by Ben a dark secret for the time being as she felt she might have some hold on the young man. She considered that she may well call in his debt when it best suited her.

At home Georgina collected a jar of a special herb and made up several packets with instructions and despatched Stools to give some to each prospective guest. She handed some to Felicity.

“Now soak a pinch of this into water for a few minutes and then drink the draught. Take the same dose each day. It will prevent you from moving you bowels for some considerable time.” she said

“How long can it be taken for?” asked Felicity. Georgina gave her a wry smile.

“It cannot be taken for longer than two weeks and then not less than six months between courses. “ she said “I once took it for two weeks and my goodness the effect was quite overwhelming”.

“Tell me about it please” said Felicity excitedly. Georgina sat down on the chaise lounge and Felicity joined her as she began.

“It was about two years ago and I was in need of some cheer as my erstwhile lover had taken off and married someone else. I decided to take the herbal in fusion over two weeks and indulge myself at the end but things did not quite go as planned. After taking the herbs for the previous fortnight I was about to plan my event when some friends called unexpectedly and caught me unawares. A married couple Celia and Todd reminded me that I had agreed to go riding with them; and today was to be the day. They had even bought the horse with them a beautiful grey called Panti.

Well I couldn’t refuse as I was there fit and well before their eyes, I could hardly feign illness. I considered that I would be safe until that afternoon. Oh dear how wrong I was. So I changed into my riding dress and went along with them. I rode side-saddle and fortunately wore full knickers, which was to be heaven sent as you will find out.

All was well for the first few miles then I began to feel my tummy stiffen a little. My poor bowels had felt quite full for some days but until now there had been no sign of anything emerging. As we walked along I could feel a big push starting and I was thankful that the saddle would provide some resistance to my motion. Panti was quite a calm horse and I ventured to let the first push run its course.

It was a huge effort, I grunted with the strain as the stiff lump eagerly pushed into my knickers but the stout saddle proved more than a match for it and it subsided. Fortunately the horse’s noises and the wind hid my grunts and gasps from my company that day otherwise it would have proved quite embarrassing.

Alas as the second push began and I anticipated holding this too, Celia and Todd started to trot. Well I could hardly get left behind so I trotted too. Oh what a mistake that was. No sooner had I began than my poor tummy gave a slow but determined push forcing the tip of my poo onto the gusset of my knickers. As I rose and fell at the trot the poo pushed out a little more with each rise forcing my poor little hole wide open to allow the stiff hard lump to ease out over several minutes. Soon I began to feel it slide along underneath me and the trotting motion continued I sat in it each fall and started to flatten it a little, as stiff as it was.

I was grunting harshly with the effort and I am sure my face was as red as a beetroot as this monster slid slowly into my knickers. Then they broke into a canter and I was caught between feeling of relief and delight as I resigned myself to the fact that I was going to dirty my knickers on horse back and I began to wonder at the sensations I might experience. As I broke into a canter my bottom rose off the saddle and the my tummy gave a huge contraction which made me grunt and gasp loudly pushing the remaining part of the poo firmly down the leg opening in my knickers. I was treated to two more ‘terse grunt’ pushes hearing the soft crackle over the other sounds around me as I finished of my knickers-filling event with some nice soft lumps which squashed against me at the end.

I continued the ride with a nice full warm lumpy softness under my body which fair spread and squashed itself against me as I sat in it continuously. I was rather disappointed at the amount I had delivered into my knickers, while it was considerably more than usual it did not feel like two weeks worth. Little did I know what lay ahead.

Celia and Todd rode to their estate and insisted that I joint them for a sherry. As I dismounted I felt the contents of my knickers move about against my bottom and thighs sliding softly against my skin. It was then that I realised what had happened. My body had only discharged that which was in the immediate vicinity of my little hole. Since then and aided by the motion of the horse, the second instalment had by now manoeuvred its way down to the point of release.

Once dismounted of course I had no way of prevent its passage into my knickers and as I walked over to where they were gathered I felt a big cramp coming on. I was a little worried that my facial expression might give me away when I passed such a monster through my tight hole, so I was aware that I grimaced a little and held my breath as my hole was assaulted for the second time that day by a huge although rather softer lump of poo.

I stood sipping my sherry and listening to Celia talking about something or other with my legs as tightly closed as they could be considering the mess between them as the cramp took hold. There was a definite crackling noise from underneath me which was fortunately lost on the wind, as my hole opened and a softer lump eased it’s way out and slid own the backs of my legs into my now sagging gusset. After a while another firm cramp discharged some more into my unfortunate knickers and this was closely followed by more pushes which piled up against my bottom as my knickers were now completely full. 

I regained my breath soon enough to thank them for their hospitality and for such a splendid time. Although just how splendid it was for me they would never know. Todd would accompany me home and return with Panti. I elected to ride astride on the way home to allow myself complete indulgence. As I wore long riding boots my modesty was saved although Todd did consider it strange, but not uncommon then, for a lady to ride so. 

He helped me up in the saddle his nose inches away from my engorged knickers although thankfully the herbs removed any odour. As I sat down across the saddle I nearly passed out with pleasure and the mess oozed all over my thighs, squeezed up the gap in my buttocks and spread to the front smearing my little mound with it’s warm softness. I had only ridden a few hundred yard when a spent deliciously grinding my little clit into the warm poo. After half a mile I came again, more intensely this time until a few hundred yards from home I experienced such a climax that I nearly fell out of the saddle. I dismounted breathless for many reasons and said farewell to Todd. As rode out of the gate I opened my legs and gushed my water into my knickers in such torrents that it poured noisily onto the gravel drive. It ran down my legs and into my boots, I felt sorry for poor Stools who has to clean them. Having soaked all my underclothes thoroughly I walked back to the house enjoying the new sensation of my sodden warm mushy knickers sliding over my legs and starting to pull down due to the weight inside them”

Feliicity held her breath and finally let out a gasp.

“My goodness Georgina, what delights we have in store for the party” she gasped. Georgina looked at her.

“I believe this will be more like an orgy if my guests past performances are anything to go by” she kissed Felicity and left her with the thought of what was to come.

Chapter X  - The Folly

The day of the orgy couldn’t come quickly enough for the residents of Hardlog House. Traditionally Georgina invited all the staff as well as her guests for a evening of blatant erotic indulgence involving filling knickers and breeches plus some good hard ravishing thrown in for good measure.

The Roman folly was decorated with scented flowers and heavy perfumes. There was some food laid out, plenty of wine and lots of cushions and soft cloths laid out over the floor. During the preparations Felicity noticed a small annex to the folly which Georgina said had been used by her grandfather to keep dogs in as a sort of elaborate kennel. Felicity took the time to look inside out of curiosity. She found the place covered in rubbish and possibly had rats. She shivered and turned to go. Then by the door she spied a row of hooks onto which were hung some old studded leather dog collars and leads. They were dusty but intact. She scanned the row and without a second thought picked out a large sized collar and lead. She left quickly closing the door behind her.

 All the guests were to wear ‘togas’ of some form and nothing else except some specially made undergarments which Georgina and Fanny had prepared for the occasion. For the gentlemen a pair of short ‘pants’ fastened at the waist and legs with ties. A small flap at the front allowed easy access to their most important asset. These were of transparent muslin so that little was concealed beneath them. The ladies wore a more feminine version of the garment but these were modified with a small slit in the gusset to allow the men to enter them while keeping a nice filling in their knickers.

By the late afternoon the guests had begun to arrive and were promptly shown to their rooms. As well as herself, Felicity and the servants, Georgina had invited Richard and Ben Arcey, Cathy, Jane and  Paul Enema her cousins from Boston in America, and Lady Harriet Loose – Drawers a rather prim and haughty young girl of about twenty years old who seemed unlikely to have much fun judging by her airs. Georgina reassured her that her eyes would be widened once Lady Harriet had sampled the wine.

They assembled in the garden by the fountain at seven in the evening all dressed up to indulge. Jane and Paul were due to visit anyway as they were in England and Georgina had managed to despatch the constipatory herbs in time for them to prepare. Jane kept referring to her knickers as panties, which delighted the English girls. Cathy set the tone by announcing in her bubbly way that she needed to pee and at once gathered her toga tightly between her legs and promptly loosed a torrent which soaked her toga and ran in warn streams down to the ground. The men cheered and the girls squealed as Cathy wiggled her bottom as she showed off.

The ice having been broken, the party made its way to the temple folly and was greeted by the sumptuous arrangements Georgina had made.

Felicity had been trying to catch Ben’s eye but he was avoiding her gaze for the time being. She planned something in her head with which to capture and hold his attention later on, for her ultimate amusement.

 Lady Harriet was on her second glass of wine and was thoughtfully casting her eye over Cecil Pitt the gardener. Georgina watched her. Typical she thought once she gets going she likes nothing more than to indulge with a rougher class of man. How Pitt would enjoy her smooth skin and delicate figure once she laid herself open to him.

Stools and Fanny stood together, Georgina knew they would start with each other and then most likely move off to enjoy other delights. Cathy seemed game for young Paul and Jane seemed game for anyone. Richard held her hand as he surveyed the guests with her.

“I’m not too sure about Ben and Felicity,” he said sounding concerned. “I really thought that they might enjoy each others company but it appears otherwise.”

“Give them time Richard dear,” said Georgina softly. “They are young and need time to settle in to the atmosphere.”

“ Ladies and Gentlemen” announced Stools on cue from Georgina. “I must remind you that we have to following draughts available with which to enjoy the evening. In this bowl we have fruit juices for those who wish to enjoy a softer movement and in this bowl an infusion which will guarantee a good hard firm movement. Please indulge and enjoy the evening.”

Excitedly Cathy moved towards the fruits and took a long drink from a glass. She squealed with delight and went on to eat some food. Jane flitted between to two and finally chose to mix half-and-half. Paul selected a ‘hard infusion as did Richard and Ben. Georgina elected for a soft motion as did Stools and Fanny. Lady Harriet took two glasses of the hard stuff and thrust one firmly into Cecil Pitt’s hand. Felicity finally got to whisper into Ben’s ear.

“Do exactly as I say tonight and our little secret will be safe” she said selecting a glass of the ‘hard’ juice and swallowing it in on gulp, her eyes firmly fixed on Ben. Ben gulped and sipped his drink carefully unsure of what was to happen.

Ever the extrovert Cathy was casually laying back enjoying her food when her eyes stared ahead.

“Oh no it’s coming,” she squealed and quickly got to her feet. Without a second thought she divested herself of her toga and skipped to the centre of the floor where she stood naked except for the transparent knickers, her firm breasts pointing out from her body tipped with her pink nipples. She wriggled and finally bent over with her hands on her thighs. 

“Here it comes, oh my it’s a big one” she gasped breathlessly.

The guests gathered behind her to witness her show. Her blonde hair was tied up loosely and looked as if it was about to come undone. Her firm slender body and buttocks clearly visible through the sheer muslin as was her little mound which was framed in faint light brown hairs. Soon a faint crackle was heard and a dark shape began to emerge from her puckered hole. She gave a grunt her tummy contracting vigorously as the lump grew until it touched the thin material. Then with a long terse gasp the hard point pushed the material out as Cathy filled her gusset with a long firm poo. She spread her legs a little revealing her pink slit through the gap in her gusset as the soft pieces Cathy had wished for came forth in two long pieces dropping into her knickers filing her up slowly with their soft mush. She gasped with relief as she peed for the second time allowing the stream to flow out of her gusset onto the marble floor to form a lovely golden puddle. She finished and stood up pulling her knickers into herself and sighed at the felt of her mess against her body.

She shook her head allowing her long blonde hair to tumble onto her shoulders then she took Paul’s hand and led him away. The other couples began to caress and touch each other in varying degrees of intimacy. Lady Harriet seemed happy conversing with Pitt for the time being although her body language was beginning to give her away. She was feeling her body beneath her toga in little touches. She was also clearly admiring his sun worn skin and firm muscles as she was clearly remarking on his physique and touching his skin with her fingertips as she spoke. 

Felicity looked around her. Ben sat eating with his back to her clearly unsure of the situation. Georgina was standing with her eyes closed and Richard stood behind her, he had lowered the top of her toga and was caressing her breasts with his fingers. Cathy had by now removed Paul’s penis from the confines of his pants and was sucking him from a kneeling position where her full bulging knickers could clearly be seen.

But what of Jane. Felicity looked around and saw her coming towards her. She was an attractive girl with a curvaceous figure, not thin, or fat but nicely full and rounded in the right places. She had dark brown hair and greenish eyes which somewhat sparkled as she came to Felicity’s side.

“I want to try something new Felicity” she said with her soft Boston accent. “I want to fill my panties with another woman.” Felicity found the idea novel if not entirely unfamiliar.

“I believe that would be a good way of getting to know each other” said Felicity with a smile and took Jane’s hand a led her to a place with a pile of cushions for comfort. They were also directly in front of Ben Arcey.

To say that Jane’s offer was a gift would be an understatement. Felicity would now have the pleasure of an intimate game with a lovely girl while to object of her true lust would watch her. She would frustrate him.  It would serve him right. She looked over at Lady Harriet and Pitt. The prim lady had now divested herself of the toga and was laid back in the cushions with her shapely legs clad in stockings and shoes, parted widely to allow Pitt to do his worst. His swarthy face was buried down between Lady Harriet’s legs she had a determined glare on her face as she looked at him with animal lust burning in her eyes. Her body writhed with pleasure as Mr Pitts experienced tongue lapped at her soft pink bud. Felicity noticed the contrast between her pale complexion and his weather worn leathery texture as his muscles fought to keep Lady Harriet’s writhing body under firm control.

Felicity felt Jane’s hands caress her body and her soft lips planted kisses on her neck and shoulders. She felt herself warming up and also felt the first twinges of her quite full bowels. She panicked a little she wanted to save herself for later, she decided that Jane should have her attention in the hope that her mind, and her body, might be distracted. She sat up and removed her toga exposing her now firm nipples. She reached down and helped Jane’s divest herself of the linen garment. Felicity now took the lead and gently kissed Jane’s neck and plump breasts feeling her chest rise and fall as her breathing quickened. She took a nipple into her mouth feeling its firmness between her lips. She looked up and saw Stools and Fanny copulating frantically. She was on her knees with her bottom in the air and her head on a cushions squealing as Stool’s glistening rod shafted her relentlessly from behind. Suddenly she stopped him looked over her shoulder at him then gave a huge gasp as her belly contracted. At once a bulge appeared in her knickers above Stool’s thick member. It grew emanating a lovely sticky squelch with could be heard all around the folly.

“Bravo Fanny” called Richard. The maid giggled as Stools resumed his ritual shafting squashed her full knickers against her bottom. Soon Stools growled and Felicity saw the seat of his pants darken then grow as he filled them up with his firm emission which was followed shortly by squeals of delight from the pair of them as they spent themselves together.

Felicity had not neglected Jane during the distraction. He hands had found hard little bud between her legs and she played with her dipping into Jane’s now wet tunnel to slicken her fingertips. Her other finger caressed her tummy gently circling her fingertips with her touch. Felicity wanted to lick another woman desperately to see what it was like. How would she taste. She kissed Jane’s belly gently and kissed her mound slowly moving towards her pink petalled opening. She ran her tongue along between her legs, which made Jane moan loudly. Felicity found her hard bud and played with it using her tongue. 

“You look beautiful Felicity” said Georgina’s calm voice. Then Felicity spied Ben out ov the corner of her eye. He was watching her intently, transfixed. She carefully moved herself around so that her own wet pink opening was facing him. She spread her knees so that she was open to him teasing him whilst keeping up her ministrations to the now writhing Jane.

Suddenly Jane gently pushed her head away.

“I going to go Felicity, I going to do it in my panties. Oh no.” she struggled up to a squatting position and her breathing became quicker. Her panties were tight around her bottom as she fought against her convulsing belly. 

“Oh its coming, oh here its comes” she gasped then her eyes widened as she braced herself for the push. With a glorious crackle her tight gusset bulged slowly as her little hole disgorged a nice soft load of golden brown mess into her panties. The poor girl was speechless as another push hit her and pushed some more into the tight confined space. Then there was a sharp tear as the stitching tore under the pressure and some poo oozed through the hole. She lost her balance an sat back squealing as the mess was spread down her legs, up her back and out of every opening in her dirty panties. As she fingered herself to an orgasm Jane closed her eyes to savour her warm messy bottom.

“A beautiful performance Miss Jane” said Stools as he and Fanny lay recovering from their exertions.

“Oh, thank you” gasped Jane still indulging herself. Felicity’s eyes were focussed on Georgina and Richard as they stood as before she with her legs now parted and wearing only her knickers. He was still behind her his hands between her legs, one at the front one behind caressing her holes together.

On the other side of the room Lady Harriet pushed Mr Pitts head firmly away and he knelt up. She mouthed something to him, which Felicity couldn’t quite hear or understand. It looked like ‘….. me’ and the first word seemed to begin with ‘F’, anyway whatever it was she could see what it meant for Pitt took hold of his manhood and placed the tip against Lady Harriet’s opening. He leaned forward placing his hands either side of her body and thrust his hips forwards. Lady Harriet gave a gasp as Felicity watched Mr Pitt’s length disappear into her body only to appear seconds later wet and glistening with her juices. 

Lady Harriet seemed to snarl at Mr Pitt like a cat, her lithe body writhing with his deep hard thrusts she was encouraging him.

“Come on, come on” she said through gritted teeth “I can feel it coming on. Are you coming on too?” she asked.

“Yes m’lady” gasped Pitt, ever respectful, as they pushed into each other with great force. “Now, now m’lady” gasped Pitt

“Yes, its coming oh yes” she squealed. With that they both arched their backs and Pitt pinned Lady Harriet to the bed by her hands as they closed their eyes and grunted hard. Felicity saw their respective gussets almost explode as each pushed a firm hard lump into their knickers and pants together. Lady Harriet seemed determined to fill her tight knickers in as short a time as possible and she quite succeeded as her terse gasps proved accompanied by some loud sticky squelches and a brown mess spreading quickly across her bottom.

Pitt gave a harsh cry as his pants spread with a dark mass filling the gusset until it oozed along underneath and up the crack between his cheeks. He resumed his hard shafting of Lady Harriet pressing her mess against her body with each thrust until neither could hold back and with a squeal and a cry their bodies writhed together in orgasm as they shuddered and shook against each other in a grand finale.

Felicity heard Georgina and Richard groaning Richard’s hands were underneath her and he was whispering words of encouragement into her ear as she was filling her knickers on his demand.

“Just a small piece my darling” he whispered.

“Yes, yes here it comes” she gasped,” just a little piece” a short crackle and gasp from Georgina and she became to relax again.

“That’s beautiful my love so small and soft shall a press it against you?” he asked.

“Yes Please….Oh that’s nice” she writhed as he pushed the firm poo against her body. “I going to do some more, just a small piece” she gasped. Another little grunt. “Oh yes press it into me again…..Ah that’s lovely” she eased a little more into her knickers each time and was rewarded with her firm poo being massaged into her body in a warn soft mess by his hand.

“Oh its coming too hard now I can’t hold it back. Oh Richard hold me” she grunted loudly as her body squeezed her bowel’s remaining contents into her knickers with a soft sticky squelch. “Take me Richard, now” she begged as Richard moved his erect penis between her legs as she arched her back to receive him and did so with a satisfied gasp. They rammed into each other for a short time until they both gave a harsh cry and began to shudder together in a helpless spend.

Cathy was already kneeling with Paul’s wet rod glistening in her hand as she rubbed it vigorously until he cried aloud and shot his white fluid over her breasts and belly. Cathy gasped as he skin was splattered with his hot juice. She fingered herself and came quickly.

“You’ve made a mess” she scolded him and Paul smiled.

“Well I must wash it away then” he said smiling and he took his softening penis and held it against her breasts.

“No, no you naughty boy” squealed Cathy then “Ah” as his warm golden pee flooded over her breasts washing the sticky semen from her nipples and belly. Cathy held his penis for him washing his warm liquid over her body in a rare delight.

Felicity felt alone. She had been watching the others who had now spent for the time being at least and they seemed to be watching her, and Ben. She turned to look at him he was still sheepishly avoiding her gaze. Right now to teach him a lesson. She got up feeling the stomach cramps return and she knew she must hurry or she would fill her knickers prematurely and that would never do. She lifted some cushions and brought out the leather collar and lead she had found earlier and had since cleaned up.

She advanced boldly on Ben and slapped the collar around his neck. He made to protest but she caught his eye and glared at him. He allowed her to fasten the collar and sat meekly on the end of a leather strap awaiting his mistress’s instructions.

“Take off your robe and lie on your back” she ordered. He obliged and lay there awaiting her next move. Felicity stood astride him making sure he had a good view between her legs for he would observe plenty of interest there in the next few minutes, Felicity was certain of that. She relaxed and felt the burning sensation between her legs. She squatted over his belly and groin and looked down at herself as she burst into a hot deluge over him. Her golden stream of warm water pooled on his stomach and ran down either side of his body and between his legs. His groin was occupied by a large stiff rod, which became visible through the transparent wet material much to Felicity delight. She looked at his face he was certainly aroused at the sight of a seventeen-year-old girl straddling him and peeing gleefully over his body. She considered confidently that any man, who was not aroused by such a sight, must be dead.

As her torrent subsided she knew her bowels would be straining for release soon so she knelt astride him so that she could feel his hard member against her wet pink petals which were now getting wetter with anticipation.

 She shifted position onto his stomach and settled there waiting for the first push. It came soon and Felicity found herself grinding into his belly as the tip emerged, her face was glowing with exertion as she fought to keep the monster in for as long as she could. Ben closed his eyes. Felicity shortened the lead and tugged on it.

“Watch me slave” she said, the last word surprised her she hadn’t meant to say it but she was glad she did. She meant it.

Ben looked up between her legs. Felicity felt her body still keeping up the pressure. She slowly lifted her body allowing the poo to emerge into the gap in her knickers. She stopped rising then move her hips back allowing the piece to ooze into the back filling her gusset slowly. Then she moved backwards and watched Ben’s face as he was treated to the delight of feeling her load spread in a warm mass across his belly and watching the brown mess emerge from her dilated hole.

 She gave a couple more terse grunts to push the remaining soft pieces in her knickers, then she sat down. Ben groaned as he felt the warm mess spread further across his belly held only by the flimsy confines of her knickers. Felicity fingered herself as she felt the warm mess spread up her bottom and came with a shudder. She waited until the pleasure had subsided before standing up and tugging her slave to his feet.

“Fill your pants for me now!” She ordered. Ben looked anguished but he stood legs apart and gave several pushes but nothing. 

“Hurry up slave. I want you to fill them now!” Felicity became aware that all other activities had ceased and that all eyes were engaged on the tableau that was being performed by the two of them.  Ben looked at her in despair.

“I’m sorry mistress I am too hard”. Mistress he had said mistress thought Felicity. She revelled in her power for a minute then reached for the fruit juice.

“Drink this,” she ordered, handing him the bowl. He drank quickly spilling the contents over his chest and body as he did so. He put the bowl down quenched then started to strain again. This time his stomach gave a few welcome rumbles as he braced himself for the onslaught. It came a few minutes later. His pants almost exploded with the soft warm mess that slithered out of him filling the gusset and spreading down his legs and front and back. He looked at Felicity still gasping at his body’s exertions and she almost felt sorry for him.

As the flow stopped Felicity organised the finale. She lay back on the cushions pulling the lead so that he had to kneel between her legs. She raided her legs up so that her knees were level with her breasts exposing her full knickers and her pink hole for his delight.

“Now ravish me slave” she snarled and pulled his lead so that he almost fell onto her. He placed his penis inside her and Felicity gasped as she felt him fill her with his warm rigid length. She pulled his head down and began to kiss his mouth with quick kisses she took his lip in her teeth and pulled it gently as he continued his hard pumping into her body.

“Come on” she said unable to believe her own voice “Harder, ravish me harder you beast of a slave.” Soon she felt the hot burning inside her as his slick penis shafted her relentlessly and soon the warmth spread to seemingly every part of her body as she squealed and was wracked by the most intense orgasm she had ever felt. She saw lights, the sounds around her faded as the experience lasted for what seemed like an age until she felt Ben changed his rhythm and soon her jerked and filled her tunnel with his copious hot emission.

They lay there regaining their breath, slowly returning to normality.

“Felicity Fanshawe you are a disgrace to the family “ said a harsh but familiar voice behind her. She looked up.

“Mother! But I thought..” started Felicity.

“And as for you Georgina and your ‘friends’” continued mother with some spite, “You must all be ashamed of yourselves”. Georgina took a step forward.

“No Mildred we are not ashamed of ourselves we harm no one and enjoy ourselves at no cost to anyone else. And as for Felicity, why she has seem more of life with me that she ever would have done in that stuffy Pantsdown Hall!”

Felicity disentangled herself from Ben and stood up to face mother she stood there with her lead in her hand and a meek looking Ben on the other end of it.

“And who is this creature” bellowed mother, not really wishing to know.

“He is a friend and a partner,” said Felicity her voice lowering as she spoke. Her mother decided to waste no more time.

“I don’t care young lady, I only came to tell you that we are leaving England next month to live in India for three years. But I see that the time was inopportune. As the situation your father is engaged in does not allow for the whole family to travel we must find accommodation for you until we return. Although in the current circumstances I wonder if it’s wise to have you back. If this ever got out into society your father and I would be disgraced!” said mother. Felicity burst into tears.

“That’s all you cared about was your place in society, you didn’t ever care about me. I don’t want to go anywhere with you I shall remain here.” She cried.

“So be it” said her mother “I shall have your belongings sent up.” With that she turned and floated out of the room like a warship in full sail. 

***

 Felicity sat staring out of the window at the rain outside. She had found out so much about herself over the last few weeks. She found out that Ben had admitted to his brother about the ravishing he had given Felicity at the fair and he was almost beaten for it until he told of Felicity’s manner. He was instructed therefore to be submissive before her or Richard would see that he was punished for his act. It transpired that Ben had been overcome with desire to be Felicity’s slave, finding a side to his character that he never knew existed. He was happy to fulfil her every dream.

Felicity rose from the window seat, it was getting dark. The door opened. It was Fanny. 

“Good evening Miss Felicity, the guests have started to arrive,” she said smiling.

“Thank you Fanny I’ll join Georgina downstairs directly” the door closed. Felicity looked at herself in the mirror. She looked striking with her thick auburn hair cascading onto her shoulders, her eyes were outlined in soft dark pencil and she wore black silk knickers and a black silk basque. She admired herself before turning and walking to the door. She picked up the leather lead and opened the door.

“If your very good with me tonight slave I may let you fill your pants and sit in it as a reward” she whispered.

“Thank you mistress” said a meek voice as it followed her downstairs to the party.

THE END
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