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Cinderella of Love





CHAPTER I


Myriam!
Mrs. Cornavin's shrill voice startled the girl. She whisked off under a pile of linen the exciting novel she was reading, «Love's Cinderella», and tried her best to look indifferent and wholly absorbed in her embroidering.
The door flew open and Mrs. Cornavin popped in, not unlike a wicked Jack-in-the-box.
A most unprepossessing female she was… Tall, raw boned, lanky as a stale kipper. With her spectacled, sharp-edged, inquisitive nose, her small restless eyes, her wrinkled old skin and flaccid dewlaps, her shabby grey hair drawn back tight into a horse tail, Myriam thought her the very picture of a witch.
She snapped tartly:
«Well! Myriam, would you mind answering when I call you?»
Myriam looked up, wondering. She looked up as a squirrel peeps over a nut, and there was a twinkle in her golden eyes.
«Did you call my aunt?»
«Yes indeed, and you heard it. But you were daydreaming as usual. For Heaven's sake when will you stop thinking the whole world is at your knees? Don't keep forgetting you owe your relations everything you have. I picked you, a charity girl, and brought you up as my own girls and there's your thanks for it, without me you'd be in the gutter as… as…»
She sought long for the appropriate word. «As a woman of the streets». And there's your thanks for it, you should be grateful to me.
«But my aunt, she feebly protested…
«Stop it, I'm talking… First of all, have you done with your work?»
Yes my aunt, I've finished all the embroideries… How lovely, aren't they? She was showing the dainty lawns and laces, the night gowns, the flimsy petticoats, the minute pants festooned and inlaid with lace heaped in front of her.
«Yes, but that's too good for you my girl. You're not the young lady in the manor house over there, and you'll wear these some day when pigs will fly.
«Who knows? whispered Myriam.
«You conceited fool, echoed Mrs. Corn»-vin's shrill voice. Pack all these things and take them up to the manor house. Mademoiselle Ghislaine expects her father to-night and she wants to look pretty.
«She doesn't need all this to look lovely!
«Nobody asked for your opinion on this point, hurry up! said the aunt in that peevish voice she always had when addressing her ward».
Myriam laid her embroidering aside in a box and prepared to go. As she was going to the manor house she wanted to change her clothes, but her aunt stopped her:
«It's no use! Nobody will look at you poor fool. You'll take the short cut through the woods.
Myriam swallowed back her tears. She knew her aunt hated her, she knew she was her daughters' drudge, yet she couldn't get used to the humiliations she must put up with. «Some day, she would say, I'll make her rue for it, I'll pay them in their own coin, the mean cats!»
Soothed by this hope of revenge she went out under Mrs. Cornavin's wicked scowl, and made for the manor house.
— Myriam's was a strange story. Mrs. Cornavin was no more her aunt or relation than you and I.
Mrs. Cornavin, long ago widowed of an English teacher had never forgiven the deceased spouse who left her penniless.
In the end she had managed to become Lord Disney's house-keeper, picking up genteel ways that flattered her snobbishness. As many of his country men Lord Disney had bought a manor house in Burgundy, where he loved to come and stay. Mrs. Cornavin followed him every where.
In this very manor house, called «Le Chateau Vert» because of its green tiles, an event had taken place which was to turn Myriam into another Cinderella. On a fine morning Mrs. Cornavin found on the front flight of steps a wicker basket with a baby in it. There was nothing to identify it by, except a medallion engraved with unknown arms and the monogram M.
Milord when he was told this (may be he knew the clue to the riddle) desired Mrs. Cornavin would look after the child — this in a peremptory tone — and bring it up together with her two years' old twins; for which office he would grant her a handsome allowance. Sensing some mystery and a goodly income, Mrs. Cornavin obeyed Milord's wish.
Everything went on fine for some years, Myriam was on the same footing with the old house keeper's daughters, and, besides, she grew into a lovely child.
She was twelve when Milord broke his neck in a fox hunt. Contrary to Mrs. Cornavin's expectations, Myriam was left unprovided for. As he was a widower and left no issue. Lord Disney's earthly possessions were sequestered, till further enquiries should be made.
Presently Mrs. Cornavin found herself alone in the wide world, with one more child, about whom she knew nothing.
She was for crossing over to England when the manor house became the property of a stranger, whose fortune and occupations were only to be surmised at. The new owner asked her to stay, not as his own house-keeper but as a kind of overseer in charge of all hands on his estate. She was to live in a hunting box on the grounds.
Mrs. Cornavin was only too glad to accept the arrangement, she liked the place and could live honourably there with her daughters.
But Myriam ceased to be the beloved and spoiled child of a devoted house-keeper. Now she considered her a foundling, Mrs. Cornavin used to vent on Myriam every one of her numerous fits of temper. The twins, Katy and Helen had made her into a perfect little drudge, and whereas they were taught in a private institution Myriam's lot consisted of every availing unpleasantness. She was the maid of all work, an intruder, the butt of numberless sarcasms and mean jokes.
Mrs. Cornavin couldn't forgive her stealing into the family, yet she had never told her the truth on the matter. Myriam believed herself to be some of niece picked up out of kindness. She dared not ask any questions, well aware nobody would answer her. She was content with calling her aunt no end of unseemly names under her breath, «old hag» being a favourite of hers, and entertained private and strongly original views on the world in general and her surroundings in particular.
— The hunting-box was a good mile and a half from the manor-house, but Myriam knew the short cuts; the main one by the lake shortened the way a good deal.
It was by a bright June afternoon, sunbeams played through the branches. The woods were fragrant with the scent of flowers and the strong, rich smell of sap and earth. The birds called from tree to tree, and Myriam in spite of all felt happy.
She picked some flowers in the moss and pinned the bunch to her blouse, She saw daisies in the grass, laughed, plucked one and pulled out its petals slowly: He loves me, he loves me not… The conclusion was «he loves me».
I wonder who could love me, I don't know anybody-She was seventeen and knew nothing about love except what she had read in books and that wasn't much. Her innate inquisitiveness, as well as her warm young blood led her to imagine what might be the union of two beings; the images conjured up were too childish yet to touch her. Desire was to her a vague, mysterious, call of the senses and she knew not how much good or evil its fulfillment might force upon her. The words she had read: desire, possession, volupty, were linked with dim imaginings. She knew a girl was desired when she was pretty — she knew she was pretty, much prettier than Katy and Helen. Nearly as pretty as the manor house owner's daughter.
— She looked like a lovely doll with her long fair hair hanging on her back. Her skin under her tan was tenderly flushed. Her winsome, arch, squirrel face invincibly caught the eyes, and when she smiled, she showed a row of delicate pearly teeth with the tip of a rosy tongue.
The finishing touch was given by her green golden eyes, impish and innocent at once in a face that would have delighted any lover of womankind.
And, if any such man could have caught a glimpse of what was hidden under the light blouse, could have felt the firm bare breasts, the slim waist, the charming curves under the skirt. If a glance had been stolen along the shapely legs, up the rounded thighs, how he would have yearned to know her… to meet her, may be… in a quiet fragrant wood.
Myriam's one thought though was to take advantage of this radiant afternoon to play truant. She had reached the lake by now, the lake closely hemmed round with ageless woods. Myriam often came there. She loved this forlorn, deserted, spot, the calm waters, the trees and sky mirrored in their depths, the loving stillness of nature.
She paused on the bank, played ducks and drakes, then was seized by a mad longing to bathe. The sun was still high in the sky, she'd soon be dry.
Without more ado, well aware nobody ever came there, she laid her box down, and began to undress. She had quickly done. She had nothing on but her skirt, her blouse, and diminutive pants like a small girl.
She hesitated a second before stripping completely, but the temptation was too strong. The last rampart was of in a jiffy and she stood naked as the loveliest nymph.
So happy was she to be freed of all civilized attire, that she rolled about in the moss, in the grass as a young wild animal who has just broken free, then, she splashed into the cool waters with a child's delight.
— Myriam thought she was alone. Yet a man was there too, lying on the moss close by hidden by a clump of sedges. The man was the owner of the Chateau Vert, Ghislaine's father.
— Nicolas Kozincko would say he was Hungarian, may be it was true, for he did look Slav. Yet he might have been Roumanian, Polish or Russian for all one knew. Still handsome though he was on the shady side of forty, with something of the look of a bird of prey in his cold eyes, brutal, sharp and sensual at once. You could plainly read on his clean shaven face the dispassionate will of a man used to rule everything and everybody, the bitter stigmas of pent up passions, of desire and vice too.
Nobody could exactly say who was Nicolas Kozincko. He was Rich. That was enough. He had many acquaintances, entertained many friends at the Chateau Vert, many friends as strange as he, and herds of pretty girls with them. Nobody knew what passed during the numerous parties he gave. His servants he brought with him from Paris, they couldn't speak a word of French. None of his worthy neighbours where ever invited together with these people, and when they were there was nothing they could learn. They thought Kozincko was a business man. He was rich, hence he was honourable.
Such a man might be cruel and depraved in the eyes of some, yet he became a thoroughly different being as soon as he was with his daughter.
Ghislaine was his only daughter. He never spoke of her mother, his love for his child was violent and exclusive. He shut her from the world and its taints. Ghislaine was a recluse. She lived all the year round at the Chateau Vert. One wing was her own. She had her own servant who couldn't speak French, and a governess was in charge of her education.
When Nicolas Kozincko entertained his friends, that wing of the manor was locked up, and even the servants were left out of what went on, whatever it was. As long as his daughter had been a small girl Nicolas had found the arrangement satisfactory. Now she was seventeen he realized he couldn't keep her there without danger.
This was the reason why he had come back, meaning to take her with him in Paris where he had bought her a jewel of a mansion.
This would enable him to keep the Chateau Vert to himself and his guests. To day he had got there earlier than he expected, and was having a look at the grounds; he had strayed away to the lake and waking up from his reveries had seen Myriam coming; as he had an inkling of what was to follow, instead of revealing his presence he had hidden himself, delighted at this godsend.
Nicolas Kozincko was a great lover of women. As a matter of fact that love was his «raison d'etre». Anything was game for him: ladies, artists, typists, shop assistants, he saw nothing but their bodies and the intense pleasure he could get from them.
The sight of a fine girl was a torture to him and the thought he couldn't get her was rack and torment to him.
He had some difficulty in mastering his desire when he saw Myriam stepping innocently out of her clothes, almost within arm's reach, when he saw her high pointed breasts, her slender waist, her long thighs, and the shy, fair down shadowing her sex. Her fawnlike grace when she frisked about in the moss revealing the secrets of her most intimate treasures, ripe enough it seemed, was almost too much for him. A loathsome desire had swept over him, and he saw himself rushing on the frail helpless child, violently quartering her as a faun ravishing a nymph. This swift possession would have given him an intense pleasure, yet he had still enough sense left to foresee what the consequences of a rape might be even if the girl kept her mouth shut. No! Kozincko had another plan, the girl was too lovely indeed. He would have her, later, at his mercy.
Who was she? he wondered.
One of that old crazy English woman's daughters. If such was the case the matter would be easy to settle.
He knew money can buy everything, especially virtue… It wouldn't take him long to prevail upon the mother to send the child to the Chateau. He would keep her as her daughter's lady's maid. Yes, the idea was a good one, he would do that. He kept his eyes on Myriam splashing about, and his desire grew immodestly strong…
Myriam scrambled out of the water and shook her wet hair. She played about as a happy young puppy.
Kozincko's eyes were riveted to that body which every movement revealed more intimately. The wet skin glistened as a polished metal. The breasts hardened by the cool waters' caresses were darted impudently skywards, like two tiny shields. The softly rounded buttocks reminded him of a firm peach and sometimes he caught a maddening glimpse of a shadowy virginal sex.
He closed his eyes. He mustn't reveal his presence, nor obey his male instincts however excruciating the restraint might be. He waited patiently while Myriam was putting on her babyish pants, her skirt, her blouse, wondering all the while what she would look like with lace underwear, nylons, and all these airy nothings cunningly designed to let you know the secret charms of a lovely woman.
Myriam took up her box and went her way humming a little song while Kozincko hurried to reach the manor house before our Cinderella.



CHAPTER II


Ghislaine had two good reasons for being happy on that afternoon. First of all her father had come, with no end of presents for her as usual, secondly he had told her he was taking her back with him in Paris.
She had been so often dreaming of such happiness, that she could hardly believe her dream had come true at last. For years and years she had been staying at the Chateau Vert, and had built up a wonderful vision of what life was like in Paris. Brought up as she had been in such a secluded place, away from every possible influence except that of a strict father and stricter governess, she knew absolutely nothing of life.
However, as her imagination was vivid and her spare time considerable she had built up a world of her own, and firmly believed life to be a primrose path-She simply adored her father. She had never wondered why he lived in Paris whereas she stayed in the Chateau Vert. Neither was she astonished at being kept away from his parties. She had been used to all this since her earliest childhood, and her dream world was enough to make her perfectly happy.
— Sitting in front of her dressing-table Ghislaine was combing her long hair so fair that it looked almost snowy. She was very proud of it, as of the rest of her amiable person. She often turned to her mirror, seeking critically for her best features, comparing her blossoming charms with what fashion papers her father allowed her to read.
Her face was grave for her years, with high cheek bones like her father, her eyes were strange, violet with eyeballs that narrowed like a cat's, when the light was strong or when their owner was angry.
Her mouth atoned for the haughty flash under the long lids, the lips were full, tender, smiling and there were dimples in her smooth cheeks.
The slender neck curved gracefully downwards to the promises under her light dress.
Often she stood naked in front of her looking glass, and though she was a trifle too slender still, she knew she could vie with any beauty queen.
When her hair was smoothed, she took a scent bottle and completed her toilet.
She was anxious to look her best when her father was there. His presence seemed to throw her into fits of coquettishness, and childish whims. For instance she demanded the flimsiest underwear and though nobody could possibly see it, she had yards of laces sewn to it. That was the reason why her things had been sent to Mrs. Cornavin's niece, this is how Ghislaine had come to know Myriam who always bring her work personally.
Ghislaine took another glance at her reflection, smiled, and began to sing.
She had but a lovely dishabille on, and prepared to put on a light coloured frock spread on the bed, when a knock at her door startled her.
«What is't?»
The governess' voice rapped out a few words in her harsh French:
«Mademoiselle Myriam. She has brought your things.»
Ghislaine smiled as she heard the name, she loved Myriam and her arch ways.
«Let her in.»
The door opened and Myriam slipped in, all flushed with a hopeless race to make up for lost time.
«Good afternoon Mademoiselle Ghislaine!»
She stopped short. She had never seen Ghislaine in a dishabille before.
«Oh Lord! How lovely you look! As lovely as a fairy!»
Ghislaine's clear laugh rang aloud:
«Did you ever see a fairy?
«No! But I fancy they look that way.
«I wish I were a fairy, said Ghislaine, I'd do a lot of things.
«What kind of things?
«I don't know… I'd love to use my magic wand.
«I know what I would do if I were a fairy sighed Myriam.»
Ghislaine took the box from her hands and asked:
«What would you do?
«I'd run away, very far away, I'd punish all those who have been nasty with me, and then…
«And then?
«Then I don't know. I'd have a lot of fun, I'd go to dance and buy heaps of lovely things… a manor house like yours.
«Who knows, whispered Ghislaine, all this may come true some day. I read that if you wanted and wished something hard enough, you'd get it in the end.»
Myriam seemed to like the idea.
«Do you think so? I won t stay here long then.»
Ghislaine had opened the box and was looking at its dainty contents.
«I've grand news to tell you. I'm going to Paris, with my father…
«You're going away… for ever…
«No, no; but I'll no longer live here all the year round. I'll come down now and then.»
Myriam looked worried by the news.
«You're so lucky!
«Yes, owned Ghislaine. I'm lucky to have such a father.
«Oh Myriam what lovely laces! I'll look wonderful.»
She was holding at arm's length the daintiest of slips, as flimsy as a cobweb.
You don't need that to look wonderful, said Myriam who did not knew what envy meant.
Ghislaine was chuckling with delight, running her fingers on the airy thing then she started up and laughed:
«Oh come we're going to try them on.»
She dragged Myriam into the bath room. Myriam followed, rather shyly for she thought she'd never dare look up if Ghislaine took of her clothes. Ghislaine must have guessed it for she exclaimed:
«I hope you're not shocked. Besides there's no harm in going about naked when you feel like it?
«Of course not, owned Myriam who remembered how she stood half an hour ago by the lake.»
Ghislaine slipped out of her dishabille and stood in the simplest of undies embroidered with her monogram on the side. Her breasts were bare. Myriam noticed they weren't as full as her own, but very pointed, conchlike. Ghislaine was slightly taller, slenderer too. Her skin was so fine one might fancy it translucent.
She took off her last veil and was utterly naked. Her small flat belly palpitated as a bird's heart. She laughed as Myriam fastened her eyes on most intimate part of her body.
«It looks as if you'd never seen a little girl naked in your whole life. Or is there anything strange about me?
«No; stammered Myriam, you're just beautiful.
«Don't be so modest. You're quite as beautiful… Take off your things we'll compare…
«Oh no! protested Myriam, I can't… I…
«Don't be silly, nobody ever comes here, and if you take off your things I'll give you one of the sets you embroidered, the one you'll choose…»
This was too much for Myriam, she thrilled with joy as she thought one of these silky prisons might encase her body.
She undressed. Soon both girls were engaged in edifying comparisons. Ghislaine was running her fingers on Myriam's breasts, flattered them, stroke them, weighed them, tickled the naughty nipples, then she took Myriam's hand led it to her own charms…
Most innocent games that tasted sinful yet…
Myriam felt much more disturbed than Ghislaine. Her senses were exasperated. She felt a quicker, richer blood whipped up under her skin. Her heart was throbbing madly.
She wished the game would stop, but dared not say it, afraid Ghislaine might be cross.
Once as Ghislaine was touching a very tender spot, she uttered a short cry. She felt almost fainting.
«No!
«You silly goose, laughed Ghislaine. I won't hurt you. Look, try one of these, will you?»
Both of them were soon flaunting about in light apparel, comparing the colour schemes and the effects of the laces on their young virginal skins.
«You see, cried Ghislaine, you're as pretty as I am. Your body is fuller in the curves… and you've got wonderful breasts.
«Quite true, owned a voice behind them, she's got wonderful breasts.
«Daddy! exclaimed Ghislaine… and without any confusion or self consciousness she clung to his neck.»
Myriam was dumbfound. She had nothing on but transparent pants Ghislaine had just given her. She hung her head but her unabashed breasts darted impudently towards Nicolas Kozincko, and as a small school girl caught red-handed her arms were locked behind her back. She was crimson with shame, and expected a severe apostrophy. Yet the man was content with gloating over her.
«Don't you think she's as lovely as I am, Pa? I asked her to take off her clothes. I've given her these undies and I wanted her to try them on. The situation, peculiar as it was, didn't seem to embarrass her in the least, and though she was more than half-naked, she had fondly taken her father's arm.»
Nicolas Kozincko seemed to wake up from a dream.
«Yes, she is very lovely indeed. Who is she?
«Why! It's Myriam, Mrs. Cornavin's niece!
«Oh Yes, quite. I might have guessed. Well Myriam will you put something on, and come to my study!»
Myriam stammered:
«Yes Sir!»
She hadn't the slightest doubt. He was going to give her an awful scolding, away from Ghislaine, and she thought of the perfect string of catastrophes that would be her lot at home.
«As for you my dear, you'd better get ready, for I have some guests to night, and I want you to look your best.»
Ghislaine began capering about the room in her joy, still unaware she was half naked.
His father looked on her a few instants, but his look what that of a hen on her tiny willful chick.
When he left the room, Ghislaine was still dancing, while Myriam was hidden in the bath room almost shaking with fear.



CHAPTER III


Nicolas Kozincko was sitting behind his vast bureau when Myriam was ushered into the room.
In her tight plain little skirt, in her light blouse a bit crumpled in her haste to dress, she was the very image of a poor girl, caught in the act, and making mountains of a molehill, all the more so as she knew not very well what harm she had done.
Nicolas Kozincko was silently gazing at her, enjoying her helplessness, willing to heighten her confusion. He understood perfectly well what was going on in Myriam's mind and prepared to take advantage of the situation for a few preliminary tests.
After a long silence he whispered kindly:
«Come closer Myriam!»
She stepped forth trembling, and stopped in front of the bureau. She looked at him and expected to see him rising and scolding her in that gruff voice he used with the labourers on his estate.
«And so, he suddenly asked, you're not content with bathing stark naked in my lake, but you must come here to play with my daughter at some little games which I hope are innocent?»
Myriam was shaking all over. “Who could have told him? Who had seen her? She felt undone.
She raised her eyes, dim with tears, and stammered:
«I didn't know it was forbidden… I… I was so hot…
«I suppose it's the same heat that made you strip in front of my daughter.
«She… She had asked me to do it… otherwise I'd never…
«How old are you? «I'm seventeen, Sir. «Seventeen, and you've never been out on your own, you never went to a dance, you never had a boy friend?
«Oh No!»
Nicolas was delighted. Such a hunk of flesh, so fresh, untouched… as yet. His blood was on fire.
What do you think your aunt would say if she knew?
She'd throw me out, sure, cried Myriam, she'd beat me.
Come nearer, come, I'm not going to eat you for Heaven's sake!
Myriam went reluctantly round the bureau. Kozincko took her hand, and drew her to his side.
«Shall I take you with Ghislaine in Paris, what would you say to this? She opened large wondering eyes.
«I…»
«Why! you, of course! Ghislaine has no lady's maid and you'd be a friend as well. Considering she seems to have a liking for you, it wouldn't be so bad…
«Oh Lord it's all a dream!
«It might come true.»
Meanwhile Kozincko was still holding her hand and played, absent-mindedly with her belt.
«I don't think your aunt would say no, he added, if I asked her…
«But I'll never know… she lamented, why did you choose me…
«It's very easy, Ghislaine must have a lady's maid, a pretty, sound, girl, like you… For you're pretty, aren't you?»
His hand was now stroking her legs, stealing up imperceptibly.
«For you're pretty… very pretty…
«I… I don't know… faltered Myriam, who was as much disturbed by what she heard as by the slow insinuating caress. His hand was travelling up. He felt her stiffening little by little, he perceived the frantic throbbings of her heart.
«When he reached the laces she had kept on, she started back.
«Is this much more wicked than what you did some time ago?»
His cruel eyes were riveted on hers, striving to crush any attempt at resistance, increasing her fear.»
Her went on:
«I need a very fine girl to be my daughter's companion. If you care to come with her in Paris, you'll have to be beautifully dressed. I'll pay for everything, of course. You'll have lovely dresses and the prettiest underwear… the same sort of thing as what you're wearing now… nail polish, lipstick, powder, scent bottles, everything a fine girl must have.»
Myriam was drinking in the tempting words. She'd be able to go away, to fly from her aunt, from the humiliations of her present life. She'd resemble the heroines in the novels she preferred. She'd see Paris, and know the world, she'd see the marvelous shop windows, she'd go to the pictures… It was too good to be true.
Yet it was all within her reach now. Still she was afraid it might be a cruel joke.
She felt that hand on her thighs, stroking, burning. She guessed it was wrong somehow, that he shouldn't have done it, yet she said nothing fearing to see her dream collapse.
Would you like to come to Paris?»
She murmured in a trance:
«Oh yes! I would…»
His hand sneaked between her thighs reaching a very secluded nook. She sighed faintly:
«Oh! Sir…»
He held her tight by now and lengthening the caress, he whispered:
«Good! You'll come, such a lovely little girl, it would be a pity to leave her here, wouldn't it?»
He felt her almost fainting under his skilful fingers and he longed suddenly to force her, here, now. It was plain she was as innocent as the newborn babe, and that he must profit by it, the sooner the better. She was very white about the lips and dared not look him in the face. Again he mastered his impulse, but he wanted to make the best of position. Keeping his fingers where they were previously engaged, he rose and without a word unfastened her blouse, he freed a breast, kissing greedily the tender nipple.
Myriam protested:
«No! Let me go…»
She escaped from his arms and stood helpless.
Nicolas Kozincko was gazing at her quizzically.
«I thought you wanted to come to Paris? «Oh Yes! I do, but…
«Now look, I understand what is the matter with you, but don't you trust me? I'd never do anything that's not right. You could be my own daughter… Are you afraid of me?»
She shook her blonde hair, regretting her rash gesture.
«No sir but it makes me shaky all over.»
Ignorant of love's scales of sensations, that shaking was to her a terribly abnormal phenomenon.
He smiled and drew closer. He no longer knew whether he was to go on and possess this naive virgin or wait for a better opportunity. However, he couldn't stop now. He wanted to feel her struggling in his arms, to crush her ripe lips under his. Such struggle!.. then her submission. He knew she was too eager to come to Paris to resist long. He knew he could dare and that she wouldn't breath a word.
He drew still closer, reading in her eyes a desire to please him and a conflicting unconscious longing to protect her virginity.
She retreated slowly, wondering all the while why she was so silly as to spoil her last chance. On the whole what arm could he do? He could kiss her, and whip her blood as he had just done. After all may be it wasn't so very wrong. She knew what possession was; at least she thought she did, she believed she might always fight him away if it came to that.
Now she was at bay, there was a sofa behind her, he was surely going to push her on it. She thought of her aunt, of her cousins, and concluded she shouldn't, couldn't and wouldn't resist.
«Well, little thing, will you go to Paris or will you not..?»
He stood in front of her, towering above her. She rose fearful fawn eyes and faltered:
«I will…»
Kozincko's mind was swept with a wind of madness. How desirable she was, that little consenting victim, ready for his use.
He bent over her, chucked her under the chin. Tears glistened in her green eyes. He clutched her shoulders and tumbled her on the sofa. A last protest: «Oh sir!»
He had already crawled over her and fastened greedily on her body. He kissed ardently the soft lips that yielded under his, while his impatient hands roved over her flesh bared her breasts, caressed the smooth thrilling skin.
Myriam was almost fainting with fear and delight under this manly embrace. She had never been kissed before. She had never thought it could be like that. And this skilful hands who knew so well how to touch, to madden her! Taut as a bow under the caress, she was still on the alert, her whole being refusing what she felt must come. She had closed her eyes to forget it was Ghislaine's father who was there. She fancied it was a stranger. She strove to be patient. Soon he would leave her, when he would have what he wanted, and then she could think of her marvelous dream, still so vague.
When she felt Kozincko's mouth on her breasts, she began to mistrust her strengths. What was this languid sweetness that overwhelmed her? What fire stirred under her whole skin, burning her womb leaving it full of unknown cravings? She held her legs closed tight in a last attempt at resistance, but when she felt his hand wedging tender and imperious between her thighs, she yielded and her protest was lost in an ardent kiss. Now, Kozincko knew he wouldn't take her. He had too strong a sense of love and was too refined, not to understand what a gross error it would be to possess her «in a hurry» so to speak.
He sensed in Myriam the rich warmth of a passionate body, of a young ardent blood. He wanted her, but in a gush of passionate frenzy. Now her submissiveness didn't excite his desire so much. If she had struggled, maybe he would have been spurred on by the male instinct that every fighting female rouses.
Now he was engaged in waking up in her the consciousness of love's existence. So he kept caressing her knowing alone what he was driving at…
When he felt her squirming in his arms, then relaxing abruptly with a stifled cry, he had an inward smile and gave her a long kiss before releasing her.
«Well Myriam? Have I been so cruel?»
Myriam was stretched on the sofa, concealing nothing of her crumpled laces. She was completely at a loss. Had Kozincko possessed her? She was conscious something had happened and couldn't explain what. Was it love or just an episode on the way..?
As Ghislaine's father repeated his question, she sighed:
«No you've been very kind… but…
«But? What is worrying you?»
She had the courage to ask:
«Did you possess me?..»
Nicolas Kozincko was at pains to suppress his mirth:
«No Myriam don't worry? I didn't possess you! you're still a virgin, a very little girl.»
He added privately: «Not for long though.»
Myriam kept silent for a long while, then sighed with a strangely remote voice: «I prefer it that way!»



CHAPTER IV


Kozincko took her by the arm.
«Come along! we're going to tell Ghislaine.»
Myriam followed him. She was still deeply disturbed and imagined everybody would see what had happened. Though Kozincko's answer had taken a weight off her mind, she was well aware she had done something wrong.
Had not Ghislaine's father said:
«Don't tell my daughter. This is between us.»
Of course she wouldn't breath a word of it. She'd never consent to speak of such a thing even to her best friend. Now she wanted to forget everything about it; she could only think of her triumphant return home to her aunt. She was still anxious Mrs. Cornavin might refuse, yet he had said «she wouldn't refuse him». Moreover she would probably be happy to get rid of her niece.
Yet if Myriam could have guessed what was in store for her, she would have showed less joy… but, with youth's characteristic lightheartedness, she was very far from thinking what she did dangerous.
She could hardly hide her happiness when she saw Ghislaine.
«My dear, said Kozincko, may I introduce this young lady who will be a lady's maid and a companion to you…»
And he pushed Myriam forward.
Ghislaine was dumbfound at first, then she hugged Myriam and laughed with sheer delight.
«Is it true Daddy? Are you taking Myriam with us to Paris?
«If you want her!
«I do want her, it's wonderful! I never had a friend before!»
She kissed Myriam:
«You're happy aren't you? You see I was right. You were talking of fairies… Daddy is our wizard.»
She hung on her father's neck. She was exceedingly fond and tender, she was so often alone. Then she thought of Myriam's aunt and asked:
«If your aunt refused her consent?
«She won't do that, said her father. I'll drive there with Myriam and get that lady's consent. Myriam will stay with us to-night. You'll look after her, lend her a few dresses, we'll see about the rest in Paris.
«Oh yes Daddy, I'd willingly give her everything I have.
«Good, I'll have a look at the car, Myriam you'll join me later. As soon as they were alone together, they began to dance a mad jig «Both of us in Paris! What glorious piece of luck!» cried Ghislaine.
As Myriam had grown pale all of a sudden, she stopped:
«You don't look pleased! By the way, was that why Daddy asked you to come to his study?
«Yes said Myriam, and I thought he would scold me!
«Why? Because you where in light apparel when he came here?
«Yes; because of something else too…
«What was it? please do tell me?»
Myriam told her how she had bathed in the lake.
Ghislaine looked miserable.
«Oh why didn't come for me us, I would have loved to bathe too!»
Then coming back to her favourite topic, she added:
«You see Daddy is a darling. He didn't scold you and he takes you with us. Isn't he extraordinary?
«Oh Yes! said Myriam.
«Well go and join him now. While you'll be away I'll look at my wardrobe, and then you'll choose what you like best.»
She kissed Myriam once more and went away singing.
— On her return, Myriam was rid of her last misgivings. Mrs. Cornavin and the twins were on the door steps when Kozincko's smart car drew alongside.
The old English lady looked the picture of dumb surprise. She rarely saw Kozincko, and he never was very friendly in his tone… Myriam's presence in that car by his side was too unexpected for words.
The twins, Katy and Helen, two red-haired, freckled, girls who weren't pretty but had a bitter-sweet charm somehow, were nudging each other, and waited for their mater's wrath. They wondered what Myriam had done to have the owner coming here personally.
Kozincko was courteous yet brief:
«Dear madam, I'm here to rob you of your niece.»
My daughter is leaving for Paris and needs a lady's maid, and a companion as well. Myriam is exactly what we need. I came to ask you to let her come with us to night.
To Mrs. Cornavin it was a bolt out of the blue, she stood dumbfound.
Myriam in Paris, with Ghislaine… That was too good for that little minx! And this, all of a sudden, without the slightest hint!
Mrs. Cornavin in spite of her sanctimonious look knew a thing or two about men, she guessed Kozincko's plans. Though she kept her mouth shut she knew what went on at the manor house on certain nights.
After recovering from her surprise, she almost managed to muster a smile and asked the girls to leave them alone.
The look she gave Myriam was more than hostile; was she going to say «No!»…?
Did she guess what had happened, thought the girl.
Her cousins' rattle of questions ended these reflections and Myriam soon made them grey with envy with the account of her luck. Mrs. Cornavin was positively honey mouthed…
— «You know, I hope, this girl isn't my daughter, I took her as a baby and she isn't seventeen yet. You understand I stand responsible for her…
«Do you think madam I couldn't protect her as efficiently?
«This isn't what I meant, smirked the old hag, but Myriam is a delightful little thing, appetizing but pure as a lamb… you see what I mean by this, do you not… It's so easy to stray away…»
Kozincko grew a trifle pale.
«Do mean to say I entertain objectionable views on the child?
«Good Heavens! cried Mrs. Cornavin.. and., even if you did… You're a gentleman…»
He understood she had guessed everything, and was willing to help him. He eyed her silently and reflected she might be of use to him. He gave her a cold smile and agreed:
«I see… We'll easily come to terms together.»
Mrs. Cornavin grinned broadly.
«I knew you were a man of the world. I think I might… lend you a hand. This child is meat for a king, but she might be more… reluctant than you expect. In this case I'd be glad to help you.»
Kozincko knew which side his bread was buttered. He offered:
«While we are away, you might come and stay at the manor house with your daughters, I'm so seldom there myself…
«I know, said Mrs. Cornavin, I might make myself useful in some little ways… I have still got some trustworthy friends who… besides I know the world and…
«It's a pity really you didn't tell me before of all this. I'm delighted. So it's all settled?
«Yes, and believe me, be firm with this child, she needs a master.
«I think I'll know how to… break her in…»
And they parted with a smile.
Myriam was waiting for him outside. She read in his eyes it was all right.
«We'll wait for you to night at the manor.»
Myriam could hardly believe her ears, she almost hugged him.
She didn't see the look in her aunt eyes as the car was driving away, neither did she hear her woods:
«If I know how to manage him, he will have a lot to pay for that little fool's maidenhead.
— Her aunt was surprisingly kind to Myriam when she left. She gave her little presents, pin money; but, at the last moment, she had a small chat with her…
«I suppose you understand why Mr. Nicolas is so anxious to take you to Paris…?
«No, my aunt, he told me Ghislaine…
«You silly fool! Don't you see he's got something else on his mind. You're pretty, you're young, with a fine figure. Don't you understand…»
«I…
Myriam protested.
«No, I don't see what you mean!
«Listen, you're no longer a baby… I know there ear many things you don't understand yet, but you've been reading enough books to guess what a man expects from a girl he doesn't love.»
Myriam was silent, her aunt went on:
«And even if you're too silly to know that, it doesn't matter much, the only thing is the result. Mr. Nicolas wants you… You mustn't disappoint him… He's a rich man… He may do a lot for you and… for us. When you'll be in Paris, he'll try to caress you, to kiss you. Let him for. Heaven's sake!.. But stop him in time. He mustn't go too far… at least not yet…
«But my aunt, cried our innocent Myriam, who didn't understand a word of this motherly piece of advice… what must I do?
«This is what you're to do, pursued Mrs. Cornavin, and she gave a vivid concise, if somewhat coarse description of the process.»
Myriam's cheeks were hot with shame. She had never thought of all this; she had never imagined any such thing, and she thought what Kozincko had done the limit!
Her aunt's accurateness was the ruin of her dreams. She understood now she had had a hairbreadth escape. Now she'd never be able to set eyes on Ghislaine's father without thinking of her aunt's realistic description.
«You mustn't let him shove in. Let him do anything he likes, but not that!
«But if he forces me?
«If you're not a fool, he'll never be able to force you, just dodge him! When he will be nuts on you, I'll tell you then what you must do… You understand then; anything but your maidenhead.
«Yes, my aunt.
«You'll tell me everything, beside, I'll see for myself as we're going to move into the manor.»
The news startled Myriam.
«You'll live in the Chateau Vert?
«Yes, do you wonder?
«No, said Myriam, no… I no longer wonder at anything!»
Yet she wasn't far from thinking her aunt had combined and planned the whole thing, and her joy was mixed with some bitterness and apprehension.
— Yet Katy and Helen envied her, unaware they would soon play their part in the intrigues so unexpectedly schemed up…



CHAPTER V


«Myriam? Have you ever been in love?»
This momentous question was asked when Ghislaine was having her hair brushed by her friend at night, as usual.
Myriam smiled:
«No Mademoiselle, never…
«Don't Mademoiselle me when we're alone, please…
«Well Ghislaine, I've never been in love. I knew nobody over there.»
Ghislaine looked disappointed.
«So you know nothing about love?
«I don't think the pair of us knows much about it…
«Why! I do know something I've read books, forbidden books in Daddy's library. They told extraordinary, unbelievable stories. There was one about a girl who had been kidnapped, and raped afterwards, then they obliged her to sell herself to everybody, and if she refused she was beaten…
«It was written all along…?
«Yes, and how she had been forced, and everything they did her… Do you think such things are possible?
«If it was printed it must be true, said our naive heroine. What did he do…?
«Oh I can't explain, but it must have been painful, she cried, and the more she'd cry the more he'd hurt her.
«Yet said Myriam, they say love doesn't hurt, except the first time because it's big and of course you're not used.
«How do you know that since you never tried?
«I heard it once, it was a girl who had just married. She was telling my aunt her first night with her husband, I was hidden and I heard everything, but I didn't understand it all.
«Did she like it?
«Yes, she said it was fine!
«It must have been something different from the book. Surely there are several ways to do it. I won't bear to be hurt, I'll fight.
«In that case you can't fight. They may bind you on the bed…»
Ghislaine giggled.
«What a silly goose! how could a man bind you. It would no longer be love it'd be just a fight!
«Anyhow, this can't be love. If I was in love, I'd give anything to my lover. Even if he hurt me, I'd love him all the better for it…
«And I would be so sweet, he couldn't help being kind.»
This pretty scene was on, a quiet night in their delightful mansion in Neuilly, a fortnight after they had settled down there.»
Ghislaine's father who had his flat on the Avenue Foch, visited them everyday. He showed them around, took them to the theatre, played the darling father to a nicety.
He had never been alone with Myriam yet, and only got a few stolen caresses here and there in the dark… when he left at night, a few kisses at best…
Myriam was too much absorbed by her new life to attach much importance to Kozincko's attempts, she had never refused him the trifles he had asked for up till now, he was as much attentionate to her as to Ghislaine and seemed to guess her slightest desires.
Myriam now was very well dressed, and on an equal footing with Ghislaine who, kind hearted as she was, would always approve her father's, suggestions.
Everything, then would have been for the best, if, by chance…
— On that morning, Ghislaine found her favourite scent bottle broken, a very small matter indeed, if Ghislaine hadn't thought it impossible to do without that subtle personal mark of elegance. Myriam quickly proposed to go and bring back from town the missing bottle.
She went out, looking for a taxi. The weather was enchanting, as she walked along the Bois towards the Porte Maillot, a smart Jaguar stopped by her side and a youthful male voice laughed:
«May I take you for a drive, Mademoiselle?»
Myriam turned round and her heart beat quick. The man who had called to her was young, gay, suntanned… He looked so self-confident, he was so handsome she had to stop, thought unwilling. She was aghast at her own answer:
«Why not?.. In such a deliberate tone the man laughed outright.
«Here's a girl who knows her own mind!»
He got out of the car and helped her in. Myriam sat down on the low seat. She didn't catch his eyes, diving quickly and appraising the snowy frills between her thighs as they were revealed for half a second.
«My name is Jerome, would it be too much to ask for yours?
«Mine is Myriam.»
She had spoken without the least embarrassment. She was amazed at finding herself sitting by this stranger, as she had so often dreamt…
It was so simple.
«Well Myriam where are we going?»
She gave the great perfumer's address. And Jerome started with the feeling that once chance was on his side.
Jerome Lazart was exceedingly good looking (and he took advantage of it you may be sure) but he was above all an adventurer. He was well off, how he had got his money is no concern of ours, he spent his fortune at a quick rate, and his one care was to get his full of pleasure every day… Constantly obsessed with one desire, he couldn't conceive how a woman might possibly resist him. All his moral and physical resources he used in that game as well as his money, hence his numberless successes.
He knew a few things about fucking a lovely woman, and got the loveliest mistresses in tow, yet he loved variety to such an extent that he was utterly unable to stop on the path of volupty. As soon as he caught sight of Myriam he wanted her. The way she walked was extremely alluring.
He hadn't hesitated a second before calling out to her. And now she was so close he was but thinking of the quickest way to get his end in.
Myriam was answering every one of his questions, he soon knew she was living with another girl, that they were along except for the servants and a strange thought was shaping itself in his mind.
«Is your friend as pretty as you are?
«She is very pretty, owned Myriam.
«Certainly less than you are. You're fresh as a bunch of roses. Would you believe me if I said I fell in love at first sight with you.»
Myriam was blushing with sheer delight. She had never known such emotions. How wonderful to listen to that caressing, warm, male voice, to be close to this handsome clear cut face, to those tender full lips. She dared not answer and looked straight in front of her. He went on.
«Do you mind if I tell you what I feel for you. I desire you with the best of my soul and body. It may be too quick, too sudden… but it's so wonderful. You're not cross with me are you.
«Oh No! said Myriam, with so much spontaneousness Jerome felt sure of the game.»
He went on in the same style. He knew the key words to a woman's… heart. His voice was caressing. Myriam was elated with his charm.
As soon as she had done with her errand he took a short cut to the Bois. Myriam protested, but he was so persuasive she accepted to play truant. As soon as they got into a secluded sunny underwood he took her in his arms, bent slowly over her lips and gave her a long, passionate kiss.
Had she wanted she wouldn't have been able to resist so imperious and caressing was he. He had tumbled her back on the seat, and sliding a hand round her waist, he fingered one breast slowly, skillfully. She was almost fainting between his arms, and a thrill ran through her frame. When his pleasure. How different from Kozincko's brutish kiss, with his appetite for her flesh and that hard quivering lump against her thighs. How kind and soft her present lover. She could have stayed like this for ages.
Jerome knew perfectly well what he was about. At the first kiss he had understood she was «virgin-ground». He saw he would have to play the grand love scene if he wanted to have her. A virgin was a great incentive and he felt he would warm her up to that point when she could no longer say nay… He found she had a splendid body as he was rambling gingerly, up and down, here and there. Firm throbbing breasts, hard high nipples; his other hand he had first laid on Myriam's knees, then it slid under the skirt, up the nylon stockings, slowly… then be reached the silky skin of the thighs, Myriam tightened her legs, he didn't go further, he simply ventured to send his scout on the surrounding of a tender shy, downy, crack hardly protected it seemed by some lawn and lace, and he was content with tickling a frill absent-mindedly.
More than a powerful embrace, this attentionate (so she thought) restraint won Myriam's heart. As he withdrew his hand, she offered him her lips, with charming spontaneousness.
«Now I must go back, she said. Be good and drive quick.»
«Yes, if you'll promise one thing… You'll see me to night again…»
«To-night, why! it's impossible. We never go out alone at night.»
«And… during the night…?»
«No, I can't it's too dangerous…
«Don't you trust me?
«Yes, but I can't. I'm not alone in the mansion.
«To-morrow morning then? I'll wait for you on the avenue. You'll find a way to escape.
«I'll try…
«I'm sure you'll come and if you don't I'll go and climb over the walls!»
Myriam laughed gaily.
«The servants would kick you out again…!
«Then I'll meet you to morrow?
«Maybe.»
Jerome was content with this, well aware he'd always manage to see her again. He drove her back to the mansion and before parting kissed her once more, tenderly, lovingly.
She was almost sorry to leave him.
When she entered the quiet mansion, Ghislaine was beginning to wonder what had become of her, and Kozincko was there.
Myriam lied: she had taken a taxi and got lost. Ghislaine believed her. But her father was suspicious and quite determined to get Myriam, willy-nilly, before any one had the privilege to nose in first…
Kozincko knew Paris too well to forget Myriam was an easy prey to the prowling appetites of his fellow men.



CHAPTER VI


Nicolas Kozincko had taken them to his own flat Avenue Foch, where they had lunch. The flat would be a good setting to this new adventure. It was on the grand scale and luxuriously furnished. Kozincko was rich and his taste wasn't too bad.
He had shown them round, and Myriam felt terribly anxious as she saw his bed-room with its vast bed, a regular battle field… She remembered her aunt's words… everything but your maidenhead… As a matter of fact, since she had met Jerome, she was ready to refuse Nicolas everything. She compared them both. How could she feel anything for a man who might be her own father. He had made her happy and elegant, true enough, but was it not merely to corner her all the better, to repay himself on her body of all his previous expenses?
Myriam was beginning to guess what depths the word «love» could hide.
After lunch, Ghislaine was to go the hairdresser. Myriam thought she'd go too, but Kozincko didn't agree.
«The chauffeur will take you there my dear he said. Then I'll come with Myriam to fetch you when you've finished. We'll go to Saint Germain for dinner.
Myriam understood she'd have to face him. He was sure to want many things, she trembled at the thought of the approaching fight, and wondered how she would manage him.
As a matter of fact, Ghislaine had understood her father was much attracted of late by Myriam's grace, and she thought it very natural; in her eyes her father was a demigod, and no one could stand up to him. Totally ignorant of what desire meant she believed it logical that Myriam should submit to any of her father's requests… She had seen how intent his eyes rested on Myriam's body since the bath room episode, she inferred that there must be something going on and intended to ask her friend what it was.
As soon as they were alone, Nicolas drew close to the girl.
«Well Myriam, are you happy in Paris?
«Yes indeed, she answered, Ghislaine is so kind to me… and you… and you're so… so good…»
He smiled.
«Yes I'm good, as you have it… I'd love see you very, very happy. And to share that happiness, hum? Do you understand… If you want you can be very kind to me…»
Myriam bowed her head silently.
Nicolas had drawn closer. He was looking at her with new eyes. She was no longer the poor Cinderella he had known at the Chateau Vert. Her lavender blue dress fitted her perfectly well, clinging to her young firm breasts setting off her slim waist Her bare arms smooth and silky, her wrists delicate. She wore high heels and nylons. The caterpillar had turned into the loveliest butterfly which Kozincko was quite determined to add to his collection.
Myriam dared not step back. His eyes were blood shot, he drew his breath quickly, thickly; she didn't want to pain Ghislaine's father, but the mere thought of his brutal caresses nauseated her.
She was ready to escape when Kozincko caught her by the waist.
«It's a long time since we haven't been together… I wanted to have you to myself alone, to touch your dear little body.»
He had fastened on her like a leech and bent her back almost double. Then he cupped his hands under her plump little buttocks as she wriggled to get free. Myriam felt on her hair the short breath of a man who eats plentifully drinks abundantly and fucks away like a horse. He slowly rubbed his body against hers, seeking a contact through the material. His cock knocking already at the stable door… He sought her lips. She averted her head. He had a small bite at her neck, and Myriam thrilled all over.
He scolded her gently:
«You want to fight it baby… I like it, it rouses me. Love is a fight you'll be a lovely town to ransack. Fight it… but remember I'll always ram my tool up your cute twat in the end.»
He bent and flung up her skirt sneering:
«What princely undies. Come on let me have a look at your pussy.»
His hairy hands clutched her thighs. He fingered the soft resilient flesh, he had a tremendous hard on already and grew obviously impatient.
Myriam was trying to fight him away silently, he cornered her in a deep armchair, caught her mouth, threw his tongue down her throat as a prelude to another inroad into her flesh, while his thick hand shot up her legs directly into a helpless little crotch, pawed it enthusiastically.
Myriam was giddy. For a second she thought she'd faint. She kept her thighs closed tight, and managed to escape his grasp.
«You're very strong he stammered, how long will you keep the show up?»
Myriam was fighting now partly in dire distress, partly because she understood Nicolas loved the fight as much as the victory and she hoped to satisfy him that way at least.
Suddenly he lifted her up in his strong arms.
«Come, you need some more room and con-fort to struggle…»
Myriam kicked right and left but all to no purpose, except showing a pair of maddening thighs…»
A few strides brought him to the bed-room. He locked the door and his countenance fell.
«Now Myriam stop that silly game. You can resist a little, it's part of the game, but don't do it too long, I'm far from being patient, I might grow unkind… I warn you… You'll be a delightful mistress.
«I don't want to be your mistress.
«You might have gone the whole hog the first day at The Chateau Vert, had I cared to unbutton my fly.
«Please, no, not now! I'll do anything you like, but not that…
«You said everything I like?
«Yes, as long as you don't take me.
«You'll let me…? do anything I choose?»
She bowed her head.
He chucked her under the chin as the first time they had met. She let him slid his tongue into her mouth submissively.
He tore off with a yank the front of her dress, leaving her care to the waist.
She started with fear.
«I won't hurt you, I'll be very tender, come…»
She let him take her hand. He led her to the bed, spread her on it, and lay by her side. Kissing, gobbling at her breasts he tried to rouse desire in the girl. But Myriam thought of Jerome and was as limp as a weed.
Everytime he tried to get between her thighs she escaped him. This maddened him. Straddling on her he tore off what was left of her clothes. His lips roved over the revealed body, caressed the down above the little crack, then he forced her thighs open and buried his face between them, his tongue delicately parted the little lips. Myriam felt her body tingling with pleasure and expectation, she grew moist…
Nicolas felt this might be the way to victory, he slid his hands under her buttocks, she opened more and more under his warm tongue. She couldn't help whimpering and stiffened as she felt a thrill running up from the very bottom of her backbone.
Nicolas tried to slip in a stiff swollen pecker. Myriam jumped aside almost in a last effort, turning her back to him. Mad with her foolishness that deprived him from the reward of long efforts, understanding he would never get anywhere if he didn't force her, Nicolas flung himself on the helpless little buttocks and thrust in up to the hilt.
Myriam cried and stiffened with pain but Nicolas was completely unleashed he paid no attention to her cries and fucked her up to the eyes; he ended with one of one long agonizing spurt and was lost in a volupty which though it wasn't an entire possession was at least an exciting initiation.
Myriam was trying to swallow back her sobs unawares that thank to the gods and thanks to sodomy, she was still a virgin…



CHAPTER VII


Indignant at her resistance and still ravenous with desire, Kozincko took Myriam to the hairdresser to fetch Ghislaine, then left abruptly.
«I'll send you the car, he blurted out, you'll both of you get back to your place and I'll come for you in the evening.»
Myriam obeyed as an automaton. He hadn't breathed a word to her on the way. May be he would send her back to her aunt. Yet she thought she had let him do what he wanted and the pain was still so acute that she tried hard not to cry.
The fact was Kozincko needed a diversion to calm down his anger and his amorous appetites. He was used to have everything complying with his slightest wishes and couldn't understand why Myriam had resisted him. He might have shoved in of course without so much ado, and he was perfectly determined to have her at any cost, but he wanted this to happen at a favourable time in another frame of mind.
Besides he had managed to get something, and the memory of that something made him laugh.
«She only got the merest little bit of it, but next time she'll get the whole length in front and no mistake.»
Just now he wanted a woman badly, and he had escaped to get back to his office. There he had a regular harem, well supplied in choice victims between those thighs he would calm his hungers…
«The first cunt will do, he privately vowed, but she will have a fucking fiesta..!»
— Kozincko managed different types of busies in Paris. Yet the only truly profitable one among the whole lot consisted in supplying foreign markets with pretty girls. He was the head of a vast organisation, and he'd sell flesh as any other kind of goods. This trade had been the making of his large fortune.
Under pretence of import-export exchanges, of theatrical agencies, of varied night clubs, he could without danger apply his resources and energies to this trade, and occasionally he would test himself the qualities of his goods.
He was sole and dread master in his office, where he held his head-quarters. He was most exacting as to quality and quantity… and the woman who was head of the female staff, the ex-manager of a renowned brothel, knew it well.
There were two distinct men in Nicolas Kozincko, two distinct souls. As Dostoievski's heroes he could go to the extremes of good and evil. He acted with a pure freedom sanctified, so to say, by the violent instincts of his nature.
All the vicious, mysterious, forces alive in a Nietzsche, a Lautreamont, a Sade, as well as Montherlant's Costals' disdainful wisdom, led him along as far as women where concerned.
Yet, and simultaneously, he loved his daughter with the purest love. Following Gide's precept which presents the experiencing of evil as a necessary step to achieve the best that's in us, he would steep himself into the filthiest debauch and returned purer, stronger…
Kozincko was a Slav. In him were blended the complexity of asiatic souls, their simplicity too, their love for suffering in one's own flesh and spirit as well as in others and their sensuous mysticism.
Martha, the head of the feminine staff was devoted to him, and as soon as she saw him she understood he was in an angry mood…
She knew too how he used to vent his fits of temper on the staff…
Martha had grown a very penetrating psychologue during the long years she had managed her brothel. She knew everything of course about Kozincko's real business, and she thought the best would be to send him the new-comer: a small, rather noisy, brunette who thought a world of her precious self since she had been elected Miss Dactylo, and whose sole ambition was to become a movie star. Her name was Elaine but she had changed it for Lydia…
She was a lovely hunk of flesh with short curly hair, a nice face a trifle vulgar perhaps (too much red on the lips, too much black on the lashes), yet she possessed an harmonious body, pert teats, fine legs to which she owed the best part of her Miss Dactylo's crown.
Lydia would never set the Seine on fire, and to say the truth she was a simple little soul. Martha had engaged her who knew what she was about, and Lydia thought that, thanks to her charms, she'd soon find a way to fame. Martha, had of course agreed with her, telling that the boss who possessed numerous and various agencies wouldn't fail to be impressed by her talents and figure.
What Marta knew was that he wouldn't be shy of helping himself to her cunt but that was part of the day's work! Thus without waiting, as soon as she saw Nicolas she beckoned her innocent to come.
«Come with me, the boss will probably ask you to his office.»
Lydia flushed with pleasure.
«Ask me?
«Why yes! smiled Martha… Try and be up to it… Lydia powdered her nose hastily and followed Martha.
«Wait for me here, I'll call you.»
— As soon as she was in Kozincko's private study, Martha asked simply:
«Anything wrong?»
Nicolas tried to dismiss Myriam's obsessing image and smiled a poor smile.
«It's no thing really. A minx has upset me… very bad for my nerves I daresay…
«I see, said Martha. Do you want me to teach her a few things. Girls sometimes need a good piece of advice and often a good thrashing…
«Or both at once, he retorted… No, I'll manage her alone… but you guess what I need now…
«Why sure, I've got here a hare-brain who would need a few inches into her to sober her a bit…
«What type?
«Dark, with a good figure. But I can't warrant for her maidenhead. Yet she may still have it.
«Damn your virgin cunts, he grumbled; they all imagine the ocean will dry if they let you have a go at it. They put on no end of wry faces, you'd thought they want to be handled with gloves…
«If you've a tender conscience… Otherwise the only way is to give them a sound flogging which does a great deal towards the improvement and widening of their understandings. In my own time a young cunt was always soundly thrashed before she was sent to the stallion, to use her to pain and when you lugged in she thought it exquisitely sweet.
«That was the golden age of fucks… he sighed, where's your chicken?»
Marthe tittled:
«She's rather simple, but she's a good kid. She's just been elected Miss Dactylo. She wants to become a movie star. It won't be hard to tackle her. She'll think it's a test…
«Good, I'm fed up with shilly-shallying, and having my end out without getting it anywhere. Let her come here, and you'll stay till the occasion comes. We'll have some striptease.»
Martha agreed readily and went to fetch Lydia.
«As soon as she found herself in front of Kozincko Lydia lost what little wits she ever had… His severe looks, his surly countenance, the way he surveyed her from head to foot, as if he was already undressing her…
Nicolas didn't mince the matter:
«Madame Martha tells me you're Miss Something..?
«Miss Dactylo sir.
«And you'd like to act?
«I… I don't know sir… Yes.
«You know I control some theatrical agencies. If you prove gifted…»
Martha broke in, in a bland voice.
«She's got a lovely figure… Show your legs my dear.»
Lydia with restored self-confidence pulled up her skirt a little above the knee.
«No! No!.. You were asked to show your legs and not merely what everybody can see of them.»
Martha took the skirt and pulled it up very high indeed, above the rounded thighs, above a plump rump under cheap little blue pants.
Lydia blushed under her make up, and pushed down her skirt with a quick shaky hand.
«Not bad, owned Nicolas composedly, your breasts now.»
Lydia hesitated, Martha unfastened her blouse, plucked off the brassiere.
She had smallish breasts yet nicely tip tilted, with wide purple nipples. Nicolas eyed them, feeling his blood stir, his sex already quivering with delight at the sight.
«That might do, reflected Kozincko…»
He got up, came towards the girl, cupped his hands under breasts weighed them long, absent mindedly, it seemed. As a matter of fact he was already stiff…»
Lydia had started back but Martha was somehow blocking the way.
«I see your plastics are alright, Kozincko added, what's your age?
«Twenty two.
«You're a virgin?»
She was flabbergasted. She turned to Martha who explained.
«Monsieur asks you if you're a virgin. Did a boy ever screw you?»
The girl shook her head indignantly.
«Never!»
Nicolas raised his arms to the merciful heavens and looked at Martha quizzically.
«Good God! twenty two and still a maidenhead on! and she wants to be a movie star! But that's sheer nonsense my dear! You'll never get anywhere with such a handicap. You must be less ignorant. You've absolutely no chance to succeed whatever.
«I didn't… know… I… I'll…»
Lydia was almost crying. She never thought they laughing at her and having a good laugh too…
«Do you mean you're going to see about it..?»
Lydia blushed and grew pale again. She recovered her voice and stated:
«I don't think it will be too difficult.
«No certainly not, said Kozincko, it's a pity though I had a contract there, ready for you.
«A contract… Fame…»
Lydia winced at the word…
«Is it absolutely necessary… not… not to be… a virgin..?
«Quite. It's a pity, but there's nothing I can do for you.»
Martha broke in officiously.
«May be there would be a way?
«Yes? What do you suggest? asked Kozincko gravely.»
Martha turned to Lydia:
«You want that contract to be signed now, don't you?
«Oh Yes!
«Well, may be Monsieur Nicolas would be kind enough to… help you…»
Lydia glanced at Kozincko, and wondered how he, the great boss, could ever assist her…
She felt ready to do anything.
«Well said Nicolas drawing close, we might try…
«But… not now..? stammered Lydia.
«Now or never… grunted Nicolas, you'll leave the room with your contract… if…»
He had waited long enough, he had a tremendous hard on, and his cock felt like ferroconcrete. Without waiting for an answer he grabbed at her breasts and kneaded them in a frenzy. Lydia turned round again for advice but Martha had vanished. Nicolas was pushing her backwards to a narrow couch in the room.
He wedged his hand tight between her legs, pushing a finger inside her. Lydia was panic stricken. She was willing to let him fuck her if needs be, but not that way, not so suddenly, so brutally; she had read novels too and imagined love required a solemn setting, a large room, white fragrant embroidered sheets, white flowers in a vase…
She feebly protested, Nicolas stopped that by thrusting his tongue down her throat. He was in a hurry, that girl bored him, the game no longer amused him. Another virgin at that! But this time he wouldn't be so patient.
He had tumbled her back on the bed, crushing her under his weight, he threw her legs open. While she kicked distractedly right and left, he slid his hands under her buttocks, with the tips of his fingers almost inside her cunt; having thus fixed the target, he prepared to nose in. Every virgin is afraid of the wound, Lydia too recoiled. But he had gripped her fast. He was sweating, his pecker twitched and jumped with excitement at the door, he arched his loins, came smack against her and rammed it up her twat with all his might, feeling almost lost up in her womb. Lydia had wriggled with burning agony, but she suddenly remembered her contract and let him slip it in and out frantically as long as he pleased.
— Her eye riveted to the key hole, Martha was enjoying the show. She laughed under her breath:
«Gosh, what a fine pen to sign a contract…»



CHAPTER VIII


Lying all dressed up on her bed, in the next room to Ghislaine's, Myriam was remembering the events of the day. How she had met Jerome, how she had been… used by Nicolas, and the evening she had just spent with Ghislaine.
Kozincko had been a perfect lamb all along the evening. It seemed he wanted Myriam to forget what had happened. He had given her a costly bracelet and Ghislaine had received a dazzling diamond brooch. Yet, in spite of it all, Myriam was from being fearless. She was quite sure he would try again to force her, and she would have to let him possess her. Now she had seen his face distorted with desire and anger, now she had seen what seemed to her an enormous, hairy gnarled, tool, the mere thought of it made her faint with apprehension. Even after her aunt's lesson she had never imagined such coarseness, such ugliness, she loathed it. She hadn't imagined love that way. She imagined it all sweetness and caresses, not as that frantic stab that wound her. She thought it a communion of bodies, not this quartering, under a panting male, not a defilement by that hideous, fat, twitching, lump of flesh she had seen brandished above her; her aunt had said how some women could please a man easily by getting it in their mouth and caressing it; to Myriam this passed all conceivable horrors as far as she connected the caress with what she knew of Kozincko…
Besides the mere thought of feeling him pounding again pushing and plugging her with those jolts that made her gasp, was unbearable.
Yet she owned she had felt, a strange, unaccountable for satiety in this pain forced upon her to which was somehow allied an unknown pleasure springing from her wounded flesh. Was that volupty? It seemed there might be immense pleasure in the act when freely consented to with a man you loved, but not when you had to bear the pawing and fucking of that Kozincko.
She tried to fancy what she would have done if Jerome had been there instead of Kozincko. She would surely have said Yes… he was so handsome, so tender… Now she was at a complete loss.
What could she do? This couldn't go on. Either she'd become Kozincko's mistress or she wouldn't stay.
She understood and she admitted Ghislaine's father could demand something from her in exchange of all what he had given her up till now. She had agreed on this point the first time. She couldn't refuse now. Myriam thought she would have let him do in spite of her aunt's advice, but Jerome had come. She was haunted by his face, his smile. If she loved him, she couldn't have Kozincko too…
It was the moment Ghislaine choose to tiptoe into her room. She was just out from her bath, naked under a Japanese kimono, which she had left open on pointed breasts. She sat down on Myriam's bed.
«Well Myriam, What's the matter with you? You've been looking so strange these last days? Is anything wrong with you? Are you unhappy? Are you in love by any chance?»
Myriam awoke from her dream and smiled slowly.
«No Ghislaine, I'm just sad and dreamy and I don't know why…
«I think I know…»
Myriam started.
«You know..?
«Listen Myriam. I'm your friend, am I not? You can tell me everything. Aren't you in love?»
Myriam had feared for a few seconds Ghislaine might have discovered something about her father's pastimes, but she soon understood Ghislaine knew nothing as yet. She decided to tell part of the truth.
«No, she answered, I'm not in love, but somebody's in love with me.» Ghislaine clapped her hands admiringly.
«And you don't love him?
«I don't know.
«How do you know he's in love with you? Did he tell you?
«In love is not the exact word, he wants me.»
Ghislaine looked surprised but nonetheless interested.
«How can you tell that? Did he kiss you. Did he do anything… else? In that «anything else» Ghislaine conveniently included everything she didn't know.
«Yes, said Myriam, he kissed me, and did something more.
«And do I know… him?»
Myriam hesitated before launching into a deliberate lie, for she didn't want to hurt her friend.
«No… you don't know him. I met him by chance this morning, that was why I was late.
«What does he look like?
«Very handsome. As handsome as a god.
«And he kissed you as soon as you met? and you didn't protest or..?
«Oh please tell me everything, I do so want to know!»
Myriam told the adventure of that morning, but to Jerome's acts she substituted Kozincko's, without giving any too realistic detail…
Ghislaine lying on the bed by her side was drinking in her words.
She wanted to hear every detail, and when Myriam came to some scenes she had lived with Ghislaine's father on that very afternoon, the girl asked with the gravest innocence:
«Please will you show me… please…»
She had thrown off her kimono, and lay naked on the bed. With just the slightest inkling she might be doing something wrong Myriam acted the scene again. She began with stroking the other girl's silky breasts, striving to do it tenderly, passionately, then she ran her hands along the body, caressing the hips, the thighs, the legs, sliding back to the flat palpitating little belly…
Myriam liked the game. Ghislaine's skin was so fine, so smooth! and she received the caress with such pleasure… she drew quick breaths, gasping with pleasure sometimes and when Myriam tentatively touched her little bushy puss, she opened up her legs to let her in all the better. Soon what had been but a reconstitution became an original, fascinating, game.
«Take your clothes off, whispered Ghislaine in a dying voice.»
Myriam obeyed and was very much astonished to feel Ghislaine pressing against her, returning her caress for caress. After much fondling and wriggling, Ghislaine burning lips found Myriam's and they kissed long thirstily sliding sucking fresh taut tongues. Myriam remembered the thrilling caress Kozincko had forced on her. Parting Ghislaine's scented thighs, she found with renewed kisses the way of Ghislaine's eager cunt, she slid her tongue along its small lips, wedged it in between, nibbled and pulled gently at the hair, thrust her warm tongue in again, further, deeper, eagerly, Ghislaine grew delightfully moist and suddenly as Myriam had done for the first time at the Chateau Vert Ghislaine arched, relaxed suddenly, knowing that elation when the soul seems free from the body.
«My love… It was wonderful… come… it's my turn…»
And Ghislaine showed her gifts in glueing her tongue into Myriam's wet little crotch. Myriam soon squirmed under her nimble, avid lapping.
They loved long thus, discovering the elementary laws of Lesbian paradise. When, happy and weary, they fell asleep in each other's arms, they looked like two angels asleep by mistake in love's tumbled bed.



CHAPTER IX


For a few days, Myriam lived as in a dream. With Ghislaine's help she managed to see Jerome every day. She knew delightful instants with him. Receiving his caresses she refused herself yet, her desire, her love for Jerome and her fears to lose him growing stronger every day. She had promised him she would soon be his, and hoped to get free from Kozincko, and, why not? to marry Jerome… That was the reason why she hadn't yielded yet. Jerome of course was too impatient to wait, even her vows she would belong to nobody but him, sounded too futile to satisfy him long. He had appointed himself a day before which he should get that girl, and had it not been for a diabolical scheme that hatching in his mind, he would have made an end of it earlier… Yet he had often heard of Ghislaine. And through Myriam he hoped to get at her… Jerome loved dearly that sort of intrigue. It was his sole raison d'etre. And he would have given much to tackle both girls at once.
At night Myriam would tell her friend what had happened and the games begun on that theme would last until the small hours of the morning. Ghislaine was a passionate lover. Shy and rather awkward at first, she had grown exceedingly skilful, and Myriam wondered what her father would think if he knew… Kozincko hadn't breathed a word but he had been busy. He had gone back to the Chateau Vert and had a chat with Mrs. Cornavin. Both agreed the present situation couldn't last and planned out a few things accordingly. When Kozincko came back in Paris, he was satisfied Myriam would soon be his, and not in halves this time.
— One morning, as she had just left Jerome, Myriam got a wire from her cousins, bidding her come to the Chateau Vert, her aunt being very ill Myriam never thought this sudden illness might be a fraud, a snare. Ghislaine's father had said on the previous day he was going to England that week-end. Myriam didn't like her aunt much, yet she couldn't refuse to go at such juncture, besides Ghislaine insisted that she should go.
Myriam didn't notice Ghislaine's excited look. As a matter of fact Ghislaine knew her father would be at the Chateau Vert. He had told her this, adding there would be a surprise for Myriam…
Ghislaine was happy to take part in the confection of the surprise, and did her utmost to send Myriam down to the manor house.
Myriam sent Jerome a wire, she would see him three days later…; then she caught the first train.
— Since Mrs Cornavin had moved into the Chateau Vert everything had changed on the estate. Mrs Cornavin was quite determined to win the owner's sympathies. She had engaged a feminine staff which she had carefully selected, and when Kozincko arrived he was very much astonished to be greeted as a bashaw in his harem. Glad to see his secret desires thus flattered he gave Mrs. Cornavin the high hand on the house. The old hag asked for no more.
On the day before Myriam's arrival he sent for her and said:
«You know I'll have some friends here to night. They'll probably come with their women, but I would like to present them with something fresh, rustic, some kind of wild game, if you like..?
«I think I've got what you want. Two or three country lasses… I think it will do admirably…
«By the way, how do you propose to manage Myriam?
«Very easily done… She'll be locked up as soon as she gets here. A sound thrashing which you'll witness, then I'll dose her in to a receptive frame of mind… When you'll care to slip it in, she'll be extremely grateful to you…»
Kozincko eyed for a few seconds that old severe looking person, and reflected he had long thought her a puritan bore… vices assume sometimes strange aspects.
«Fine! I give you a free hand..!»
And his one thought was to anticipate as best he could Myriam's possession.
— When she arrived, Myriam was greeted by her cousins, Katy and Helen.
«What happened? asked Myriam.
«Mamie wants to see you now, answered, Katy who could hardly refrain from giggling at this piece of mischief.»
Both girls were jealous and eager to play a good joke upon their lucky cousin.
«She is in Ghislaine's former room, said Helen, I'll take you there. Myriam followed. She thought the girls hurried because of their grief.»
She crossed the huge halls of the old manor, to reach the wing that had been formerly used by Ghislaine's house hold. She felt rather lost at the thought her friend wouldn't be there; she would have to lie alone in a vast cold bed. She had grown used, of late, to Ghislaine's love and though imperfect their games had been ardent and tender.
The twins as they were leading Myriam on couldn't help casting admiring looks on her dress. Where was the poor country girl they had known and mocked and bossed one month ago. They longed to know what her life was in Paris, but, they had been trusted with a mission and they had to accomplish it.
Myriam had hardly stepped into Ghislaine's room when the door was locked from outside. She heard her cousins laughing as they ran away. What did it all mean? The room was empty… Where was her aunt?
It took her a few minutes to understand she had been imposed upon, yet she never thought of Kozincko. She thought her aunt fearing she might not obey a mere order had found that way to get her back. But, then, Kozincko must have told her something… about her resistance?.. May be he had written the old shrew to take her back..?
Myriam was lost in these thoughts, how could her aunt imagine such trick? Why hadn't she been told what was the matter, why had she been locked up as a thief? Myriam felt desperate for some time. At least everything would be made clear to her soon enough she hoped. Her aunt would box her pretty ears and that'd the end of it. She'd manage to get back to Paris with Ghislaine's help and she'd see Jerome. That would settle everything.
With a youthful carelessness, Myriam was building up her future life. It was much better to get a sound flogging at her aunt's hands — after all she felt a trifle too old to get flogged — than to go the whole hog with that old ape, even if he tried to do it kindly.
Myriam went round the room. It was just the same. Ghislaine's white bed was still there with its white bear furs. It seemed the girl had never left it. Fresh flowers in a bowl… Myriam went to the window. She was on a second floor looking out on the woods, there was no way out. How long were they to keep her here?
She suddenly remembered her cousins and whispered:
«I'll pay them back in their own coin!»
Then little by little she realized it might be a carefully planned scheme, that her aunt was obeying Kozincko's orders, that Ghislaine knew too… and she grew afraid.
«No! that can't be! They couldn't be all of them leagued against me..! As she murmured these words, a key turned into the door which opened slowly and let in Mrs. Cornavin. Myriam stood gazing at her aunt's vicious bland face, at her eyes, cold with pent up hatred.
«Well, I can see you've followed my advice? Are you proud of what you've done..? We're going to be thrown out of doors because Miss ass is too good for Monsieur Nicolas… What do you say to this..? Nothing! Monsieur Nicolas let me know everything. I thought you'd understand what he wanted. You're a silly goose and I wonder how he ever could take any interest in your foolish little and. Are you going to tell me why..?»
Myriam felt the weight faults she hadn't committed yet. She tried to explain:
«But my aunt I did as you told me, I let him and at the last…
«Shut up, bawled out her worthy aunt, who knew Kozincko was following this interview through an ingenious contrivance in the ceiling. You're a fool!»
Once more Myriam tried to protest. Her aunt stepped forward and slapped her face masterfully.
«Here you're, for a beginning!»
Myriam fell on Ghislaine's bed and sobbed aloud.
«You can cry, you conceited fool, you goose!»
She drew a cur birch from under her vast skirt and nourished it above Myriam.
«A good thrashing is what you need! That'll teach you!»
She tucked up her sleeves, caught Myriam by the heels turned her over as a pancake, tore off her skirt and blouse, leaving nothing on but her stockings. Myriam didn't struggle. She was sobbing miserably on the injustice of the whole thing.
«Cry! Cry! you silly cunt! sneered the aunt.»
She brought her cane down with a vengeance on Myriam's poor little buttocks that recoiled under the blows.
«No! No! cried Myriam, what did I..?
«You'd better ask what you didn't..!»
Above Ghislaine's room was a kind of attic carefully locked in other times, which the former owner had fad fitted with a sort of magnifying pane that allowed him to see everything that passed in the room below. Thanks to this clever contrivance, which Nicolas knew though he hadn't used it before, he was watching the proceedings below with blood shot eyes and drumming pulse… Never had he wanted that girl so much. Never had he seen her so beautiful. She was simply maddening. His prick felt murderously stiff. He wished he had been down there with the old shrew. He'd flogged her within an inch of her life and lunged in afterwards. He'd have had her wailing with pain before giving her infernal fucking fiesta. His prick twitched with excitement at each thump of the birch on that lovely distracted body. Love to him was closely connected with suffering. A bitter volupty was overwhelming his senses. His eyes riveted to the pane, he longed to bawl out; flay her! thrash her! yet at the same time he self some sort of sneaking pity for the girl.
Mrs. Cornavin was still belaboring vigorously her victim. Myriam cried and ran blindly about the room, pursued by that fiend. She stumbled, fell on her back, kicked about exposing her cunt in her struggles to get up. Her aunt wielded the birch ruthlessly but skillfully, she aimed at the breasts that hardened and stood out more pertly under the blows, at the thighs, and more particularly at the buttocks, she well knew where the effect would be stronger…
Myriam was totally helpless under the blows. Her whole flesh burnt, and at the same time she felt a mad pleasure. Her cries now were almost wails of pleasure. Her eyes were two dark slits in her ecstatic face. Her lips were taut in a sort of smile. Her body thrilled under the birch and she fell in an all pervading volupty. She no longer squirmed or wriggled. She lay on Ghislaine's bed, legs thrown wide apart, her little cunt offered up to the blows, her quivering breasts standing out in a perverted holocaust to that new pleasure.
Nicolas was clutching at the floor, kneeling, his eyes riveted on that hungry piece of cunt; Mrs. Cornavin once or twice made a vicious lash at the wet crotch, and, as the birch drew upwards as it were, Myriam raised herself to follow, to take in the divine, disappointing pain.
Kozincko was on the rack, he was tortured with a demented desire to fuck that girl to death and as long as the flagellation lasted he stayed there panting, in the agony of his cravings.
— After that flogging, given much more to please Kozincko's taste than to punish real fault, Mrs. Cornavin thought Myriam would quickly reconsider her conduct on a new basis… As a matter of fact she thought the girl had been quite right to let him starve till then, a fact that allowed Mrs. Cornavin to make herself useful now… By thrashing Myriam she intended to please her employer to, win his gratefulness and profit by it. She thought that by now Myriam would be reconciled with the necessities of her position which after all was not utterly without advantages…
Yet Mrs. Cornavin was wrong.
Myriam was stubbornly determined to do exactly the contrary of what she was expected to do. She had decided to rebel against everything and everybody in the place, she brooded on dark schemes of revenge. She spent her whole night planning out every conceivable mischief, wondering too what her aunt was driving at…
She found out that soon enough.
Mrs. Cornavin came back in the morning with a huge flat box in her arms. She opened it with loving care and drew out a dazzling evening dress, yards of white organdie, gold clasps at the shoulders and a slim belt to match. A dress out of a fairy tale! Myriam couldn't help smiling at this marvel.
«A fine present is it not..? smirked the aunt as she caught Myriam's smile.
«A present? wondered the girl.
«Yes. You're invited to a party to-night.
«Oh, am I..?
«Yes, a wonderful party will be given at the Chateau Vert to night.»
Myriam understood everything. Her aunt's thrashing, the present, Ghislaine's trick, her cousins', the whole scheme that had been put up against her. And her aunt was the head of the conspiracy. She understood why she had been sent down here, locked up, abused and flogged. She was to understand any further resistance to Kozincko's brutish cravings was useless, she was to yield to the master's whims…
«I suppose it is that dear Monsieur Nicolas of yours who's been generous enough to invite me?
«Yes, and you're going to accept…
«Shall I accept to be forced by that old fogey?
«Don't try to be witty. You'll do what I tell you.
«What if I do not?
«You'll do it! cut her aunt. It would cost you a damned lot if you didn't. I'll leave you with your dress, you have the whole day to think it out. When you are decided, you'll ring, then you'll get everything you need to repair your energies…
«Which means I'll badly need them afterwards..?»
Her aunt went out without answering, locking the door as usual.
Myriam was much mortified at having been thus imposed upon. She could well expect it from her aunt, from the little bitches her cousins, but from Ghislaine! from her one friend! Ghislaine knew her father was at the Chateau Vert, she had hidden that from her, but did she know too what his intentions were, did she know what was the purpose of the snare?
Then Myriam thought of Jerome and resolved once more she would never yield to Kozincko. The day dragged on, then she thought, may be, she could go to the party, she would manage to escape him… The dress was so beautiful… she was hungry, thirsty, she rang the bell…



CHAPTER X


This wasn't the first «party» Kozincko gave at the Chateau Vert. He had grown into the habit as much to entertain his friends — and very special friends they were — as to surfeit his own morbidly depraved tastes.
Generally the victims of these Bacchanals were poor girls lured away from their modest surroundings, and who after the fiesta were but a few more human wrecks in Kozincko's and his friends' trade.
On that night, half a dozen of these men were present, men on whose faces the very treponemes seemed to crawl about, men who no longer cared for games they knew too well, and had to be soaked with alcohol to get some sort of fun… A German, a Roumanion Jew, two Spaniards, a sleek-haired Argentine, and Freddy who was Kozincko's manager in France.
They had brought their women with them, ex-shop assistants or «demi-rep» encased for this one night in magnificent evening dresses and obviously ill-at-ease.
Nicolas Kozincko insisted upon this gorgeous dresses, finding a morbid, refined, pleasure, in treating those cunts as women of the world to sully them all the better when fucking them at the end of the evening.
All these were very pretty girls, but most of them with sheepish, submissive look, were ready to gratify any whim of their present master. They seemed to be on fatigue duty, this was no party for them, no feast, no treat, they had been paid to look lovely and happy.
That was why Kozincko had asked Mrs. Cornavin to get few untamed samples of rustic cunts for that night. As to him, he had got Myriam and he got awfully horny at the mere thought of it.
The party had been going on for some time already when Myriam came. In her resplendent white, clinging, dress she looked like a fairy. Kozincko though he knew her well couldn't help saying:
«You look like the loveliest Cinderella in her ball dress!»
And he introduced her to his friends.
They greeted her without being chary of their praises. They didn't forget the last discovery of the boss was at least for the time being taboo, yet this didn't hinder them from taking stock of her from head to foot… shamelessly. Kozincko was flattered to see in his friends' eyes their boundless of indiscreet admiration.
It didn't take Myriam long to find out the party wasn't what she expected, the men had been drinking, the women were informally offering their goods… All the faces were weary, sad, Myriam was sorry she had come. She wanted to escape.
Kozincko must have guessed it, for he handed her a glass of champagne:
«Drink it little dove, you'll see how fine life is at the bottom of a glass!»
Myriam drank, and drank again and again.
Little by little her first impression dwindled away. She thought Kozincko kinder, his friends she thought droll, their girls looked happier. After the fifth glass she let him kiss her lips and hardly balked when he slid his hairy hand into her snowy bosom.
Round about twelve they began to dance. Myriam followed all of them one after the other. Freddy held her so tight she felt guilty but dared not say a word. The Argentine always managed to let his hand sneak along her thighs and pinched her buttocks with a vengeance.
Once he cornered her and slipping his hand under the flimsy material tried to caress her thighs. Myriam pushed him away just as her aunt came in.
Her aunt looked very puritan and grave as she entered..! She had come to tell Kozincko the country girls were there. She introducted them one after the other.
How had she prevailed upon them to come was a mystery to any living soul? Three ruddy country lasses… very young at that.
They giggled foolishly, nudging each other.
Very simply dressed, fresh, rather pretty, they had the charm of extreme youth, the charm of unripe fruit… They had been probably drinking for their eyes glistened strangely and they were very red in the face.
Kozincko called his friends. While the girls were rushed into the fiesta, Mrs. Cornavin drew close to Myriam and gave her a small pill box.
«Take these! They'll keep you from getting drunk without making you sad.»
A few white pills… Myriam swallowed them all and poured a glass of champagne on top.
«Cheers my aunt!»
Kozincko was eyeing the scene from a angle, he smiled and winked at the old wizened hag.
«Now, he grunted, you will force me…»
— The party had reached its climax. A coarse mirth lightened up every face. Nervous giggles rose from the girls' throats. In dark nooks couples looked like strange figure heads.
The whole atmosphere was electric with desire. As if all these beings had spent the evening sharpening their senses. Every cunt seemed to possess weird mesmerizing powers.
The three girls Mrs. Cornavin had brought were the most lively… They seemed to be endlessly playing hide and seek with the males. They let them selves be kissed, but seemed cautious of allowing any other caress.
Suddenly an oppressive silence prevailed. Then Freddy launched the first attack.
He was dancing with one of the country wenches, whose name was Monette. As it was a tango he had managed to bend her almost double against him, rubbing himself hard against her skirt. Then he tripped his partner, tumbled her on the floor. It went like a greased lightning. Before she could say a word, Monette was quartered under him, the next instant she had a good stiff length up her twat and enjoyed it immensely after a faint cry…
That was the beginning of a general fucking. There were wails, sobs, grunts obscene calls. Some were fucking away on the table, other in armchairs, it all looked a bit untidy on the whole…
Sitting in an armchair by the fire place, while Kozincko was duly engaged in tickling her breasts and petting her pussy, Myriam had a dispassionate view on the scene. Something burnt her deeply, since she had taken her aunt's pills. An unaccountable, mute desire stirred in her womb. She submitted rapturously to Kozincko's caress. She thrilled with the same yearning as yesterday under the blows. She craved for… she didn't know exactly what she craved for.
Kozincko wished he had been able to screw one of the wild fowls… for they were wriggling their asses at the end of his friends' pricks with unusual lust, but he was afraid somebody would get it into Myriam before he could say «Jack…» if he went away… He was content with watching on her face the growth of a frantic desire. He knew that before long she would be sprawling on the floor thighs apart asking for it; every unbuttoned fly already put her in a trance. She'd soon be on fire… and he would make it up for her then.
One of the country girls who had managed to escape the stallion up till then, sought a hiding place near by, in a vast arm chair. She looked half distracted with fear and sought for the door. The Argentine was after her.
He quickly found her, she gasped and tried to fly. Without a word he thrust her back into the arm chair.
«Where are you trying to? Don't you feel comfy here? Show me your legs. He bent and tore off her skirt with a yank. He laughed with pleasure at the sight. Myriam shuddered at his coarse guffaw.
«And you wanted to hide such pretty little crack! Open it up and don't be a prude… Your friends weren't so finicky..!»
Holding her back, legs up, with one hand he was quickly taking his cock out. The girl who had understood any resistance would be vain was sobbing quietly, he ran his prick on her lips, on her breasts that had half escaped from her dress in the struggle, then he spread aside the delicate rounded thighs. His prick stood out as a flag pole, he bent, nosed in, arched his back, the girl gave a wail, and he laughed thickly, stammering:
«What lovely narrow cunt… it fits me like a glove… a glove. Myriam, at that very moment made a convulsive grab at Kozincko's fly and fainted away.»
She hardly felt two strong arms lifting her up, while, Kozincko whispered hoarsely:
«At last, you'll get it in too!»
— Myriam came to in Ghislaine's room where Kozincko had carried her. In her white dress, lying helpless on the bed, she looked like some mysterious blossom in the dark. Bending over her Kozincko was kneading her breasts masterfully after baring them. Before she could completely regain consciousness he crushed her lips thrusting a taut tongue far into her mouth, while his hand rove under her dress, sliding between her thighs up into her crack where he began a maddening caress, before he could inflict it a longed for wound.
Myriam was already wet under his fingers, her thighs blissfully opened up she had completely forgotten where she was, who he was. Her blood was on fire. Her body hurt with ravenous cravings. Her temples hammered. A strange hunger harrowed her womb.
Her breasts were taut and hard. Their pink nipples were darted upwards imploringly. Her loins shook with agonizing thrills, expectant of a blessed suffering that would soothe the intolerable yearning of her flesh.
Kozincko knew she was his now. Shaken by a long pent up desire, he tore her clothes away with distracted gestures. His eyes were riveted on her heaving breasts darted towards his lips in a dumb, insane, appeal. He was stammering broken sentences, in which her name recurred as a leitmotiv. Alternately tender and voracious.
«Let me… Let me… little puss… Let me… I won't hurt you… Then he would sneer and faltered… I'll fuck you up to the eyes… I'll make you shout with pleasure…»
Blurred images passed before his eyes. Girls he had forced, girls who had offered themselves obscenely. He saw Ghislaine's face, his dear little girl he had so well sheltered from evil… All this images danced a frenzied jigue before his eyes. He had never desired any girl as much as this one. It was like a huge blaze gnawing at his vitals.
Suddenly he brushed back her skirt over her thighs and panted before that glorious virginal body. The stockings didn't conceal the ivory of the skin.
Her sex was half hidden under light lawns and laces, its shadowy curves were lost between the quivering thighs.
He wrenched that flimsy rampart off and she felt him coming smack against her, she jumped aside in a panic crying:
«No… No… not you… not you!»
This incensed Kozincko. He clutched her frail shoulders, mauling her tender flesh.
«Why not? he roared… you bitch, you dirty little bitch..! You'd love it but with somebody else… with some handsome chap… You'll be mine, mine, and no one else… I did for you more than for any other piece of cunt… Now that's enough… I'll fuck the ass off you… I'll ram it up that hole of yours…»
Kozincko was wan with rage; he grew brutal. Still, Myriam managed to escape, crazy with the contact of this hairy swollen tool on her thigh, on her buttocks as she struggled frantically to free herself from his grasp.
She was going to jump from the bed when two deft hands, when somebody else, pulled her skirt over her arms and face, then her arms were pinioned tight behind her back. It was vain to struggle now. She heard him laughing wildly her legs were forced open, she felt a warm stiff lump on her pelvis twitching lasciviously, then she was torn, thunderstruck as it were. She didn't even cry with pain. A huge tide seemed to overwhelm her. Pleasure lashed her with such strength, with such powerful impact, she slung her legs round his neck and dragged and glued her cunt as close as she could, wailing with joy all the time. Kozincko was mumbling in her hair:
«I got you, bitch, I got you at last!»
Myriam was past caring who had shoved in as long as she felt it jammed in tight, as far as possible…
She felt the other person had let her arms free, but saw nobody; she dug her nails into her lover's shoulders, her mouth twisted savagely, she squirmed with delight under his weight, stammering: Oh come, come deeper, go on. Kozincko was fucking away for dear life as he had never done before.
Violently clinging to him Myriam sank into volupty.



CHAPTER XI


Next morning when she woke up, Myriam wondered at the surroundings. Leaning over her, Kozincko was waiting for her to open he eyes.
After one whole night wholly employed in possessing her, Kozincko wasn't satisfied yet. She had given herself after the first shyness… witch such obscene gusto that he was still nonplussed and delighted. The new thing was that instead of soothing his desire this long drawn fucking festival had only made him all the more ravenous, and now he was waiting impatiently for her to wake up to slip it in once more…
Myriam whispered half-asleep:
«Where am I?»
Nicolas was already fastening on her, wedging between her thighs:
«Dear little dove… in my room… remember our wonderful night… remember you're mine…»
Myriam listened without understanding, then she felt him nosing in and everything was clear… the girl in the armchair, the Argentine lunging into her, her own fainting… the bed… her arms caught, her skirts stiff ling her. She had become his mistress, but who had held her, had helped him to ravish her? It must have been her aunt… her aunt who had dosed her so that she would grow mad under that old man. She remembered her pleasure, and how she had wanted him that night, how she had been debased, sullied… She was lost now, she wasn't even a woman, she was a heated bitch like the others… Even if he had forced her at the beginning, she asked for more afterwards, so impudently too that she blushed at it now, as the same man rubbed his prick between the lips of her cunt, she blushed to want him again… She wasn't guilty yet… her aunt was guilty, and Kozincko they had all been leagued against her, even Ghislaine, her dear Ghislaine… They had all of them condemned her to be a lost woman…
She would take her revenge, a terrible one. She did not knew how, she did not knew when, but she would… Even if she loved to feel him slowly, lovingly, glueing it in as now… she'd do it all the same. She was an instrument for pleasure now… Love's Cinderella and no longer a pure little girl. She had been delivered helpless to the princes of debauch… They had wanted her to be a slut… that she would be! and she'd derive every pleasure and advantage from it. But woe to those who had lost her… She'd ruthless, as they had been.
Kozincko believing her still half asleep was moving the tip of it in and out drowsily. She clutched him.
«Come, Come deeper, give it to me quick-Deeper… Oh Fuck me… fuck me hard… there.»
Kozincko rammed it up her twat with all his might, mauling her delicate body in a frenzy of volupty.
He couldn't see Mrs. Cornavin's smile as she watched them in the dark, tittering with pleasure at the fine little bitch Myriam had grown into, hoping to reap soon the fruit of her crafty schemes.
But both Nicolas and the worthy aunt would have been afraid if they had seen the smile on Myriam's lips while the man was bouncing up and down on top of her sullied body.
Both should have known revenge is another form of volupty and not one to be made light of. Had Kozincko penetrated Myriam's mind as deeply as her cunt he would have recoiled with fear.
— Kozincko took Myriam back with him in Paris, he was obviously delighted with his new mistress. He couldn't do without her. He was rather astonished at first to see her so loving and ever ready to please him. Eventually he thought she was in love with him.
It was agreed Ghislaine should know nothing. Myriam would still be a friend more than a lady's maid.
Yet Kozincko was trying to think out a way to see her as frequently as possible. He was rather frightened at the importance she was taking in his life, he had imagined that when he'd have had her everything would be over.
Too much engrossed by his desire he didn't see Myriam was keeping him in skillfully woven meshes.
Ghislaine wasn't surprised to see them coming back together. Though Myriam refused to say anything, Ghislaine could guess well enough, yet she couldn't gauge her father's infatuation rightly.
On the first night they resumed their games as if nothing had passed. Myriam had grown more skilful and Ghislaine soon enough received true pleasure from her. In her turn she wanted to caress Myriam who let her, thinking meanwhile of the revenge that was slowly hatching in her head. She was enraged at the thought the girl who exerted herself between her legs, shoving her tongue up her twat was still pure. She was the daughter of the very man who had debauched her though he jealously protected his Ghislaine's youthful innocence! That girl had a right to stay pure, to be ignorant of men's ways when they want a girl, to know love with the husband she'd choose when she chose… Till then she'd be a virgin, sheltered from all evil.
Why? Because she was Nicolas Kozincko's daughter? Because her father was very rich? Myriam was sore at the thought. There was no reason why she would be alone to suffer. And she began to plan out strange things… pleasure flooding her senses she had significant gestures.
Tightening her legs about Ghislaine's waist, she kept her friend's head caught between her thighs until she had come. Then trying another game, she made Ghislaine turn round she stroke the plump little buttocks, then slipped the inquisitive tip of one finger into her asshole, pink and delicate as a small blossom. Ghislaine seemed to enjoy the process, wriggled her ass delightedly.
Suddenly, without knowing, why, perhaps as a foreboding omen, Myriam stuck her whole finger inside…
— Myriam saw Jerome on the following day. He was impatiently waiting for her, hoping this short interval might have increased the girl's desire.
As soon as he had kissed her she asked: «Was you take me to your place?» Jerome was astounded at the question. He was to happy of the decision to make any inquiry about its suddenness.
He had a lovely bachelor flat at the Muette. Myriam admired the setting… the furniture, the pictures, the discreetly shaded lights, and a large luxurious couch covered with price silks… an altar as it were.
«There I should have belonged to him I loved» and a great bitterness almost brought tears into her eyes. May be Jerome would no longer care for her if he knew; this and some modesty prevented her from telling him everything.
Jerome seeing her looking at the couch inferred: she thinks I'll possess her there.
Tiptoeing behind her, he suddenly caught her in his arms. She didn't resist. He kissed the nape of her neck and began to caress her through the light material of her dress, whispering tender, mad, words.
Pushing up her dress he held her close to him to feel all the better the warmth of her smooth skin.
With very slow, very touching gestures, and very elaborate pauses too, he began to undress her, calling long on each kisses nest.
Standing as some idol, Myriam felt a new warmth pervading her limbs, her whole flesh.
This was so different from Nicolas' exasperated cravings, brutal maulings! Jerome was tender and passionate at once. His gesture were almost respectful Kneeling before her now, he seemed to pray and plead his passion, his desire. He slipped off slowly, devotedly, the last piece of nylon and lace that protected her, kissing and caressing her as he did so. When this was gone and she stood naked above him, he kissed the shadowy down that lost itself between her thighs.
Then he rose and embraced her in his strong arms.
«Come little girl and be mine.»
His lips thought hers. She felt his warm insistent tongue sliding into her mouth. Then he lifted her up and carried her on the bed.
She had closed her eyes. When she opened them, Jerome was coming naked against her side, she looked lovingly on his wonderful suntanned body. He took her in his arms while his shapely muscular legs gently wedged between hers. One hand caressingly opened up her thighs. She felt the quivering weight of his sex on belly, Lovingly she gave herself up to his desire direction his prick, placing it between her expectant lips. He shoved in slowly, then almost instantaneously he slipped it out:
«Why! I thought you were a virgin…?»
She balked.
«I never told you so! If you don't want me go away!»
Whipped by the apostrophy Jerome replied quickly:
«Heavens no I was joking!»
And without more ado he lunged in brutally.
If he regretted Myriam's maidenhead the regret didn't last long. Myriam belonged to him with such ardent perverseness that he was soon worn out.
She was a wonderful lover, ready to gratify any desire, any whim. Yet he understood she hadn't been broken in completely when he asked her something she had apparently never done yet. He insisted at once to humiliate her, to have the pleasure to see those pink lips coming down on his prick, she soon proved her gifts that way as well…
In the end he wanted to give it her as Kozincko had done the first time. She flatly refused. Jerome didn't insist keeping this road for another day. When they parted it seemed they had been lovers for ages.
«Shall I see you to morrow darling?
«Yes, and every day if you want, answered Myriam.»
But she knew her love for Jerome was no longer the same.



CHAPTER XII


From that day onwards Myriam's behaviour as far as love was concerned changed completely. She found a morbid pleasure in discovering love's forbidden paths. She wanted to know everything, to try everything. She perverted herself with as much energy as she had used to stay pure. She found more pleasure in the process than in flesh itself. She saw Jerome every day, she yielded now to every one of his desires with a renewed frenzy, nothing was forbidden him, if needs be she even invented new desires to satisfy them all the better. Her mind was at work too. She wanted to become love's priestess, to know all the arts of passion, all its shams. These, together with her youth and beauty were terrible weapons; she hadn't forgotten her revenge…
Kozincko was crazy on her. She had understood what he needed: the illusion of perpetual change. Thus everyday revealed a new Myriam to his senses, innocent modest or astoundingly depraved. She refused her body to surrender it all the more passionately afterwards with a fiendish lewdness.
She went to his office sometimes, pushing her breasts to his lips, crushing her youthful body against his she drew him into frantic pieces of extempore fucking.
At night when he would come to see Ghislaine, he was at pains to hide his gnawing desire. He had to wait till he got back to his car, and there in the shadow he would tumble Myriam legs up and shove in frantically.
Sometimes he'd take her to the Chateau Vert as the lady of the place. She had soon become the queen of the Bacchanals there. Whipping the blood of all the male guests but never granting them the slightest… favour.
Nicolas was much too jealous to give her to any of his friends. But she would insist on his fucking other women under her eyes or with her help… an arrangement which could but delight Kozincko. As a return for this he would grant her anything she wished, and her wishes were numerous and costly. Yet he asked her one thing peremptorily and that was to keep secret the existence of his daughter. None of his friends knew about her. Moreover she was to keep these parties at the Chateau Vert a secret for Ghislaine. And this Myriam did faithfully…
Freddy had become a friend of hers, he desired her violently, he had even tried his chance… but Myriam had said no so sweetly it sounded almost as a promise.
And Freddy gloated over her hoping she would soon keep the promise. The Argentine too would have loved to tackle her, instead of that she had made an ally of him.
All these tactics were part of Myriam's plans. She was slowly weaving her mesh, and little by little her nest was cast…
— Meanwhile Ghislaine hadn't changed. Both girls still agreed wonderfully. Ghislaine of course had guessed one thing or two, but she never asked any questions. Her father was taboo to her. She wasn't ignorant of Myriam's meetings with Jerome, and she'd help them for she was only too glad to find at night a loving Myriam who would give her a taste of her day's experiences. Strange to say, these sapphic loves left her innocent and naive she was childishly inquisitive merely. She felt some pleasure but above all she sought a tenderness which no father, no mother had yet given her. She was content with love's parody that satisfied her craving for tenderness without spoiling her body.
She couldn't conceive love might be violent. Just as Myriam before her defeat. The latter carefully abstained from giving her any too precise notion on what love actually was. She only managed to increase in Ghislaine that taste for innocent tenderness in which she gave herself as thoroughly as if she had had a lover.
— One night after a brilliant ball where Kozincko had chaperoned both girls, Myriam asked him blankly as they were on the way back:
«Why shouldn't you give a ball at the Chateau Vert for Ghislaine seventeenth birthday?»
Ghislaine went into raptures at once.
«Oh Yes Dad! that would be wonderful!»
Nicolas was unable to refuse these young minxes anything they wanted.
«You would like it both of you, wouldn't you?
«Especially if it could be a fancy dress-ball, added Myriam.»
Ghislaine cried:
«Oh yes, a real fancy dress ball. I'll be a fairy and you'll be a wizard!
«And I'll be Cinderella said Myriam.
«Why not said Kozincko it's a grand idea. I might have thought of it.
«Then Daddy shall we have a fancy-dress-ball?
«Yes you shall my dear. I never could refuse my little fairies anything!»
On that night Kozincko stayed longer than he used at his daughter's. He was yearning to take Myriam back with him. She was wearing a white dress very much like the one she had on the first time he possessed her and that memory set his temples hammering. His eyes clung heavily to Myriam's breasts, caressed the body under the dress, and he felt hornier than ever.
Myriam understood perfectly well what was going on in his mind and she was delighted to see that memory growing into a torture to him as it had been one to her.
It was almost three in the morning. Ghislaine looked tired.
«Good night my dear, go to bed; Myriam will see me downstairs…»
Myriam was tired too, but her lover's eyes were explicit… and she sighed.
«Yes, I'll.»
Ghislaine went into her room, while Kozincko breathed in Myriam's ear:
«God I want you!»
Myriam motioned him to be silent. Ghislaine might still hear him. They talked of the Chateau Vert next ball. After a while, Myriam said:
«I'm going to change and I'll see you to your place.»
Nicolas agreed absent mindedly.
Myriam's room was next to Ghislaine's. She could see Ghislaine was lying on her bed, she seemed to have fallen asleep, without bothering to take off her clothes.
«I'll undress her later on, and she closed the door.»
Then she saw Kozincko's stocky frame at her door.
«Aren't you mad! What if Ghislaine happened to wake up?»
Kozincko was past listening, bending her almost double, kissing her distractedly.
«Now go! go away! I'll come down…»
Nicolas was breathing hard. His eyes gloated over her.
He reached towards her decollete.
«No please not here. For Heaven's sake don't be crazy!
«Let me touch you, just touch you. You're so tempting; so… so desirable in that dress.»
His hands clung to her bare shoulders, slid along the frail arms, sneaked into her bosom, caught a breast.
Myriam dared not protest. She let him caress her, bitterly enjoying it, not knowing whether it was Ghislaine's presence that excited her, or her own conquered resistance.
Kozincko fastened greedily on her, seeking her body under the flimsy muslins. She felt his beefy hand running down her loins, pinching her ass obscenely.
«I want you… I want you now… I want to fuck you… let me… let me…»
The words crowded thickly on his lips. She read a brutish appetite in his blood-shot eyes. She felt his pecker throbbing against her thighs, knotty and stiff.
She freed herself.
«No! not here, not in that room… Any where else!»
He heard nothing, he only saw her lips moving close to his, trying to evade his kiss. His one thought was fuck, fuck her quick… He wanted to throw her on the bed. But she struggled away to the middle of the room.
An armchair was there, right in front of Ghislaine's door: Myriam under a vigorous shove fell in it. He was already panting on top of her. A silent laughter distorted his face. He caught her ankles, tumbled her back. Myriam had vision of the girl the Argentine had forced at the Chateau Vert.
She pleaded once more:
«No! No! not here, Ghislaine may…»
He had thrust his tongue down her throat. Her dress had slid back like a precious blossom, leaving her silky thighs exposed in their struggles. Her cunt was hardly hidden by a triangle of thin lawn pointing the way in… That was what Kozincko wanted. Myriam was there as on the first night he had forced his end in.
It was almost the same dress, the same undies. A rape was what he loved best and there it was. He would once more crush her under the rule of the male, his one truth. To bring her to volupty in spite of herself… What an ecstasy to ram a pecker home into a cunt that is squirming with indignant pride, wounded modesty and incipient delight… Kozincko was back to this exhilarating seconds when sometimes ago he had got that cunt.
Feverishly, in spite of her wails for she was stuck into a most uncomfortable corner, he aimed a purple pecker at her crack and without bothering to push aside her last rampart of lawn and laces he lunged it in up to the hilt with a powerful twist of his loins.
Myriam shook with the blaze of pleasure that pervaded her whole flesh. Clinging to his shoulders she wriggled under him, slinging her legs round his neck; arching her loins to let him jam it up as far as possible, almost sucking him in in a fiendish surge of her whole being.
She almost cried aloud with pleasure and bit her lips.
As the first time, she lost consciousness for a few seconds. Then Kozincko harrowed with volupty at the height of his pleasure crushed on her with the last furious impact of possession, nailing her to her armchair crucified as a victim…
— Through the key-hole Ghislaine was watching the scene with horrified yet much interested eyes… Was this what they called love..?



CHAPTER XIII


The Chateau Vert had never known such crowds before. Kozincko hadn't been chary of his money or of his invitations… As a matter of fact it was Myriam who had organized the whole thing.
This was an official entertainment and none of his usual friends were there; at least so he thought. His numerous guests were people of the immediate neighbourhood, all the youths within a few miles; and many acquaintances from Paris or else where who thought Kozincko a rich business man and his daughter the loveliest young lady.
Myriam had invited her cousins Katy and Helen, and her aunt.
She had asked too, though nobody knew it, her young lover Jerom Lazart, telling him there would be a surprise for him on that night. Jerome who still wished to meet Ghislaine thought a fancy dress ball a fine opportunity.
She had asked Freddy ant the Argentine to come well disguised enough so that nobody could know them.
Every one had come and Myriam was going to wreck her revenge… With Nicolas permission she had as usual put under lock and key the wing that had been Ghislaine's and she had kept the keys. She had made him promise he'd let her act as she wanted, and in return she had promised him a good surprise. Nicolas relied blindly on what he called Myriam's love. Now, wholly engaged in making the feast worthy of her daughter's beauty, he was greeting his guests.
The ball was a great success!
Ghislaine was, as well as her father, the cynosure of all eyes. She was the loveliest fairy one might imagine. Her immaculate dress, as fine as a cobweb, and spangled with gold stars, made her usneal so graceful was she in every one of her movements. She held her magic wand, but her smile alone was enough to warrant a supernatural manifestation.
Kozincko was exceedingly proud of Ghislaine's success and thought it was due to Myriam's skill who had launched and realized this grand idea.
He would look for Myriam in the assembly, but how could he see her among a good hundred guests, his dear little Cinderella…
— She was there all the same, surroundered by an admiring crowd…
She seemed to come right out of a fairy tale in her long light blue dress gathered at the waist by a gold belt. Her shoulders were bare, the material clung to her breasts, and her fair hair waved down on her shoulders. She had a dazzling diadem on her head. Her tiny Cinderella feet were encased in golden shoes, her wrists were dazzling with precious bracelets. A small mask hid her face, yet her eyes seemed to burn with a strange fire.
She had as much success as Ghislaine, and nothing apparently lacked to make her thoroughly, radiantly, happy.
Yet Myriam felt wretched. Everything she had, her dress, her gems, her blossoming beauty she owed Kozincko who had bought her from her aunt…
She'd never know what love was. She felt she might have known it, now she was but an instrument to the pleasures of others. Nobody asked for anything but her fresh youthful flesh. Even Jerome… He had thought her a virgin, and now he treated as a woman of no importance. He didn't respect her, he just used her to soothe down any of his cravings… She was his slave as she was Kozincko's slave. Nobody had ever wondered if she had a heart as long as they could screw her. She was deeply disgusted with the whole show. She reproached them with having broken and wrecked her purity, and made her a slave of that law she felt unable to evade now. If she had launched into debauch it was to vanquish them all the better on their own ground. They were but heated males and they would be dealt with as such.
— Myriam's scheme was as good as her aunt's. First Katy and Helen, into Freddy's and the Argentine's clutches under their mother's eyes. Then it would be Nicolas' turn… and the idea was a good one…
Round about her the ball was at its best. Everybody was dancing, a crowd of merry masks was whirling round… in a fiendish saraband.
Near by Myriam saw Freddy well hidden as a… ghost, further the Argentine as a cowboy. She looked for Jerome and discovered him eyeing Ghislaine… Jerome since he had seen Kozincko's daughter could hardy breath. What Myriam had told him about her purity and what he was seeing now had set him on the rack. He was ready for anything as long as he could get her. Jerome was too much of an innate pirate not to understand Myriam had a plan when she asked him down the manor. She had promised him a surprise and he hoped it was intimately connected with Ghislaine.
He thought her depraved enough to engineer some party of her own. He had been somewhat taken aback when seeing Kozincko himself was there. Myriam had never referred to Ghislaine's father otherwise than by his name: Nicolas. But Jerome had known Kozincko in Tangier and knew what he was worth, for both of them had had some trifling difference over unmentionable business…
How could that man be the father of that delightful child?
Jerome of course hadn't remembered himself to Kozincko but he told, Myriam a few words on the subject.
«Good, she had said… that's fine!»
He had asked:
«Was he your first lover?
«Yes, what do you care? If you're interested in maidenheads I'll get you a fine one, before the night is over!»
Jerome was still eyeing Ghislaine, wishing that maidenhead might be hers.
— In his fancy dress as a musqueteer he looked very handsome, and Ghislaine had noticed this. When the dancing began, he went up to her and invited her.
«May I… pretty fairy..?»
Ghislaine had smiled.
He put his arm round her and they were soon lost in the crowd. Myriam had witnessed the scene with a sad smile. She reflected:
«It may as well be that one…»
Nicolas who had found her at last asked:
«Shall we dance, Myriam?
«No thank you…
«Then we'll you come and join me in the small drawing room?»
Myriam knew what it meant. She thought of her pretty dress he'd crumple as usual, of her pretty undies he'd tear… as usual. Yet it would probably be the last time… She sighed as she answered:
«Yes, I'll be there in five minutes' time.»
Nicolas went away hastily.
Myriam spotted her aunt dressed as a duenna, a most suitable dress as she was looking after her daughters who were nymphs for one night. Their dress was extremely light and… simple what couldn't be seen was easily guessed. Mrs. Cornavin was keeping a sharp eye on them for she was as careful of her daughters' virtue as of her niece's debauch…
Myriam came up to her with a faintly ironical air.
«You don't look very happy, though, your dress is a real success, it fits you immensely!»
The aunt retorted venomously:
«So is yours, I hope your loves are prosperous?»
Myriam's smile lit up:
«My dear aunt I only had to follow your advice, besides, your own affairs aren't so very bad?
«It would go much better if you cared to listen to me.»
Myriam didn't let the opportunity pass from her unheeded:
«In a few instants I'll come for you and we'll have a little chat in a quiet nook.
«Oh, Good!»
Mrs. Cornavin was somewhat surprised at this sudden show of good will.
«Yes, added Myriam, I am a good niece!»
The old duenna pulled herself together and muttered:
«Well may be she understood after all!»
Myriam was going to rush up the stairs that led up to the small drawing room, when Freddy stopped her.
«Remember what you promised me Myriam. I don't like waiting!
«Yes, to night, said Myriam… but before that I need your help…
«I'd do anything for you…
«When I'll beckon to you you'll slip into the lobby that is by the hall. It'll take you into the right wing. At the end of it there's a low blue door. You'll get in there and you'll wait for me…
«Yes… Will you..?
«Hush… You'll have your fill…»
Freddy looked at her as she went away and grunted:
«Good God! I never saw such a girl in my whole life, maybe she's bewitched!»
— «You've been very long, reproached Kozincko, as she entered the room.
«I couldn't run away, I wanted to do it on the sly. I am not transparent.
«Oh I know, said her lover, you had a perfect bevy of admirers about you.
«Jealous?
«Yes, and you know it, he sighed as she took of her mask. I'm jealous of everybody around you, their looks undress you.
«As long as it's but a matter of looks!
«Oh it wouldn't take them long to get further…
«And what about you? she asked.
«You know it well enough, you'll drive me crazy.»
He took her in his arms, kissed her neck, sought her lips. She freed herself gently.
«You know we haven't got time now. People will see we've vanished, and Ghislaine…
«I don't care I want you…
«Can't you wait till the night is over?
«No! he had slid his hands up her legs under the dress, he had already got two fingers inside her…
«You're very naughty. What about my dress?..»
Kozincko smiled:
«That won't bother us…»
Myriam knew she'd have to yield. She let him do, she wanted that piece of extra fucking to be over as soon as possible.
There was no couch there, but plenty of cushions. Nicolas laid a thick one on top of two others, pushed them in an angle and showed Myriam the fabric.
«Turn back and lay your elbows on this.
«What are you trying to do? she was cautious of strange postures.
«You'll see, I won't crumple your dress.»
Myriam obeyed.
Nicolas bent down, picked up the skirt folds and handed them to Myriam.
«Hold them will you? See… It's very easy.»
Nicolas stepped back and admired the landscape. Myriam's ass was stuck out invitingly. He exclaimed:
«You've got the fairest ass I ever met. Kneeling down he kissed the tender, rosy flesh, trying to slide his tongue under the laces.
«Please hurry! asked Myriam.»
Kozincko thought her impatience was due to her desire, and quickly opening his fly he took his cock out, slipped it between her thighs and nosed in gently assways. When felt her warmth penetrating the tip of his tool, he clutched madly at her waist and filled her in with a good many fat inches.



CHAPTER XIV


The evening was wearing on. It was long after midnight but the guests seemed unaware of it. The atmosphere was getting very gay. Everybody looked happy, and even the oldest among them were having a lively time of it.
Myriam had seen Ghislaine dancing and again with Jerome. Her eyes glinted darkly every time she saw him.
«I wonder what she'd say if she knew he's my lover, thought Myriam. But I'll wonder all the better in a few instants…»
She had caught sight of Freddy who was watching her impatiently. She beckoned to him as she had promised.
Her revenge was now at hand.
She saw by the fire place Kozincko slightly tipsy joking with the mayor. She waited a few minutes then went to the low blue door.
Freddy was ready to jump out of his skin, he rushed on her, kissed her long and passionately.
«Myriam, I thought you'd forgotten.
«I hadn't, but first I want you to help me.
«Anything you like…
«I'll be yours to-night but you'll have to do what I tell you.
I'd kill for you…
«Better than that, it's a revenge…
«I'll do it, what's it?»
Myriam told him what she wanted. Freddy could hardly believe his own ears.
«On the whole you want to punish your aunt and cousins. I don't mind doing it, the only thing is… if they are two and virgins at that…»
This to hint he wouldn't be very fresh in her arms afterwards.
«Don't bother Pedro will help you.»
Freddy scowled:
«Do you mean you promised yourself to the Argentine as well?
«No, said Myriam. He likes maidenheads well enough to do it without reward!»
Freddy was astounded to see that child ready to take a revenge on the flesh, tit for tat, as a gangster.
«What if the aunt puts up a hue and cry!
«She won't do that. As soon as she'll get here you'll gag her. You'll bind her to the armchair. And don't be kind to those bitches. I want them to know what a violent lover feels like. Fuck the ass off them.»
Freddy liked the scheme well enough. First a maidenhead, then Myriam afterwards… It would be a lively night…
«And if the shindy comes on later?
«There won't be any. You've got your mask, nobody knows you. You'll very far away to-morrow. As to the aunt she'll keep her mouth shut. I'm only paying her back in her own coin.»
Freddy asked no more questions.
«Right! first go and get the aunt I'll look after her!»
He had a good look round the room, tested the bed's springs and added:
«There's but one bed…
«Pedro seems to have a great liking for armchairs… We've got two here one for the aunt, one for a twin. Dear aunt she'll have a nice comfy evening here!
Let's go, said Freddy.»
He kissed Myriam, ventured a hand under her dress.
«Later, said she, as she broke from him; you'll get everything you want…»
Freddy could but guess her curves under the material and added privately:
«I'll make it up when I catch you later, you little bitch!
— Myriam was moving now as in a dream. She went back to her aunt:
«I'll be waiting for you in the blue room…
«All right I'm coming, I'm coming…»
Mrs. Cornavin must have been drinking much champagne for she was swaying to and fro in a most undignified way. Myriam went back to the blue room followed by the duenna.
As soon as she entered Mrs. Cornavin was gagged and bound to an armchair in a jiffy. She was wan with fear, and grew a beautiful green when she saw Myriam approaching with a charming smile.
«Still alive and kicking? Good, I have prepared a lovely little exhibition for you auntie, such as you like them…»
She went out again and asked Pedro (whom she told there would be a party) to follow her as soon as he would see her going out of the hall with two nymphs.
Pedro asked:
«Shall I get one at my tail's end?
«You may screw both of them if you care to…
«And when shall I have you darling?
«We've got the whole night to think about it…»
She left Pedro who obviously had been imbibing a lot.
She came up to Katy and Helen who were having the time of their lives.
«Auntie doesn't feel well… You'd better go and see her… She's in the blue room.»
The twins hesitated… Myriam added negligently:
«She told me to send you… You're perfectly free to do as you choose…
«We'd better go, said Helen, she took her sister's hand and went.
«I'll come with you, said Myriam… I'm afraid she's been drinking too much champagne…»
She whispered to Nicolas as she passed by: «You'll soon get your surprise..!»
Then she followed the twins with Pedro at her heels…
— Five minutes later, four actors and two spectators were gathered in the room.
Freddy had had some trouble in mastering the twins, fortunately one of had fainted just in time to save him a world of trouble. Both of them had been secured, gagged, tied and bound. They lay prostrate on the bed, showing much more of their comely persons than was fitting…
Pedro, delighted at this godsend, was tickling Katy's pussy, murmuring obscene words when her struggling exposed a little more of her flesh.
«You've got pretty thighs… and a pretty little belly. We'll see if you can use it well in a few minutes…»
Freddy had chosen Helen who stared distractedly at that lascivious ghost.
Myriam had pulled off her mask, her face was resplendent with wild joy. She turned to her aunt:
«Do you remember that evening when you gave me to Kozincko, after flogging me… You enjoyed holding me when he forced me.. Now you'll enjoy seeing your girls with these chaps on top of them… I've waited long enough for my revenge… Now I'll be revenged on you… on those two little bitches who'll like it immensely at bottom I'm sure..! After this you can sell them as you sold me… And don't imagine you'll make me pay for this… You'll never see me again…
Mrs. Cornavin uttered stifled groans under her gag and her eyes were roving madly.
«As regards you, added Myriam turning to the twins, that'll teach to poke your noses in others' business. You enjoyed playing the ladies because) I slept with the boss… Now it's your turn to use your cunts and asses… Try and turn the lesson to advantage…»
Freddy and Pedro were listening to the speech. They liked her idea well enough; tit for tat, that was the style. It was fait play…
Myriam motioned Pedro to deal with Katy.
He pushed up the girl's legs, quartered her thighs violently and drew her on the edge of the armchair seat. She was sobbing.
«Don't cry Baby. Others have been deflowered before you, and none of them died of it…»
As she was struggling and kicking, he laughed:
«You wait and I'll teach you..!»
Keeping her fast under his knee, he began slapping her cunt with a vengeance. Katy cried, then kept quiet.
«That was a hors d'oeuvre. Now, in for the staple dish..!»
And with a powerful shove he jerked up her twat. Katy stiffened, she gave a wail, then her head rolled aside.
«She's fainted, bawled Pedro, I'll make her come to. And he began to fuck away at her.»
Myriam smiled as she looked at her aunt, white as a sheet; then she looked again at Katy with Pedro on top of her working at it like some crazed animal. She turned to Freddy and Helen.
«You do it now…»
Freddy didn't wait. He had a stiff hard-on since the beginning of the scene. He simply crawled over the remaining virgin, who opened up generously under him.
Freddy exclaimed:
«It feels as if she had been doing it all her life!»
But when he began to slip it in, he exulted:
«God! it's wonderful you couldn't stick your little finger into her hole. He played a little while at nosing in just a little bit then pulling out again. Everytime Helen stiffened up in expectation of the pain. When he had wearing her, he cupped his hands under her buttocks, parting wide the wet cheeks of her crack and drew her on his tool little by little:
«God! she's got a double maidenhead at least, it feels grand!»
Then he thrust in with all his might. Helen threw her legs up to let him in up to the hilt with a groan of pain and pleasure.
Myriam surveyed her aunt's face.
«Now, keep your eyes on your daughters and remember what you did to me!»
Mrs. Cornavin eyes were truly murderous but Myriam didn't care a fig.
«I'll leave you with your paramours, she told Freddy and Pedro, take your fill for the next half hour. Give it them the other way too.»
Pedro hadn't waited for that suggestion… And Freddy looked perfectly at home…
Myriam went out and locked the door.
«Here we are for the first act. The second will be even more interesting!»
— She knew there was an «observatory» above Ghislaine's former room, Kozincko had told her how he had seen her flogged. Several times they had watched a party from there together.
Myriam had the key of the place. She went up, pushed the key in to the well-oiled keyhole and sneered:
«Now my snares are ready. I'll hunt my game down…»
She went back to the dance floor and found Nicolas. He had put a considerable quantity of liquor under his belt, but he was feeling happy and still firm on his legs. She drew him aside.
«I had promised you a surprise, come with me.
«Where to?
«To the observatory… There'll be a lot to see in a few instants from there…
«Oh! you've been scheming a little party of your own..?
«Just come and you'll see!
«Good, but you'll come with me.
«I'll go up with you. Then I'll leave you to give the last finishing touch, and I'll came back straight away, if you like we can have a quiet fucking up there.
«Fine, he laughed, I'll do anything you like, but I'd love to know what you're dishing up for me!
«Hush darling! it's a secret…»
Myriam went up with him to the observatory. He tried to caress her.
«No, not now, she said extricating his paw from between her thighs, just settle down and watch what's on below, I'll be back in a quarter of an hour.
«Hurry up, he urged hoarsely, I feel horny…»
Myriam tripped out, closed the door, locked it silently… and ran away.



CHAPTER XV


Ghislaine had literally bewitched Jerome Lazart. He had been dancing with her all the time and had seen she was as much engrossed by his charms as he was with hers. But this was a pure feeling in her, whereas Jerome felt terribly excited…
«I wish to Heaven Myriam told the truth and that her scheme won't fail… Ah! to hold that girl in my arms, at my mercy… Kozincko's own daughter! That would be too good to be true, I'd give ten years of my life..!»
Jerome as all people endowed with a vivid imagination was lavish on the days to come. Yet in case Myriam should fail he was trying to think out a scheme of his own. Why should Myriam give him Ghislaine..? They were intimate… Was there some jealousy?.. Some unknown reason..?
Jerome was musing thus when Myriam came to him.
Their conversation was short but edifying.
«Do you want to fuck Ghislaine?»
Though astounded at the question Jerome managed to gasp a delighted: «Yes!» and added a piteous: «But!..»
«Don't be shilly-shallying, either you do or you don't. If you don't it'll have to be somebody else!
«No, I'd much rather it was me..!
«Good, follow me, I'm taking you to a quiet room, Ghislaine will come… But you'll have to force her… Don't imagine she'll let you otherwise… besides I'll help you.
«I'm sure I can manage her alone…
«You'll do what I tell you or nothing.»
Her tone surprised him. Her eyes glinted fiercely.
«All right, he agreed, I suppose you must take your pleasure too.»
She didn't answer and led him away.
They crossed the crowded room. As soon as they were in the lobby, Jerome asked:
«Do you think she'll come?
«I don't think, I'm sure… I don't need to ask her…»
As a matter of fact she was doing her best to let Ghislaine see her with Jerome, and she succeeded wonderfully.
Ghislaine was watching from the tail of her eye, not knowing Jerome was the lover Myriam had so often told her about. When she saw him following her friend she thought bitterly:
«The little bitch! I know what she's at… She wants to take him away from me… She's jealous… But I won't let her..!»
She followed them and saw they were going (to the right) wing of the manor.
«And they're making for my room! The cheek of it!!!»
She waited a few minutes then ran into the lobby, her fairy dress making a white spot in the dark…
— His eyes riveted to the magnifying pane, Kozincko was waiting, wondering what Myriam was up to. He was astonished at his mistress' quick change, he had known her a pure child, now she was a woman obsessed by everything that concerned physical love. He knew he was responsible for it.
And, for the first time, he felt such responsibility was heavy…
How long would their passion last? what would become of her when he would grow weary or when she would be worn out by her debauches?
Kozincko refused to consider the facts. He was living in the present… He loved Myriam so much he had even thought of marrying her.
Then, he saw a musqueteer entering the room below with Myriam. What business had Myriam to be there with unknown fellow who had been dancing with his own daughter all through the evening? He felt vaguely anxious and wished he could ask for a few explanations. His anxiety heightened when he saw the musqueteer composedly peeling off, keeping absolutely nothing on to conceal a fine, tanned, muscular, body. Meanwhile Myriam seemed to be waiting for somebody… Suddenly he started. The door had opened, a white shape..! Nicolas gasped: Ghislaine..! His daughter! He understood and reeled under the blow.
— As soon as she entered the room Ghislaine felt a gag on her mouth, her hands were tied behind her back.
She stared in amazement at Myriam, at «her» musqueteer stark naked, whose pecker was twitching with expectant delight…
Before she could understand, she was tumbled back on the bed, which had seen Myriam's defeat and would see her own presently. Myriam thrust back the fairy dress, exposing the treasures of a body she knew well the sender shapely legs, the smooth thighs, the palpitating flat belly heaving under its laces.
They heard a roar above. Nicolas was locked up there, and would witness helplessly the rape of his own daughter, faithfully similar to the one he had committed in that same room a few months ago.
Myriam smiled:
«Listen to this, your father is locked in the room above and he can see you… Yet he'll roar louder when you'll be fucked as I have been… And the best is, this young gentleman is my lover… whom I told you about often… almost every night… You believed in love, poor dear!.. When he will wound you, sully you, as your father wounded me, debased me, here on that same bed… When you'll feel his hands mauling your tender flesh, when you'll feel him ramming it up your cute little cunt, and pounding at you like a bull, when you'll feel the rush of pleasure into your flesh when you'll be lost in what they call volupty.. Then you'll know what love… what beautiful… what divine, what pure thing love is… Oh the humbug of it! the shame of it!..
Myriam was sobbing these words. She tore off the top of Ghislaine's dress, baring her pointed breasts, fondling them with impotent rage…
«Your fine, your pure body, I want you to become what I am..!»
She panted with exasperation. Meanwhile Jerome who was past listening, couldn't take his eyes from the magnificent body wriggling with fear and shame within arm's reach… He was going to get that girl Ghislaine, the pure daughter of a man whose trade it was to sell and buy other women… It was a divine piece of mischief… He was instrumental to Fate's designs. He would gratify his appetite, he would revenge Myriam, he would revenge himself on the man who had been his enemy in trade as well as in love.
Intoxicated with joy, he flattened on top of Ghislaine. Myriam stopped him:
«Wait! I want her to know everything, I want her to know it's not out of jealousy or vice I throw her to you, I want her to understand it's my revenge on her father…»
She pointed at the ceiling:
«Your father is above… He can see you… And he knows he's responsible for all this..!»
Then she told Ghislaine everything… who her father was, what kind of life he lived, what his trade was, how he used his fortune…
Ghislaine had closed her eyes and was silently crying.
Kozincko was howling with pain and he hammered vainly at the door… he was caught. He would have to live it down to the end…
«Do you understand now… now… cried Myriam… I wanted some happiness, some love just a little… And I've only met with debauch and brutish desires… They have profited by my youth, be my beauty… Your father is paying for it now in your body my Ghislaine, my sweet pure little Ghislaine.
She shook her frail fist at the ceiling:
Now look, look hard..!»
She weighed on Ghislaine's shoulders:
«Take her, Jerome, take her… Hurt her!»
Jerome was white with pent up desire. He stood naked, powerful and impudent as a god.
Slowly he opened up Ghislaine's thighs. He laid his hands on her small heaving belly, wrenched the flimsy triangle that protected her sex. He looked dazedly at this lovely cunt. Then he pushed his prick against her crack, it was burning and quivering. Ghislaine tried to free herself, to escape… too late! Jerome pierced in, pushing it in with a vengeance. She arched back, her whole body thrilled under the shove, a raucous cry fused under her gag. Then she fell back as broken puppet, while Jerome fucked away for dear life.
A frightful roar of pain had come from the room above. Myriam listened very white about the lips. Then she kissed her victim in the lids:
«Forgive me Ghislaine, I didn't know a revenge could hurt so much!..
«Adieu!.. She ran away.»
— Dawn was already touching the woods with silver lights. Fantastic shadows receded in to the brakes.
On the lake, the last stars flickered out. Somewhere birds were waking. In that serene scenery a light shape wandered… was it a fairy? was it Cinderella hurrying back to her cottage?
The shadow ran, stopped, and fled like a will o' the wisp.
Myriam was crying.
«Why did I do such a thing..? Why..? Poor Ghislaine… Poor darling… Her revenge had been to much to bear. She understood how filthy and brutish it had been.»
Love didn't exist, nor beauty… There was nothing left to hope for, to live for…
Myriam was sobbing. She was obsessed by her craving for purity. She longed to wash away all stains on her body and soul… She was running to the lake… nothing any longer mattered… utterly hopeless she ran to end her life where her miseries had started on a fine sunny afternoon.
She had almost reached the bank when she heard somebody running, running after her. It was a man. Was it Kozincko? she shuddered. She tried to escape, he was too quick for her.
It was Freddy.
«So this is the way you keep your promises? If I hadn't spotted you, you'd be far by now!»
Myriam was silent. Freddy seized her hands.
«I suppose I'll have to help myself..?»
Myriam freed herself, tried to flee. He caught her in two strides.
«You bitch! You won't get Me! You owe me something and you'll pay! He tumbled her on the moth, pushed three fingers inside her and began whipping it up. She was struggling, scratching. With his other hand he slapped her face masterfully.
«I'll teach you how I deal with such bitches as your likes!»
I told you I'd fuck you and I'll do it. You're going to feel something; I'll make it come out of your mouth you silly cunt!
Myriam yielded: what did it matter now?.. He was stroking her breasts and whispered thickly:
«You're not a virgin, still it must be god…»
He slipped the tip of it in between her lips:
God! What a warm cunt, I don't wonder Kozincko is crazy on you.
He rammed it up the whole way up with a groan of pleasure, it was so brutal it felt as if something had given way in her womb, she wailed.
«It's less comfortable than a bed but it makes a lovely country scene! He was panting on top of her moving in and out as fast as he could. Suddenly in spite of herself Myriam felt the surge of pleasure heaving her up. She arched her loins, threw her legs up to feel him coming deeper:
«You little bitch! you like it, don't you! don't you!»
He was fucking at her with all his might. When the… psychological moment came she instinctively recoiled. But he clung to her and sneered:
«No my dear! With me it's everything or nothing, and God! I'd be sorry not to shoot it all off into your lovely twat..!»
— She fled as soon as he released her, he laughed:
«I wish you a pleasant journey, be ware of strangers…»
— Myriam cried long on the water's edge. She cried over her spoiled youth, her useless beauty, on her dreams, on men's vileness, on her own wickedness.
Then she rose in her Cinderella dress, and walked into the icy waters. She walked as in a dream, entranced. Her dress floated about her as an opalescent blossom sinking in to the glancing mirror of the lake as the sun rose.
Love's frail Cinderella would die to find again peace and purity.



EPILOGUE


No! Myriam didn't die. A fairy appeared. It was Ghislaine, followed by Jerome.
Jerome was but a modern pirate but when the circumstances required it he was a man. He had freed Ghislaine, and she had taken him along…
Myriam was rescued.
— When both girls were alone together, Ghislaine implored:
«Please forgive me everything that hurt you. Please forget!»
The mystery of feminine souls! Ghislaine felt responsible for her father's, for all the other men's wrongs.
Myriam was crying with happiness.
Jerome had vanished.
Kozincko went away too. How he had escaped from the observatory. What had he done afterwards? Nobody ever knew what happened on that night…
Mrs. Cornavin kept her mouth shut. A few weeks later she left with her daughters and one never heard of them again.
Ghislaine and Myriam lived at the Chateau Vert. One day they were summoned to the attorney's. Three letters awaited them there.
The first one for Ghislaine: Her father was emancipating her and made her a very fine settlement.
Two letters for Myriam…
One from the English Embassy, she was Lord Disney's nearest relation, and the vast fortune of the Chateau Vert former owner was hers.
The other from Kozincko who was bequeathing her the Chateau Vert, and added to the official act this words:
«Love isn't to be bought, but forgiveness may be won.»
As many other fairy tales this will probably end with two marriages… Yet, as a well known writer used to say: «This is another story…»
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