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Hannah shook her head as the car approached
her new place of employment. Growing up in small, cramped, council
houses, it amazed her that one man would live in a place, which,
had it been in a city, would easily have occupied an entire city
block, or perhaps two. Dozens of chimneys sprouted along its roof,
and small towers rose at the corners. One section in front was
covered in ivy from ground to peaked roof, trimmed back along
windows and around a stone balcony, and the bell tower which
sprouted from the center.

Though no student of architecture, it was
quite obvious to Hannah that the building had had numerous
additions over the years. . It seemed untidily symmetrical, if that
was possible, with that long, peaked roof at right angles to the
peaked roofs of several additions both at the ends and along the
middle..

“Thank God I don’t have to clean the bloody
place,” she whispered to herself as she climbed out of the car.

She said it softly, however, for the drier
was an intimidating, and unfriendly individual who worked for Lord
Carling, the owner, and her new, temporary employer.

It should be an … interesting assignment,, at
any rate. And it wasn’t as though she had a lot of choices at the
moment. Government cutbacks had closed several libraries just as
she got out of school with her masters degree in library sciences.
And it would have been too much of an indignity to take a job as a
file clerk somewhere, or worse a waitress.

Oh, how they’d love that, she thought sourly,
thinking of all the girls she’d known back in high school who’d
called her a stuck up geek. She was stuck up, but only in that she
knew she was smarter than they were, and had more dignity, pride
and drive to learn and succeed. The lazy sluts had spent their
years partying and getting laid while she was studying to better
herself. She’d gone on to university while they’d gone on to the
dole, or jobs as waitresses and shop clerks.

So they’d laugh themselves silly if they
heard that after “miss stuck up” had spent seven years in
university she was forced to take a job as a waitress just like
they were. She didn’t think her pride could take that kind of blow.
She had always been a very self-contained person with a keen sense
of who and what she was. Much of her self image was bound up in
herself as an intelligent, educated, dignified young woman who had
escaped the poverty of her birth.

Perhaps she was a little prideful, but so
what? She could have given up and gotten pregnant at seventeen like
so many of those cheap, lower class girls she’d grown up with. But
she’d worked hard, persevered, and intended to make something of
herself. She didn’t talk like someone who’d come from council
houses, didn’t act like one, and didn’t look like one.

So now what she needed was some experience on
her resume so she could have a hope of getting into a proper
library. This one month assignment to catalog and organize Lord
Carling’s library would not only help her finances but a
satisfactory recommendation would look good for future work.

The driver, a large, shaven headed black man,
climbed out and opened the boot of the car, sourly lifting out the
four large suitcases she’d brought for her month’s stay. She’d
tried to keep things to a minimum, but who knew what weather she’d
encounter, or how hot or cold the place was? And it was a month.,
after all.

“I can take two of those, if you like,” she
said diffidently.

He snorted, and slipped enormous fingers
through two handles at a time, carrying them easily towards the
house, his long legs striding quickly across the driveway. Hannah
hurriedly followed, eying the sculpted dragons above the doorway as
she crossed under.

The entry hall was enormous. Two curving
stone staircases climbed the opposite walls before her, meeting
twenty feet up where a stone railing circled the entry hall. The
floor gleamed of polished marble tiles, and an enormous chandelier
hung overhead. A broad shouldered, middle aged man in a perfectly
tailored dark suit stood in the beneath it, next to a round oak
table.

“Miss Quinn?” he asked in a manner which was
not a question.

“Lord Carling?”

She thrust out her hand, and he took it
lightly, a slight amusement on his face.

“No, Miss Quinn. I am Patrick, Mr. Carling’s
butler.

“Ah,” she said.

“Jason will take your bags up to your room
for you, and after you get settled I’ll show you to the library and
pass on Lord Carling’s instructions.”

“Of course,” she said.

Of course Lord Carling wouldn’t meet her at
the door, she berated herself. Such men would only meet the most
important of visitors. And that certainly wasn’t her!

Hannah followed Jason up the staircase,
around the balcony to the right, then along a broad, tall corridor
to the far end. Her head swiveled back and forth constantly,
examining the art work and sculptures along the walls. They reached
the end of the corridor and climbed a winding wooden staircase,
emerging in another, much narrower, less grand corridor. Right next
to them was a heavy, ancient wooden door set into a stone frame.
Jason set down her bags calmly, took an enormous key from his
pocket, and unlocked the door, then picked up the cases and went
in.

There was another, even narrower staircase
inside the door, which ended abruptly in a small, cozy, rounded
room with windows looking out to the north, east and west. A small
toilet, and a small closet occupied the wall to the south. There
was an enormous four poster canopy bed set between two large
windows, with night tables bracketing it. A pair of antique
dressers curved around the wall on the right, with a desk between
them.

A large, stone fireplace sat against the wall
to the east wall, with a pair of stuffed chairs facing it, and a
large, low wooden chest sat a the foot of the bed. All in all, it
was quite a cozy room for a months' stay, certainly better than any
hotel room she was likely to have found, presuming there'd been one
available in the distant village.

“Uhm, is there a radio or ...”

He handed her a small square box, a remote
control of sorts, then turned and left without another word. Hannah
looked after him, mouth raised, but didn't speak as she dropped her
eyes to the remote instead. It was a rather technologically
advanced piece of equipment for the old manor, and she wondered at
the incongruity.

Along side, where it said lights she pressed
a button, and the lights sconces along the wall turned off. A
rocker button turned out to be a dimmer switch of sorts, turning
them up and down. Another button turned on just the sconces above
the bed.

“How very modern,” she murmured.

There were numerous buttons under the ”TV”
section. She pressed the main one and gasped in surprise as the
chest at the foot of the bed suddenly opened and a large
flat-screen TV rose up out of it. She moved around and sat on the
edge of the bed, nonplussed at this high technology, and spent some
time with it, discovering a radio – somewhere – with speakers in
the wall she could turn up or down. There were also buttons to
control the temperature.

Lord Carling was obviously a modern man!

She began to unpack, which was a simple task
with so much space. She did not change, for she had not met Lord
Carling yet, and wanted to be dressed properly should the occasion
arise. She had on brown dress slacks, a beige blouse, and brown
pumps. It was not the most comfortable of outfits, but it would do
for almost any occasion insofar as dressing up went.

She lay back on the bed, putting some of the
pillows behind her, and played with the TV for a time then went
back down the stairs, searching out where a bathtub or shower might
be found.

The corridor below was obviously not one of
the showy ones. The floor was polished wood, but without
decoration, and there were no paintings on the walls, nor
sculptures or tables along them. Some of the doors were open, and
they gave onto small, tidy bedrooms with Danish modern furniture,
those appropriate for a servant, she guessed. Though they did not
appear to be occupied at present unless the servants were awfully
tidy and had no personal possessions.

And then she found a bathroom. Again, her
expectations failed her, for she'd expected some sort of old
fashioned room with a claw foot tub, and ancient, rickety water
faucets. What she found was an ultra modern communal bathroom with
sleek white and black ceramic tiles on the floor and walls. Four
white walled toilet stalls faced were nearest the door. Past them,
a long, sharp edged counter of polished granite with four very
modern sinks was on the right wall, and across from it, a
completely open shower area with five separate shower heads spaced
along the wall.

The question which occurred to her, however,
was whether this was a male or female washroom, for it certainly
couldn't accommodate both at once, not with that open area. She
wasn't about to shower until finding out, especially as there was
no lock on the door.

She continued down the hall and round the
corner, and here all was in chaos, or at perhaps , orderly chaos.
It was evident that workmen were redoing the floor and walls on
this section, with much clutter of tools, wood, drywall and junk
strewn about. A number of walls were open, and fresh boards were
being laid in several rooms.

She went back the way she'd came, took the
long, curving staircase down, and was about to walk back up the
broad corridor, but when she emerged she turned down a side hall
and saw the library ahead of her, so continued.

It was a beautiful room, extravagantly large
and decorated with bas relief carvings along the roof line. Rows of
mahogany shelves filled three walls. On the right was a narrow
staircase which led up behind a length of six foot high shelves,
and emerged in a sort of gallery which overlooked the library. In
that small gallery were more bookcases at angles to the ones in the
main room.

The fourth wall had a huge glass french
doors, and an immense wooden antique desk sat before them. She
pushed open the doors and walked out onto a stone balcony
overlooking the rear of the house, which had formal gardens and a
modern looking swimming pool. She didn't stay to stare, but went
back inside, walking slowly along the bookcases, examining books at
random. Some were modern, while others were ancient.

She was on one knee, several books on the
other, examining the topmost one, when a shadow came over her and
she gasped in alarm, twisting around to see Patrick there, looking
down at her.

“Oh uhm, how do you do,” she said, putting
the books aside and rising.

“Miss Quinn,” he said.

“Mister ahm... mister...”

“Butler.”

She blinked. “Really?”

“Coincidental, I assure you.”

“Uhm, yes, well, Mr. Butler, before I can
start in on anything I need to discuss with Lord Carling what sort
of system he'd like in place, whether by time period, for example,
or subject, or a mixture of both with alphabetical as a
sub-category and wh – .”

He held his hand up before him and she
stopped speaking uncertainly.

“Lord Carling will contact you in your room
later this afternoon,” he said. “He was giving you time to settle
in and refresh.”

“Oh, well, I'm fine,” she said.

He nodded his head slightly and then turned
to go.

'Oh, a question: uhm, bathing facilities...
?”

“There is a washroom on the floor upstairs by
your door.”

“Yes uhm, was that, I mean, is it for males
or females? It seems rather an open concept sort of room, you
see...”

“The east side of the house is meant to be
for female servants,” he said. “The west side will ultimately be
fore male servants. There is still a considerable amount of
construction going on, and so as yet we have very few servants
here, just the bare minimum. There are two maids, at present who
live on that floor. Aside from Jason and myself, Edwin the cook,
and Bertrand the gardener, there are no other residents at the
moment.”

“What about the construction workers?”

“They have left for the weekend and will
return on Monday. They're unionized,” he said with evident
disapproval.

“And uhm, food, snacks...?”

“The kitchen is down the corridor between the
staircases in the lobby towards the rear of the house. I'm sure
Edwin will be able to help you with whatever you need.”

He nodded in evident dismissal, then turned
and left. Hannah looked after him for a long moment, then put the
books back and left. She found her way to the kitchen, an enormous
place quite a bit bigger than any flat she'd ever been in, opposite
a grand dining room which could have seated scores. As with the
modern washroom, the kitchen had clearly been remade in a crisp,
shiny new image, with rows of stainless steel appliances along the
wall and acres of clean new wooden counters.

Edwin proved to be a short, fussy little man
who showed her where food could be had in off hours, and explained
when he made lunch and dinner. Patrick the butler prepared
breakfast, it seemed.

A butler named Butler, she mused, wondering
if Edwin's last name was Cook.

All in all she was quite content. It was a
lovely old building, with a grand looking library, and very few
people to get in her way or trouble her. She had a very comfortable
room with all the amenities, and the only down side was that big
public washroom, which made her slightly nervous to
contemplate.

Especially as she did need a shower, really.
It had been a long trip getting out here by train, then finding a
cab at the village.

And so, that was her first challenge, one she
thought she might as well get through so she'd be prepared when she
met Lord Carling.

She stripped off in her room, feeling a
trifle nervous given she was in a strange place, put on her robe,
carried her soap and towels down the stairs and then out into the
corridor. She was even more nervous there, for though Patrick had
told her there were almost no residents it still felt rather like a
public place, and she had nothing on her but the thin robe.

She went into the washroom, examined the door
again in hopes of finding a lock, then made a face and let it close
behind her as she walked past the stalls and then set her things
down on the counter. She spied a hook between the shower-heads, and
put her towel on it, then, feeling a prickling of anxiety, she
opened her robe and stripped it off, putting it on the hook.

Naked, she reached up, pointing the
shower-head aside before turning on the water. At five foot seven
she was a tall girl, but still had to stand on her toes to reach
the thing and put it aside. She stood on the balls of her feet as
she adjusted the water on the lever, letting it spray off to the
side, then, when it was hot enough, she drew it back and down and
stepped under it.

There was already fresh soap on a little
holder attached to the wall. She reached for it as the water poured
down, then stepped out from the stream to begin soaping herself up.
As her soapy hands slid across her wet flesh she was aware of a
rising sense of arousal within her. Hannah had always been aroused
by the thought of exhibitionism. As modestly as she dressed at all
times, she had always harbored a secret thrill of excitement at the
thought, the fantasy, of exposing herself to people in public, one
that, of course, she had no intention of ever experiencing.

For despite that exhibitionism she was a shy
and private young woman loath to get the sort of reputation so many
girls her age had. The idea of getting drunk in public and dancing
half naked on a bar top or something was exquisitely exciting, but
would have, in reality, been humiliating. Despite the modesty of
her outfits she occasionally caught male eyes looking intently at
her chest, and that never failed to make her blush deeply.

It was not that she was all that big down
there, she thought, as her hands slid across the wet, slippery,
rounded curves of her firm young breasts. No, she was not large
there, but neither was she small and almost no matter what she
wore, the existence of her breasts could not be denied, especially
in conjunction with her smooth, flat tummy and slim hips.

The opposite wall, the one over the long sink
counter, was one large mirror, and so, when she turned her back to
the water, she caught sight of herself and felt a breathless sense
of excitement in her chest as her hands caressed her breasts. Her
nipples were already hard and tingly, and as she stared at herself,
she felt the hot rush of excitement surging up from between her
legs.

With her hair slicked back, she looked
very... erotic, she thought, as sexual tension rose. She allowed
her back to arch, and slid her hands up and back behind her head,
sliding her tongue seductively across her lower lip.

Her pussy was completely nude, smoothly
waxed, her one indulgence, her one acknowledgment of her sexual
longings and fantasies. Nothing hid her smooth, tight sex from her
eyes, or the eyes of anyone else. She drew her arms in together
squeezing her full breasts between them, mashing them together so
that the nipples tingled, and slid her hands down between her legs,
fingers sliding across the her soap covered sex, then easing in
between her labia to slide up and down.

Her heart pounded furiously, and she was
filled with tension and wariness as she looked at herself. Her ears
and eyes were alert to the sight or sound of anyone coming near, of
perhaps those two maids Patrick had mentioned coming in. Even girls
seeing her naked would have made her blush red, for she was not
used to exposing herself to anyone, and dreaded the thought of
exposing herself to them. She would have to find out their hours
and ensure she took her showers at other times than they did.

Breathless, she stopped, and turned, letting
the water pour down on her and wash away the soap, rinsing herself
off, turning in place until the soap was all gone, then shutting
off the water.

Nude, she wrapped the towel around her head
to partly dry off her hair, then wrapped it around her chest and
body as she went to the sink. She brushed out her hair, dried it,
then donned her robe and went back to her room, locking the door at
the bottom of the stairs.

Once upstairs, as was her habit, she tossed
off the robe, and finished brushing and styling her hair in the
large mirror over one of the dressers. She didn't really do a lot
to her hair. It was a soft brown, and cut off above her shoulders.
It was perfectly straight, and full, even silky, curling in ever so
slightly above her shoulders and under her jaw.

She decided to put just a trace of lipstick
on, and pulled on her glasses to do it. She was far sighted, which
meant she had to wear glasses when reading or working up close. Her
glasses were stylish, as befitted her ambitions, half frames, with
the top being a dark brown. they made her look, she thought,
intelligent, thoughtful, and perhaps, she hoped, even a little
posh. Her big brown eyes looked soft but intelligent behind them,
and her small nose seemed even more delicate with the glasses
perched upon it.

She ran her finger along her lips, then
through them and along her tongue, idly sucking on it, sliding her
finger in and out of her mouth. She was still somewhat aroused from
her experience downstairs. The sudden thought hit her that with
almost no one living there, she could try to walk around naked in
the still night hours, and no one would likely spot her. Her
nipples tingled at the thought.

The thought of doing naughty things always
aroused her, though, of course, she never actually did them. She
was far too controlled in her day to day life to do foolish things
which might humiliate her, and damage her reputation.

She licked her lips as she picked up the
plastic bottle of skin lotion, feeling the prickle in her nipples
becoming more pronounced. She carried it across to the bed and then
turned and jumped back onto it, nude, then propped herself up
amidst all the pillows back there and flipped through the
television channels.

There was a movie with Antonio Banderas on
and she licked her lips appreciatively, then turned the lid of the
plastic bottle and squirted a thick, creamy substance onto her
chest between her breasts. She put down the bottle and dropped her
hands to her chest, then filled them with the cream and spread them
slowly over her chest.

Her nipples began to tingle now as her
breasts throbbed. Her fingers caressed her sensitive flesh, and
began to knead it lightly as she watched Banderas. She imagined him
atop her, thrusting, thrusting ,thrusting forcefully, with her
entirely naked – naked – beneath him, his eyes feasting on her.

She let her slippery hands slide down her
body, caressing and coating her lower chest and belly, then her
abdomen. Her right hand slid between her legs as she drew her knees
up and spread them wide, and her fingers pushed into the mouth of
her sex, rubbing and pushing, twisting and turning as her breathing
became more ragged.

She eased a finger into the tight center of
her sex, dipping it lightly in and out. She was slippery, and the
tactile sensation was delicious and erotic as skin stroked across
skin. She added a second finger, then a third, moaning softly as
she let the fingers of her other hand stroke across her throbbing
clit.

She groaned and arched back against the wall
of pillows behind her. She put her feet flat on the bed, feeling
the tautness of the tendons and muscles in her strain as she spread
her raised knees wide apart. Her fingers caressed her breasts and
pussy, and began to dip within, stroking and caressing the soft
flesh at the mouth of her sex.

Her hands moved slowly, softly, up and down
her body as she lay her head back. Images flitted past her eyes,
erotic images of men, and women. Her hands stroked up across her
breasts and she squeezed them lightly, then more strongly. She
gripped her stiff nipples between thumbs and forefingers and rolled
and stroked them, then pinched, hard, harder, gasping, wincing,
pulling them slowly outward, stretching them before letting them
go.

Her right hand slid back down her taut belly,
her fingers framing her sex, rubbing up and down on either side.
Then she let those fingers spread her labia and brought her other
hand down, fingers dipping inside again, lightly, then pushing more
deeply in and out.

Her breathing quickened, and she picked up
the bottle. She didn't really need skin softener, but this was
slippery, slick, and all natural. You could swallow the stuff if
you could stand the taste. It was a soft gel as she squirted it
into her hand, but cool. She brought her hand down between her
legs, spreading it against the opening of her pussy, then pushing
her fingers in deeper, groaning, her mind still searching through
erotic fantasies and images.

Then it settled on one, and her pulse picked
up.

She was in the washroom, naked, putting on
makeup. She was... beautiful, and leaned over the counter, putting
lipstick on, her lips pursed as the door opened. In strode workmen
from up the hall. They were rough hewn men, broad of shoulder, with
powerful chests. They all looked dangerous, with flinty eyes and
stubble on their faces. They wore tank tops, their shoulders and
arms muscled and bare as they moved slowly into the room, staring
at her, wanting her, licking their lips excitedly to see her.

She was bent over, exposed to them from both
sides as she concentrated on her lips, her glasses only allowing
her to see close-up objects so that they were invisible to her as
they moved quietly behind her.

She bent forward further, spreading her legs
for balance, and they stared down at her, their tight, dirty jeans
now bulging in front.

She was wearing high heels, for some reason,
stilettos, though she didn't actually own a pair. And she had a
black ribbon around her throat, or perhaps a choker. She
straightened up, unaware of the three men standing silently behind
her, and picked up a comb to draw it through her hair. Her breasts
rose and tautened as her arms were raised above and behind her
head, and the men stared at them in the mirror, filled with lust,
with hunger and need as she unconsciously posed for them.

One of them peeled his tank top up and off,
revealing a heavily muscled chest. It was not the chest of a
weightlifter, not filled with big, bulging muscles, but rather, of
a very strong man, with a light sprinkling of hair. In her fantasy,
something alerted her, and she turned, taking off the glasses,
gasping, eyes widening in shock as she realized they were
there.

“Sorry,” one said with a smile. “We
thought the place was empty and came to wash up.”

“Just to wash up,” the next said, removing
his shirt to reveal a second powerful chest.

She covered herself with her arms, gaping at
them, filled with a strange, dark sense of hunger, her pulse
pounding in her throat as they looked at her and she looked back.
Her eyes were drawn downward and she swallowed as she felt her
fingers twitching, wanting to touch their chests, wanting to slide
through the hair and over the muscled surfaces.

And then, helplessly, she felt her hands
move away from herself, felt a wild thrill of heat as she exposed
herself to their eyes. Her hands reached out to the two closest
men, one apiece, sliding across their chests as she moaned in
excitement.

Yet there was a dark thrill of fear, too,
for they were rough, common men, dirty men, powerfully built men
who might do anything to her! One moved forward, forcing her back
against the counter. His hands slid around her. His hands squeezed
her buttocks and he kissed her. She jerked her mouth away but one
of hands gripped her soft hair behind her neck, jerking her head up
and back, crushing her lips with his.

His tongue invaded her mouth, sliding over
hers, and she felt his hardness pressing against her belly as he
picked her up and dropped her on the counter. Her hands were still
excitedly stroking thei chest of both men, but she felt her right
hand pulled away, slid down by the man there, down to his groin to
caress him through his tight jeans.

She shuddered at the feel of him, so thick
and hard and long! The first man grasped her legs, jerking them up
and apart, and she moaned as the other two moved in on either side,
to watch. But each grabbed a leg, pulling it wide, holding it
easily. The second man was undoing his pants, and pulling himself
out, and her body crackled with electricity as he guided her
fingers around his thick shaft.

*

Hannah raised her head, her right hand
reaching out for the bottle. Breathing rapidly now she drew it down
between her legs. It had a rounded top, and she pressed it firmly
against her sex, turning and twisting it, groaning as the pressure
against her grew. In her dream, she imagined the man pushing his
cock against her, rubbing it up and down, then slowly sinking it
into her. And as she did, she slowly forced the thick bottle
through the taut, aching lips of her sex.

She gasped at the ache, for the bottle was
quite thick, but she needed the ache, the pain, for some reason. It
grounded her. And it made the pleasure so much hotter and wilder by
comparison. She groaned as she slowly worked the thick bottle
through her slick opening, her legs spasming a little as she tried
to pull them wider. She lay her head back, moaning, half the bottle
inside her now.

She could use only one hand on it, now, and
so the other slid up onto her breast, squeezing and needing it.

With her head back, she was looking up at the
roof, and even the roof behind her. She was certainly not looking
at the big flat screen at the foot of the bed. If she had, she
would have seen the scene change abruptly. First there was a red
flashing light around its edge, then the letters “incoming call”
appeared across the screen. A few seconds later, the screen changed
and showed a head and shoulders shot of a man about ten years her
senior.

He was had a slender face, and boyishly cut
hair with bangs spilling untidily across his forehead. He wore a
crisp, expensive suit and tie, and had an impatient look on his
face which quickly changed to surprise, then amusement as he
watched what was laid out before him. His blue eyes flickered down
to the thick bottle Hannah was slowly pushing deeper into her sex,
and narrowed with interest and hunger.

He made no sound as he watched the thick
bottle slide in, then out, in, and out, pushing and twisting,
deeper and deeper as Hannah gasped with excitement, heat, and
effort. He could not see her face, but only her breasts and body,
but what he could see was more than sufficient to keep his
attention.

*

The first man pushed himself into her as she
squirmed on the counter, her bare buttocks sliding across the damp
surface. He was soon deep inside her, her belly straining to
accommodate his massive cock as he thrust in and out, moving slowly
at first due to his size, but leaning into her and moving faster
and faster as she gasped and moaned in helpless pain and pleasure.
She was slumped back on the counter, her bottom at the edge as his
big cock slid into her, and then he leaned in and kissed her again,
crushing her lips once more as his hips ground against her.

Then, abruptly, she was in the shower,
standing bent forward, forced face-first against the cool, shining
tiles, her legs spread. One of the other men was behind her, the
one with long hair past his shoulders. He was nude, as nude as she
was, and he growled as he jerked back on her hips and pushed
himself into her from behind.

*

Hannah gasped as she quickly rolled over on
the bed, raising her bottom high, knees spread wide. She jammed her
face into the pillows, reaching beneath her with both hands. One
gripped the bottle, thrusting it in and out, while the other
fingered her swollen, burning clit. She ground her hips back,
visualizing the workman taking her from behind, his hands on her
breasts, his hips slapping against her buttocks his big cock
thrusting deep into her belly.

God, he was deep! She forced the
bottle in hard, not caring that it hurt. The pain only made her
more aroused as she rolled her hips and whimpered excitedly.

She forced herself up, gasping, legs spread.
In her mind she was on the third man, riding his cock, riding up
and down as her breasts hung over his face and his hands reached
for them. The bottle was beneath her, and she rode it, shuddering,
trembling as she sank down hard. When she was really excited she
could get the entire bottle inside her. It was over ten inches, but
she had most of it in now, and as she jammed herself down upon it
and squeezed her breasts she felt the orgasm approaching and then
threw her face forward, burying it against the pillows as she came,
as she cried out again and again, grinding and bucking and jerking
against the bed, against the bottle, against her fingers, as
seething waves of sexual heat and pleasure rolled over her.

Slowly, her body stopped its desperate
movements, and went still, gasping, moaning. Hannah slowly half
rolled over, groaning as the heaviness in her lower belly, at the
strained feeling in her pussy. She rolled onto her back, at last,
laying still, legs sprawled untidily out to either side, chest
heaving.

“Well, that was quite an interesting
introduction, Miss Quinn.”

Hannah's eyes abruptly widened. She hadn't
hear that?! Had she?!

She jerked upright, staring towards the
stairs, but no one was there, no one was in the room. And then her
eyes lit on the television, and the man there who could almost be
looking at her.

“My name is Robert Carling,” he said. “I
called to welcome you to Carling Manor and to discuss your ideas
for the library.”
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Hannah stared at the image in disbelief, jaw
open, frozen, a sudden shocking suspicion filling her mind, one
which she was too horrified to accept.

“I suppose Patrick failed to familiarize you
with the videophones which are set up around the manor?” he said.
“Well, that's all right. I'm sure you'll come to understand how
they work soon. In the interim, yes, I can see you quite clearly,
so you might want to, er, cover yourself somewhat if you're feeling
modest.”

She was so stunned, so mortified she couldn't
accept it. Hannah could only stare at the screen in disbelief.

“Not that I mind, really. You have quite a
beautiful body. It's good to know you're responsible enough to keep
a good exercise regime, what with you being occupied in a rather
sedentary occupation. I respect people who take care of their
bodies.”

Hannah screamed and threw herself out of bed,
tumbling to the floor, out of sight of the TV, then scrambled on
hands and knees around behind it, eyes wide, face turning beet red
as the full enormity of what had happened sank into her horrified
mind. He hadn't merely seen her naked! Oh no, he had seen her
masturbating! With a bottle! The bottle which was still jammed into
her pussy all the way to the base!

She knelt on the floor and put her hands over
her burning face, too shocked by the intensity of the realization
to cope with it. Denial swept through her, but she knew it was
useless. Even if he had come in at the last minute he'd seen her
riding the bottle, seen her jamming herself down on it, seen and
heard her orgasm!!

The only thought in her head then was to get
away! She had to run! She ha to grab her things and get out before
he came near her, before she had to meet him!

“Miss Quinn? Are you there? We still have a
lot to discuss,” he said, ridiculously calmly.

How could she turn the bloody thing off!?
There wasn't even a cord to pull! But as she put her hands on the
top corner she realized it could be swiveled, and so she slowly
turned it, keeping right in behind, turned it away from the bed and
towards the fireplace. Then she grabbed the control box and turned
it off.

The fucking bottle was still inside her!

Frantically, she pulled it free, throwing it
furiously against the wall as she grabbed for clothes. She would
leave her wardrobe behind! She simply had to get out before he saw
her! She would abandon the job and head home, and never answer the
phone again without being certain it wasn't him! Before she saw
him! She jumped into the clothes she'd worn up on the train,
grabbed her purse, shoved her feet into the pumps, and ran for the
door

She half fell down the stairs, yanked open
the door – and screamed, falling back onto the stairs as she saw
him standing there, looking mildly irritated.

“Miss Quinn,” he said, impatiently. “I don't
appreciate being hung up on.”

She turned and scrambled back up the stairs,
horrified, but there was no way out, no way to hide, and he came up
behind her. She moved as far as the far wall and then stopped,
grabbing the window sill, refusing to turn around.

“Bloody women,” he said with a world-weary
sigh. “Miss Quinn, we all have naked bodies. Yours is exceptionally
attractive as compared to most, so you really have nothing to be
ashamed of there. As for your masturbation – .”

Hannah cringed at the word.

“Well, virtually everyone masturbates. Just
as everyone goes to the bathroom. I really never could understand
the dreadful embarrassment around the subject. Mind you, I've never
been exactly normal.”

“P-please go away!” she said in a horribly
squeaky voice.

She was going to burst into tears in a
moment!

“I masturbate. Would you like to watch
me?”

“No!” she gasped.

“No? Well, men are rather more voyeuristic
than women.”

“You could have warned me!”

“Of what? Patrick was supposed to familiarize
you with the videophones.”

“You saw... that... and kept watching!” she
gulped, fighting back tears, still refusing to look around.

“Yes, well, I must admit, I am a male. But I
don't think it's incumbent upon me to apologize for that. I don't
know any males who would have turned away from a sight like that.
Perhaps the pope would have, or a gay man. No one else.”

“I-I need to leave now,” she said
shakily.

“Yes, I rather suspected that was your
intent. I won't have it. I've already waited long enough to get
that library in shape and I'm not putting it off for another month
or two just because you're gotten all girlishly embarrassed that
I've accidentally seen your naughty bits.”

Hannah felt a sudden ferocious anger. How
dare he make light of what had happened!? The filthy pervert!
Staring at her like that!

Her anger spun her around, her hand coming
up, finger stabbing at him.

“Now you're mad at me for not immediately
ducking away the moment I saw your lovely body,” he said, “for
doing what was natural for me to do even as you did what was
natural for you to do. I was told you were a very grounded young
women with an intelligent head on your shoulders. So stop crying
about spilled milk that's already been cleared away and let's
discuss your role here.”

“I-I...I have no role! I'm leaving!”

“Walking home are you?”

She stared at him stupidly.

“There's no train before tomorrow, and what's
more Patrick has taken the car, so you aren't leaving, not unless
you intend to walk.”

She jerked her head away. “Please go away!”
she begged between clenched teeth.

“No. It's my home and no one can order me
about in it. Besides, hair of the dog that bit you, girl.”

He grabbed her wrist as he turned away,
jerking her along with him effortlessly before she could even think
to struggle. He wasn't a tall man, not like the men in her dreams.
He wasn't even broad of shoulder or chest. But he was deceptively
strong, and simply flung her into a stuffed chair where she landed
with an indignant squawk of surprise.

“You're horribly ashamed and can hardly bear
to look at me,” he said, waving his hand dismissively. “Yes, yes,
yes. Well, the more you see me, the weaker that will get. Put it
behind you like a good girl and we can get on with work.”

The colossal arrogance of the man took her
breath away, almost distracting her from her humiliation!

“You – !”

“Oh do be quiet,” he said. “Don't tell me
about how indignant you are at me. I'm Lord bloody Carling” he
said, raising his voice. “I'm an arrogant, conceited, obnoxious
bastard! Everyone says so and it's bloody true! Including all the
women I've run through as though they were yesterday's socks. No
one can stand me! Well, too damned bad for them!”

Hannah's eyes narrowed, shame giving way to
anger.

“Now let's look at your options, Miss Quinn.
I have no intention of forcibly confining you here or standing over
you with a whip to make you organize my library. But you will do so
regardless. Breaking the contract I've already signed with your
employer will get you fired. What's more, if I have to tell them
why you refuse to work here, well, let me suggest you won't be
getting a very good recommendation from them.”

She colored again, furiously, jerking her
eyes down.

“So, rather than you running back home to go
on the dole because some horrible man saw you masturbating, why not
act like a grown-up and get on with your bloody job?!”

“You are a bastard!' she hissed.

“Too bloody right I am! But I can afford to
be. You see this place? It was a tumbling ruin up until a few years
ago when I bought it. And how did I buy it? My father gave me a
title and precious little else. I went to university, and I started
up an electronics company, and I worked twenty hours a day and made
myself a millionaire, and then a multimillionaire I'm worth a
bloody fortune now and I have five thousand odd people working for
me. I have a right to my arrogance, Miss Quinn,” he snapped.

He smoothed his face and examined her. “I had
planned to offer to double your salary, by the way, if that's any
consideration.”

She stared at him in disbelief. “You want to
double my salary because...”

“Oh don't be absurd,” he said with a sniff of
disdain. “I double the salaries of everyone who works directly with
me. It's because I'm a right bastard to work for, you see. I
realize it. I acknowledge it. I can be arrogant, overbearing,
insulting, bullying and disrespectful – frequently. That leaves me
with two choices with regard to those employees who come in
frequent contact with me. Either I must routinely hire new people
to replace the ones who quit in outrage, or I pay higher salaries
to compensate people for putting up with me.”

“Or you could just modify your behavior and
act more respectfully,” she growled, staring at the floor.

“Out of the question! I act the way I want to
act and to hell with anyone who doesn't approve. At least you'll
know when I say something good, Miss Quinn, it's honesty and not
mealy mouthed politeness.”

He got up and headed for the door. “Dinner is
at five,” he said. “You can pick up your meal and bring it back
here if you're too ashamed to eat downstairs. And oh by the way,
there's an instruction manual for the electronics in the night
table.”

He paused at the head of the stairs, reached
down, and picked up the bottle she'd flung against the wall, which
had rolled out into the open. He raised his eyebrows at her as her
face flooded with heat again, then tossed it underhand onto the bed
before descending the stairs.

Hannah glared after him. Bastard!

She got up and began to pace rapidly back and
forth, trying to decide what to do. Unfortunately, as he'd pointed
out, she had few options, none palatable. Running back home and
abandoning the job because he'd accidentally seen her masturbating
- with that bottle buried in your pussy, she thought with a groan –
was just not on.

She would just have to face him. She had
already faced him, after all, and hadn't died. And how much time
was he going to spend around her anyway, with all his boasts about
the thousands who worked for him? He must have far more important
things on his hands.

She went to the bed and sat down, glaring at
the bottle hatefully. She was still horribly embarrassed, blushing
right down to her chest, but what else could she do but stay on!?
And double the salary? If he was serious about that it would
certainly help her out a lot!

Her mind was resisting, with little success,
painting mental images of what he must have seen. God! He had seen
everything! Had heard everything! How could she not flee!? How
could she stand such humiliation!?

She used the remote control to force the TV
to descend back into its cabinet. At least then she didn't have to
worry about him peeping at her while she moved around. Not that he
hadn't already seen everything!

Could he have planned to surprise her? Well,
possibly, but there was no way he could have predicted what she'd
be doing at that time. She might as easily have been sitting at the
desk writing a letter.

She gazed suspiciously at the computer at the
desk and the monitor over it. Was that also capable of seeing her?
She sat down and examined it, and found a webcam attached to the
top of the monitor. She wrapped a scarf around it distrustfully,
then returned to pacing.

She fetched her dinner at five, meeting
James, who told her there was, in addition to the pool, which she
could use as she wished, an exercise room with modern equipment.
She hurried back to her room to eat alone, finally turning on the
TV again and flicking through channels. Her humiliation was never
far from her mind, though.

She always masturbated before going to sleep,
though usually not with the bottle, but not tonight. She might be
too traumatized to ever masturbate again, she thought.

She woke with light flooding her room,
sunlight in her eyes, and rolled away. She got out of bed, dressed,
and then brushed her teeth before heading down for breakfast. It
was such a gorgeous day it was hard to feel gloomy and depressed,
and she sat in the kitchen with the two maids, both not much out of
their teens, if that, and both very clearly and obviously lower
class girls from their tones and words. They were both also quite
attractive, though, and she let herself cynically wonder if Carling
had hired them to do more than the dusting.

That was not the case with her, of course,
for she was a plain girl, she thought, and not a long haired, big
boobed cutie like both the maids.

She made her way to the library, dressed in
gray slacks, white sneakers, and green top, and spent the morning
sorting through the books, considering how many of what type there
were, and whether they were organized in any pattern at all.

Her love of books let her lose herself in the
job for several hours, hardly thinking about Lord Carling and what
he'd seen.

And then, suddenly, there he was, striding
into the room without any hesitation.

“All right, Quinn, so tell me what you intend
doing here,” he demanded.

Startled, she jumped up, and her face flamed
again at seeing him.

He clapped his hands together. “Now!”

“Uhm, ah, well, you have a number of very old
books,” she said, still embarrassed.

“Tell me what I don't know.”

“Some of them may actually be rare books, and
worth quite a bit of money. Those ought to be separated out from
the rest and perhaps put under a display case of some sort.”

“No display cases.”

“Well then a shelf with glass doors. Some may
need environmental protection to keep from deteriorating. At the
moment I would recommend separating the books by subject, as there
are a number of broad subject matters I've discovered, then of era
within that division.”

“Can you provide me a list of subject
matters?”

“Broadly; science, geography, history, and
literature. You would have sub-categories within those of course,
such as psychology, geology, chemistry and anatomy under science.
Really, what I need to do is make up a list of all books first,
then we can discuss it further.”

“Right, then do it.”

And just like that he was gone.

Hannah returned to her work. It would take
many days to catalog them all, but every book was a new hope of
discovery, as she examined each in turn for age and type.

She spent all day at it, then returned to her
room, stiff and more than a little sore, and feeling a bit dirty
from sifting through so many old, dusty books. She went downstairs
in her robe and took a shower, glancing nervously at the door lest
Lord Carling abruptly rush in. There was more than mere
nervousness, of course. Being nude in a semi-public place was, as
before, a strangely arousing undertaking.

She did not, of course, masturbate, but her
mind was filled with thoughts of construction workers coming in and
catching her all naked and soapy, or Lord Carling doing so. Her
shower was quicker than before, and she donned her robe in relief
as she made her way back upstairs.

She watched TV, did some cataloging, surfed
the internet, and then slept. The next morning she was back at it,
working all day to identify all the thousands of books in Carling's
collection. She had a small computer which she used to type in each
name, author and publisher, and publishing date, and it was
sufficiently mindless she forgot all her other problems while doing
it.

Again that evening she went back to her room
to spend the time alone. She found the guide Carling had spoken of,
and read through it carefully, noting when the videophones could
operate and what warning signal they gave off. The first thing she
discovered was that the TV could be set to automatically answer, or
to automatically block a call until and unless someone answered it
by pressing a button on the control box. She immediately changed
the setting, of course, and that gave her some relief.

At least she knew he wouldn't be able to dial
in while she was sleeping or changing!

But then, in reading the guide and exploring
other options, she horrified herself by discovering that the video
phone messages were recorded automatically. And what was more, they
could be played back – both sides. She literally began to tremble
as she pressed the sequence of buttons, and then gasped as
Carling's head and shoulders popped up on her screen.

Then, the bottom falling out of her stomach,
she pressed another button – and saw what he had seen. Her face
filled with heat and she moaned aloud as she stared at the call
from the beginning, as she saw his view of her body, naked, breasts
bared, back arched, legs spread, her fingers thrusting into her
pussy, then pushing the bottle into her body.

She heard herself moaning and gasping and
grunting as she drove the bottle deeper. She saw herself roll
quickly over, saw her bottom rise high, legs wide, saw herself
pumping the bottle, fingering her clit, saw herself sit up and back
and sink down on it, riding the bottle.

She heard her muffled cries of pleasure as
she buried her face into the pillows, and she imitated her screen
image, burying her face in the pillows, mortified.

She had to get out! She had to run! She
couldn't possibly face him again! Ever!

She erased the phone call, heart pounding,
face a mask of distress. And then she realized that he must also
have a recording like this on whichever screen he had used to call
her!

She couldn't leave! And how would she explain
to him her running off after two days of work? Did he know about
the video recording? Of course he did! Bastard!

Did he watch it again and again, maybe
masturbating himself to the video? The pervert!

A small, back corner of her mind caught at
the thought, finding it both revolting and oddly, darkly arousing
to think of him, to think of any man, so aroused by the sight of
her body, the secret, forbidden sight of her, that he would become
uncontrollably aroused.

She tossed and turned, unable to fall asleep
thinking about that video, thinking about it getting on the
internet, and people she knew seeing it. Yet she couldn't possibly
talk to him about it!

Where had he called her from? He must have an
office, probably on the main floor, and probably off on the other
wing. She looked at the clock. It was past two in the morning.
Everyone else was asleep. She pulled on her jeans and a black
t-shirt, then stepped into tennis shoes and crept down the
stairs.

The lights were on in the corridor, but
dimmed low. She was able to make her way down the to the main
entrance hall, then down the stairs and, slowly, quietly, down the
other side hall. She stopped to peer into rooms, reasonably
confident no one's bedroom was on the main floor. She discovered an
immense oval room with a forty foot ceiling. The floor was polished
hardwood, and there were couches and chairs and tables scattered up
and down along the walls, and a stage at one end. A ballroom, she
thought wonderingly.

Nice to be rich, she thought in
irritation.

She found several large drawing rooms, rooms
with paintings on the wall and an assortment of antique couches,
tables, desks and chairs, the exercise room James had spoken about.
It was large and carpeted, with a dozen pieces of equipment as well
as free weights, chin up bars and other assorted gear. She played
around with it a little, experimentally, then moved on to discover
a billiards room, with a pair of enormous tables, a card table,
dart board, and shuffleboards. There was also a movie theater with
buttery leather sofas, and a sun room filled with flowers, small
trees and bushes.

The next pair of broad doors she opened gave
into a darkened room, with a distinctive smell to it. She flicked
on the lights, and found herself in an indoor pool. The lighting
was by large wall sconces. The floor was marble, and the pool
itself was tiled with postage stamp sized tiles. The water lapped
gently at the edge and she sighed as she looked out the large,
floor to ceiling windows onto the darkened back lawns.

She let herself fantasize a little about
living there, about being Carling's wife, having all this at her
disposal, bringing over some of her 'unfriends' to show off her new
status in life. She kicked off her shoes and dipped her toes into
the water, finding it warm.

A tingling began in the pit of her stomach.
At first denied, it grew, and she felt her nipples beginning to
tingle in turn. It was a bad idea, a daring idea, but one which she
began to find oddly irresistible. No one was around. No one was
nearby. It was the middle of the night. If she turned off the
lights the only light in the room would be the moonlight coming
through those big windows. She did so.

Slowly, her eyes adjusted to the dim light,
and, with her heart pounding, she peeled her shirt up and off, then
skinned out of her jeans and panties. Nude, she stepped to the edge
of the pool, then sat down, and slid into the warm water.

Gliding through the water was like a dream.
It caressed her naked skin as she turned slowly, diving beneath,
then arching up again, swimming slowly, easily, gliding, floating.
She felt sensuous, and more than a little aroused. She fingered her
nipples lightly, then arched back and dove under water, kicking her
feet strongly.

After a minute or so she reached the edge and
gripped the bars, then began to climb out.

And it was then the lights flicked on,
blinding her, and she saw a figure coming forward from the
door.

She squealed in shock and threw herself
backwards into the pool. Unfortunately, in her panic, she slipped
off the stair, and even as she tried to throw herself back her foot
dropped down between stair and wall. She wound up going straight
back and down and hitting the back of her head on the bottom of the
ladder. Since it was under water, her momentum was greatly slowed,
but she still saw stars for long seconds.

Strong arms slid around her waist, hands
gripping her just below her breasts, and she was pulled up and out,
then turned and draped across something – a shoulder, as she was
carried, sputtering and moaning up the ladder and out of the
pool.

He laid her down and she blinked up at
Carling's face, trying to clear her eyes, coughing, chest heaving –
naked.

For a moment she was sufficiently distracted
by the need to breath, and coughing out the water she'd swallowed,
to pay that little attention. But with that accomplished she knew
another drawn out moment of horrified embarrassment, and tried to
cover her naked body from his eyes.

“Miss Quinn, you are becoming an interesting
challenge,” he said waspishly.

Hannah sat up, jerking her knees and arms up
to cover herself.

“Not that I mind seeing your naked body, of
course, as its quite attractive, but it is causing me some
temptation to do things you might not exactly approve of.”

“D-Don't t-touch me!” she sputtered, gasping,
looking up at him warily.

He snorted and turned away. “For your general
fund of knowledge, Quinn, there is a safety alarm in the pool in
case someone who can't swim or is quite young accidentally falls
in. You might turn it off in future.”

He paused at the door and gave her a smirk.
“Or not.”
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It was horrible having to see him the next
day, and she blushed furiously when he came into the library.

“Well, got your clothes on this time, I see,”
he said drolly.

“That's not fair!” she gulped, staring down
at her shoes.

“Fair? What's fair got to do with anything.
Tell me about the books.”

“I-I'm uhm, I'm not finished cataloging them
yet.”

“What have you got? Come on. I've been paying
you and it's been three days. Unless you're going to prance about
naked all day where I can see you I expect genuine work to be
done.”

She burned with both embarrassment and anger,
lips pursed as she fought to control herself.

“I haven't printed up a list yet,” she said,
eyes downcast. “It's in my computer.”

“And have you discovered more rare
books?”

“A number of them,” she said, bringing up a
list.

He leaned over her, and she squirmed
uncomfortably, but he seemed to be looking at the screen and not
her.

“The Marquis de sade?” he said with a raised
eyebrow.

“Yes, four novels by him,” she said
uncomfortably, “from the 1790s. Do you uhm, read French?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact. Liberal education
and all that. Where are they? What shape are they in?”

“Well,” she said, rising slowly, “they're in
this back area here, up the stairs.”

She led him there and pointed out the books,
and he picked one up appreciatively.

“So does this mean old Uncle Stuart was a
pervert?” he mused.

“He, well, could have collected it for its
historical value,” she said doubtfully, “but, well, there is a lot
of similar uhm, literature.”

He snorted and dropped low, perusing the
titles.

“Many of them are rare and old, but... some
of them aren't,” she said uncomfortably.

He picked up a newer book and grinned. “How
to train a slave? Interesting. That would cut my labour costs, at
least.”

He picked up another. “The Mind of the Woman:
a Guide to Reshaping and Adjusting The Female to Proper Obedience.
Now there's a mouthful of a title.”

He picked up a pair and grinned at them
.”Disciplining females. Surely a best seller given the need. And
what's this, uhmm, a Physician's guide to the safe discipline and
punishment of slaves.”

“Yes, well, there are a number of such
books,” she said, blushing.

“Liberating the Sexually Inhibited Female
Through Submission and Domination,” he said, reading another title
aloud.

He stood up and grinned at her. “Do you
consider yourself in need of liberation, Quinn?”

“No,” she said, blushing.

“Yes, you did look pretty uninhibited the
other day.”

Her face flamed. “What I do in the privacy of
my bed – !”

“Is entirely your business,” he said.

“Yes,” she snapped, only slightly
mollified.

“Of course, if you were more uninhibited,” he
said, tapping the book with a grin, “You'd not be so ashamed of
it.”

“I-I'm not... ashamed...!” she sputtered
angrily.

“Of course you are, silly girl.” He tapped
her nose with his finger and drew back as she batted his hand away.
“But don't worry,” he said as he headed for the door, “Here's a
book which will teach me how to train you properly so you'll be
less frantic in future.”

“That's not the least bit funny!' she
snapped.

He paused at the door. “Well, no one ever
accused me of being a humorist.”

He looked at the book and grinned at her.
“Get that list done or I'll see if I can find some instruments of
discipline to punish that saucy bottom of yours.”

She opened her mouth to say something which
she was sure would be quite clever and insulting but he was out the
door and gone before she could quite frame her answer.

What an absolute pig of a man!

The image of him caning her bare bottom came
unbidden to her mind and she flushed in irritation. If it weren't
for the money, and the need to build her resume...

* * *

Despite the proper image Hannah displayed to
the world she had always been a very sexual person, at least in
private. She masturbated, generally speaking, three times or so
each day; on waking, on going to sleep, and in the shower. Going
four days without was something of a record for her, and so, with
the lights off, she indulged herself that evening, legs spread
wide, fingers massaging herself, heat building in her body.

In her minds eyes she tormented men with her
lovely body, and, much to her discomfort, the faces of the men kept
turning to Robert Carling. She imagined him, even now, staring at
her, through some sort of peep hole or hidden camera, as she lay
sprawled on her bed naked, fingering herself, imagined him getting
an erection, squeezing himself as he stared at her, wanting
her.

And then he was bending her over a desk,
spanking her, caning her, naked, and finally, she thrust three
fingers deep into her pussy and arched her back to orgasm, she
imagined him burying his steely cock in her belly and rutting into
her mercilessly from behind.

That bastard!

* * *

She returned to the library next morning,
working in the dusty rear area. Because of the dirt she wore a pair
of cutoffs and a t-shirt, sniffing disdainfully at many of the
titles she came across. Carling's uncle was definitely a pervert.
And for all she knew it was hereditary.

No, that wasn't fair. He hadn't done a thing
to her, and his behaviour wasn't really unusual for a man,
especially given how much of her he'd seen.

She picked up one of the newer books and
opened it to the inside cover sheet, tapping in the information to
her computer.

This one was illustrated, with very
well-rendered drawings, and they were of beautiful girls in
bondage. She flipped through the pages slowly, grudgingly admiring
the perverted artist's imagination for the numerous different types
of bondage, and the numerous positions he placed his models. She
never would have even thought about most such things! Whoever knew
how many different ways you could tie a girl up or suspend her from
the ceiling?

What would she look like, she wondered, tied
up naked like some of these pictures? Would he torture her while
she was helpless, as some of the drawings showed? The thought left
her more than a little breathless, and she felt the tight seam of
her jeans digging into her pussy as she squatted beside the
shelves.

What would he think, she wondered, if she
stripped off and started masturbating right then and there, and he
came upon her? Would he fire her, or fuck her?

Did he want to fuck her? Of course he did.
Every man did. And given what he'd seen of her, and his
appreciation of her assets, he was no different than the others.
She could fuck him, she supposed. There was no danger of word
getting around to the people she knew, and he wasn't half bad
looking either, though insufferable.

He was probably just as arrogant in bed, and
for all her self abuse she had little real experience with men. If
he went through women “like socks” he probably had an enormous
breadth of experience to fall back on and would sneer at her lack
of skills.

Arrogant prick!

There turned out to be quite a lot of that
type of book, many old, but some newer, and several that were fully
illustrated with drawings and paintings. Carling returned twice
that day to peruse them and to taunt her, and she at first refused
to rise to the bait, partially because she was too embarrassed and
uncomfortable, given her earlier mishaps.

“Mr Carling,” she finally said, somewhat
waspishly, “this will go considerably better if you don't continue
to interrupt me.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Is that the way you
think best to speak to your employer, Quinn?”

Well, of course it wasn't, but still.

“I apologize but – .”

“And it's Lord Carling, if you please, or you
may use milord, or at least, sir,” he said, “as a testament to the
lofty distance between one of your meager station in life and one
of my exalted status. I shant insist you be on your knees when
addressing me, but familiarity would really be quite improper.”

Such arrogance was breathtaking, but she was
certain he meant at least some of it in a humourous vein. Well...
probably. Still, it did remind her she was dealing with an
extremely wealthy, important individual who was also her
employer.

“I apologize,” she said, gaining control of
herself, “but your continual fixation on this.. this... material,
is most improper.”

“Improper how?” he asked, guilelessly, “It
is, after all, a part of the library you're undertaking to catalog
and sort, and some of it is quite rare and perhaps valuable.
Indeed, I value your insight, as a librarian and bibliophile. And
it was you, after all, who brought them to my attention.”

“While that might be somewhat true, this
particular... topic, could be seen as somewhat unseemly.”

“Really? What an old-fashioned notion. You
mean because you're a woman? Would it be less improper if I'd hired
a male librarian?”

“Well, I... possibly,” she said, not wanting
to admit such a thing and somewhat flustered.

“And yet we're in the age of equality and all
that sort of thing. And you are, after all, no innocent virginal
waif.”

“And how would milord know that?” she
sniffed.

“Well,” he said, “it's true that I don't know
much about your history, but, not to put too fine a point on it,
the er, circumference of the item you were using the other day in
your, er, self enjoyment would lead one to believe that the ahm,
cavity involved had gotten a certain measure of use in the past, so
to speak...”

Hannah felt the blood rushing to her face,
and was speechless, at first, as he shrugged and smiled, then felt
a wave of anger which flustered her, as she didn't know whether to
flee in her embarrassment, or scream at him in her rage.

“Not that I am judging in any way,
whatsoever, I assure you. I'm merely making a comment on certain
physical properties of the human anatomy and – .”

“You are a rotten bastard!” she shouted,
jumping to her feet.

“Well, I think my mother might disagree,” he
said, unperturbed.

“You know very well what I mean, Lord
Carling!” she snapped, biting off his name and title as though they
were epithets.

“Oh that, well, yes, as I told you earlier, I
am a right bastard, in the colloquial use of the verb.”

“It's a noun, not a verb!” she snapped.

“Really? I could never keep those quite
clear. But as you suggest, I'm not the nicest of people. That's why
I have to pay everyone doubletime to put up with me.”

“There is a limit to what even that will buy!
I want no further references to... to... that incident!”

“Are you giving me orders?”

“Yes! I mean, well... yes!”

“That could be construed as quite
presumptuous, Quinn,” he said, “again, bearing in mind my lofty
height of nobility and your, er, lack. If one were to read the
instructions in these books that would call for rather stern
discipline, possibly applied that rather attractive backside of
yours.”

“Don't you even dare think it!” she snapped,
pointing her finger at him.

“Well, I might not dare do it, but I think I
can dare think it. But I take your point and shall leave you in
peace for now.”

He sauntered off, and she glowered after him,
then slowly sat back down. Imagine him bringing up the size of the
bottle she'd used to masturbate with! Of all the filthy gall! And
what exactly was that supposed to mean anyway? That she must be a
slut of some kind because she'd used a very thick bottle? She was
far from that! It was just that... penetration, thick, full, deep
penetration, had always deeply aroused her. She knew that
physically, it shouldn't but intellectually, emotionally it surely
did.

But that didn't reflect on the...
tightness... or size of her pussy! What a filthy and insulting
suggestion! But how could she have dignified it with an answer? And
how could she have answered the the pain, the ache, turned her on?
He'd think she was some sort of masochist like in these filthy
books!

Well, maybe she was, at least a bit. She did
seem to fantasize a lot about being taken, about being, well,
perhaps not forced exactly but... taken by strong men who would not
brook no for an answer. She had never really put a much thought
into the kind of material contained in the books; all that whips
and chains sort of thing.

Looking at some of the drawings had turned
her on, especially imagining herself bound in those outrageous
ways, but just because she found the drawings erotic didn't mean
she was a pervert like his uncle was – or he was!

Of course, in her experience, all men were
perverts anyway.

She let her imagination slide over a possible
relationship with him. He was an arrogant bastard, but in the realm
of a sort of sporting sexual interlude, well, he might be a rather
novel experience. Certainly it would be different than the sorts of
tawdry affairs she'd so long resisted with the young men she'd
grown up with. But he was simply too arrogant and unpleasant to
really contemplate such a thing.

She had trouble sleeping again that night.
She had the occasional dream, and even a brief erotic dream. In it,
she was naked at a strip club, prancing and dancing about, and
sitting in the front row was Carling, staring at her.

She woke, troubled, and got dressed. She
needed exercise, so put on sweat pants and a tank top and went
downstairs. She made her way outside and then began to jog around
the estate. There were a lot of walkways, and exploring them was
interesting, if tiring. She returned to the back of the house
panting and sweating, needing a shower. She looked longingly at the
swimming pool, thinking about throwing herself into it, but she
doubted they'd appreciate it.

She headed back into the house, thinking
about how delicious it would have been to strip naked and slide
beneath the cool water, right out in the open like that! But if
Carling saw her he'd have no doubt she was some sort of
exhibitionist pervert and who knows what he'd do or say.

She showered, her hands enjoying the tactile
pleasure of sliding across her warm, soapy body, but again did not
dare linger long. She dressed, ate breakfast, and started in on the
books again.

What else could she do?

She wondered if Carling had a girlfriend.
Apparently not. He had spoken of going through them like socks. No
doubt no self-respecting woman would stay around an obnoxious lout
like that, Lord or not.

She was determined to finish off this
particular category of book and start in on something else as
quickly as possible. Let him try his sly innuendo on books about
geology!

She was in the rear of the alcove, when her
hand pressed against the side of the shelf to balance herself, and
the three lower shelves and all their contents slid forward into
the wall, almost dropping her on her bottom. Intrigued, she dropped
to all fours and peered inside at the narrow passage revealed. An
old house with a secret passage in the library, she thought in
delight. How wonderfully cliched!

She stood up and hurried over to the cabinet,
where, in her initial inspection, she'd seen a number of torches.
She grabbed one, flicked the button on and off to test the power of
the battery, then returned and crawled into the passage. She looked
around nervously, but was gratified to see a distinct lack of
spider webs and accumulated dust. She was a slim hipped woman and
even so had to move carefully so as to not brush against the stone
walls as she moved along the passage and around the corner.

There was a stone stairway there, and she
followed it down, heart thumping, wondering if she'd find treasure,
or perhaps the skeletons of old pirates.

It was an awfully long staircase, she
thought, going down past the basement, into who knew where! When
she reached the bottom she searched about, found the outline of a
doorway, and then a small lever which allowed her to pull it
inward. She slipped out and swung the flash about, lighting up a
dark stone hall of sorts. Again, like the passageway it was oddly
clean. In fact, the floor looked polished!

That was disappointing, in a way, for it
indicated this was no long-lost hideaway, but something which must
be used still. Perhaps it was a wine cellar? The walls were of
rough stone, but the floor was of very clean square stones, and as
she moved around, it reflected the light ahead. To her right and
left were broad, rounded doorways in the stone wall. The right
giving onto a large group of wine racks. But it was the left which
interested her.

Both openings were about ten feet or so
across, and covered with bars. There was a doorway, also of bars,
in the midst of each, though, and neither were locked. On the wall
next to the opening on the left was a plaque. This is the original
underground detention area of the Lords of Eastwick, and dates to
the fifteenth century, when the present location was occupied by
Eastwick Castle.

She pushed open the one on the left and found
herself in a long, low room with odd contraptions spaced about.
They were clearly torture devices, and from the evident age of the
wood they looked like the original contrivances. Hannah gazed at
them in fascination. She had always loved history, and the thought
of seeing, and even touching, torture devices which might have been
used six hundred years ago was quite exciting.

There was the rack, obviously. There were
shackles hanging from the ceiling in places, perhaps to hold people
suspended. There was the wheel, to be bent back upon, and a
whipping post. There was a much-scarred table with shackles spaced
at the corners, to be used for God knows what, and a small cage
hanging from the ceiling!

One item made her blush to see it. It was a
T-shaped frame, with shackles along the top and a very phallic
looking thing projecting up and out from the vertical portion. She
imagined some poor man – or woman – bound to it, impaled through
the bottom, and otherwise hanging there! How horrible!

Beyond these were the cells, with shackles on
the walls. Her heart was beating more quickly, and she imagined
being imprisoned in one of the barred cells, shackled to the wall,
awaiting the tender attentions of the torturer. She stepped into
one of the cells, making sure the door was not the type to swing
closed and lock her in, and examined the walls, looking to see some
sort of sign of previous tenants. But perhaps, if they were
shackled they couldn't do anything like scratch off the days on the
wall.

The shackles seemed fairly obvious in their
operation. They were hinged, and the locking tongues fit into one
of several little holes, depending, she supposed, on the thickness
of the wrist to which they were bound.

She turned and pressed her back against the
stone wall, then raised her arms dramatically, imagining she was
locked in there, helpless, perhaps even … naked... awaiting the
cruel attentions of a lecherous jailor!

Perhaps someone like Lord Carling.

She felt a throbbing between her legs which
was echoed a moment later by a tingling in her nipples. She felt a
temptation to strip herself, to press her naked body back against
the stone, and let her imagination run riot. But no, there was no
way she was going to risk being exposed to Carling yet again! The
man had already seen far more of her naked body than was anywhere
close to being decent!

But.. the heat in her body was rising at the
mere thought of doing it, of being naked, pretending she was a
prisoner, and the heat was making her certainty waver. What were
the odds he'd come down just then? But no, not going to happen, she
told herself firmly. The clothes are staying on!

She examined the shackles again, and felt a
sense of breathlessness as she slipped her wrist into one. She
closed it, letting the little metal tongues slip into the opening
so it was locked firmly around her left wrist. Then she turned the
old key in the stiff lock to lock it. Her breasts were hot now, her
chest tight, as she turned and pressed herself against the wall,
laying her head back.

She had trouble balancing the flash and the
key, and so turned around again, unlocked the shackle, and then set
her flash down before returning. The key didn't really need to be
held she realized, for the lock was stiff and it stayed in on its
own. She locked the shackle around her left wrist again, then
closed the other one and pressed her wrist against the wall to snap
it together. She didn't try to lock it, however. That wasn't
necessary to her fantasy.

She turned her back to the wall and felt her
heart beating excitedly as she looked out at the bars, then the
darkened room beyond. She wished she'd thought to close the door of
the cell, but she'd not wanted to risk it somehow locking. Still,
she pulled firmly against the shackles, wanting to bask in the
sensation of ancient imprisonment.

It would have been so much more exciting had
she been naked, though. She wondered if she dared come back in the
middle of the night. There were surely no safety alarms down here
to catch anyone's attention.

She ground her bottom against the rough
stone, feeling her breathing become more ragged, and then decided
she had had enough and had better get back upstairs before her
absence was spotted. She turned around and tried to open the
unlocked shackle around her right wrist, but the release was very
stiff. Her thumb ached as she pressed against it, and she felt the
first sparkle of anxiety. She cursed softly, pressing from one
side, then the other, becoming more anxious as it failed to
give.

She shook the chains violently, smashing the
shackle against the wall, and the button gave, the shackle opening
at the lever and her arm dropping out.

At the same time, the key dropped out of the
other shackle.

She stared at it stupidly, one wrist free,
the other still held aloft. It had fallen to the floor and bounced
just off to the side. It was really quite close – just not close
enough.

She closed her eyes in horror. How long, she
wondered, until that slimy Lord Carling went to the library to
taunt her, found the passage open, and came down here to find her
locked up like this!?

Then she knew a worse fear. What if he went
to the library, didn't see her, and went away, not going to the
back to spot the open passage? Then she could be standing like this
for hours! For hours and hours and hours!

How utterly stupid she was!

She tried to reach the key with her foot, but
couldn't quite stretch that far. She glared at it furiously.
Carling would mock her endlessly if he found her like this!

If she could only reach the key, she thought,
it should be possible, given how thick it was, to grasp it in her
toes, and then pull it up so she could grasp it with her free hand.
Then she could unlock herself. But try as she would she couldn't
quite reach it.

Then the idea came to her, that if she took
off her long skirt, she could swing it out and drag the key back to
where she could reach it with her foot. But she shied away from
that in case Carling showed up.

An hour passed, then another, or at least,
she thought that was how long had passed. It was rather hard to
tell. Cursing, she undid her skirt, raising her right knee high and
tugging the skirt down. She stepped out of it with one foot, then
the other, then grasped it by the waistband, tried to sweep the key
closer. Unfortunately, the skirt was not quite long enough, so she
put it back on.

The blouse she was wearing was a light summer
frock with spaghetti straps. Getting it off would be easy, except
for the part over her left shoulder. She would have to tear the
strap to free herself of it. After waiting what felt like another
hour, she gave it a try. She tore the thin fabric and pulled off
the blouse, then, trapping the fabric of the skirt between her
bottom and the wall, she untied it. She then carefully, with just
one hand, tied the strap of her blouse to the belt loop of her
skirt.

When she was confident it would hold, she
slipped the skirt off, heart thumping at how nearly naked she was –
again! – and the danger of being found just then by Carling. She
held the skirt by its hem and swept it down and in, so that her
blouse caught at the key and pulled it closer. She tried a second
time, and the key slid closer still. A third time brought it within
reach of her foot, and she toed off her shoe, then tried to grip
the key with her toes.

She started to raise it, but it fell and
bounced away again. Cursing, she pulled the skirt off her shoulder,
where she'd rested it, and slid her hand to the bottom again, then
swung it overhand.

A sudden loud clanging sound made her cry out
in alarm. She started, eyes wide, and the hem slipped from her
sweating fingers.

Hannah closed her eyes and shuddered in
horror. She gazed miserably at the clothing piled on the floor just
beyond her reach, the key invisible underneath. She could hear some
sort of machine sound now, perhaps the boiler or furnace, and no
doubt that sound had been them starting up.

She put her head back against the stone and
moaned helplessly.
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Hannah felt tears of frustration well up in
her eyes. It was so bloody unfair! Why were these things always
happening to her!? It wasn't her fault! She wasn't a pervert or a
fool! Was she!?

Now she was doomed to be caught yet again,
practically naked in a very compromising position!

She looked down at herself miserably. At
least she was wearing matching undies. She was wearing actual
panties, instead of the thongs she often wore, and a halter type
bra which completely covered her breasts. They were a matching set,
whitish and purple, and she had purple knee-high socks on beneath.
The panties were rather low on her belly, with very thin straps
sliding across her hips, but everything that needed to be covered
was. What she was wearing would be a reasonably modest bathing
suit, she tried to reassure her pounding heart.

What felt like another hour passed, and she
groaned weakly. She gave some thought to removing her bra, somehow
tying her shoe to a strap, then swinging it down to get her clothes
back, but the way her luck was going she'd lose them, too and that
would be even more humiliating when she was discovered.

She gloomily wondered if the secret passage
door had swung closed again, leaving them with no idea where she
was. Could she be down here for days!? The idea was appalling! She
jerked furiously at the shackle around her wrist, but succeeded
only in hurting herself.

What if she was never found!? Or what if it
was weeks later!? Maybe they'd think she had run off after her
recent confrontation with Carling, too embarrassed or angry to
continue? What if her body was discovered weeks or months from
now!?

The light began to dim, so slowly at first
she hadn't even noticed, then abruptly, it went out.

She moaned softly, feeling her eyes well up
with tears again, then gave up and started crying, miserable,
hopeless, and furious at the situation. That didn't help, however.
She wiped her face and groaned, her legs stiff, her shackled hand
cold.

More time passed, she had no idea how much,
and then she was shocked as light blinked on in the outer room. It
was yellowish and warm, and she blinked her eyes rapidly against
it, feeling a surge of terrible relief. She didn't care who saw her
in her undies now.

“Hello!?” she cried.

She heard footsteps, and now blushed a
little, closing her legs tightly and crossing her free arm across
her chest. Lights she hadn't even known existed came on in the
cell. They were small, candle shaped sconces up on the walls, and
she shielded her eyes against them as a figure moved through the
door.

“Quinn, I begin to despair for you,” Carling
sighed.

She flushed, both relieved and
embarrassed.

“Whatever are you doing?”

“I... the... I was just... and the thing
locked and... the key fell out and I couldn't... and I
tried...”

“Did you actually lock yourself up there by
accident?” he asked in amusement.

“I didn't bleeding do it on purpose!” she
shouted.

He chuckled merrily.

“Unlock me!”

“I don't think you're in any position to be
making rude demands, Miss Quinn,” he said loftily.

She flushed as he came closer and stood
before her. He gripped her arm and examined the shackle around her
wrist.

“The key is under my clothes,” she
gulped.

He grinned, and looked down at her bra.

“Not under that!” she snapped. “On the
floor!”

“Pity, searching in there would be
considerably more interesting.”

“Just... unlock me... please,” she said, face
flushed.

“However did you lock just one wrist up?”

“I... it's a long story.”

Her relief at him finding her vastly
outweighed her irritation at him, and her embarrassment was
tempered by the undeniable fact he'd already seen her in far
less.”

“Hmm, so this is supposed to be up here, too.
Is that how it works?” he asked slyly, taking her free wrist and
lifting it up beside the first.”

“Yes,” she said nervously, feeling the start
of a strange pressure in her groin.

“Like this?”

He slipped the other shackle around her right
wrist.

“Hey! What... stop it! Carling!”

He grinned, releasing her wrist, which was
once again bound by the shackle.

“You're not the least bit funny!” she
snapped, a tightness in her chest.

“Oh but I do amuse myself, and really, that's
all that's important?” he said with a grin, “So what were you doing
down here? Snooping?”

“I wasn't...! I was … the door opened up in
the library, by accident and I... I just...”

“Went snooping.”

She pulled angrily against the shackles “I
wasn't snooping! I was just... exploring.”

“And the difference between snooping and
exploring is what?”

She glowered sullenly at him. Let him have
his fun. She would not reward it.

“As I am the lord of the manor, I suppose I
should punish you for violating my privacy like this,” he said.
“Perhaps spending the night down here might suffice.”

“You wouldn't dare!”

His hand reached out and brushed back her
tangled bangs.

“Been crying?”

“I was not,” she said, jerking her head
aside.

“You have no need to cry, my dear. No harm
will befall you in my manor,” he said softly.

His finger traced down along her cheeks, and
she felt a sudden light-headedness as it continued on under her
jaw, and down along the nape of her neck, then across her shoulder
and down.

“L-Lord Carling!” she gulped, as his finger
traced the top of her bra.

“Yes, my naughty little prisoner?”

“I-I'm not your... your prisoner,” she
gulped.

“No?” He grinned. “Want to be?”

“N-No!”

“Pity. We could have some fun.”

His finger slid down the middle of her bra,
between her breasts, over the little purple bow, and then traced a
zig zag line down her taut lower chest and belly, leaving a trail
of fire behind.

“R-release me!” she gulped.

“That's not how an employee speaks to the
lord and master, wench,” he said.

His finger circled her belly button, then
descended across her abdomen to the top of her panties, and Hannah
found herself speechless, a wild, dark storm of confusing thoughts
and sensations swirling and churning within her her every sense
focused desperately on the feel of that finger against her soft
skin!

“I-I... you... you can't... you mustn't...
t-touch me!”

“Why?”

She could think of no reason! She stared at
him, gulping in air, heart pounding.

He grinned, and she gasped suddenly as his
other hand slid through her hair, then jerked her head back
tightly. He grinned, then his lips came down on hers. Hannah's eyes
went wide, and she trembled for a long moment, shocked as his lips
melded against her own, as his tongue began to slowly trace her
lips, then explore just past them.

She moaned a protest as she felt her pulse
racing, felt the dark thrum of heat and energy between her legs. A
wild, scalding wave of excitement and hunger swept around her, and
she felt herself physically tremble against him as his tongue
reached hers and began to trace along it.

Then she jerked violently as his finger, the
one which had been tracing the waistband of her panties, slipped
underneath. It didn't go anywhere much, still gently moving from
side to side along her abdomen, but now beneath the waistband. And,
as she whimpered helplessly into his mouth, she felt it slide lower
still.

His lips were moving moistly against her own,
his tongue swirling and turning and twisting within her, slowly, as
he pulled her head back even more sharply. She groaned helplessly,
head and heart pounding, and then realized her tongue was moving
against his. She moaned, falling into the kiss, her world narrowing
to the joining of their lips as their tongues began to move
together.

Then, another wild shock jolted her as his
finger slid deeper, the knuckles passing the waistband of her
panties. She felt all her attention focused on his fingertips as
they got lower and lower. She felt a wild, dark yearning, a hunger
she had never known, then the pad of his extended finger reach her
clit, and her hips jerked and bucked against him in response. His
finger slid across her clit, down along the neat, narrow line of
her sex, and as it pressed in along its length she could feel that
she was already wet.

His finger began to rub up and down, pressing
down between the lips of her sex, along her pussy, rubbing lightly
up and down, across her clit as she fought to breath against the
force of his kiss.

He jerked her head to the side, and his lips
came off hers, only to descend on the nape of her neck, his teeth
biting into her as he sucked as his tongue stroked against her.
Then he released her hair, his fingers sliding along her neck,
undoing the clasp of her bra. The straps collapsed and she
shuddered as her breasts were exposed.

Heat rolled over her like a wave! The heat of
embarrassment at her exposed breasts, yes, but more than that, much
more, the wild, dark thrilling heat as his eyes took in her naked
flesh and she saw the excitement in him, the approval and
appreciation and hunger! His lips descended, and she gurgled in
wild pleasure as he sucked lightly on one of her already extremely
stiff nipples, then bit at it so she yelped in pain. His hand was
fully in the crotch of her panties now, two fingers rubbing against
her as he against sucked and kissed at her nipple. Hannah lay her
head back, gasping, chest heaving, the world whirling around her as
the passion and pressure built up within her skull.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh please! Oh! Uhmmm!” she
whimpered, head rolling back.

“Is that a yes?” he asked dryly. “I don't
hear any protests any more.”

Protest? She should... protest, she thought,
her mind whirling, except she didn't want him to stop!

He chuckled throatily, lips rising from her
breast, and his hand came free of her panties. She blinked her
eyes, drawing her head forward again as he undid her bra, then
pulled it completely free of her.

She started to speak but his lips came down
on hers again, then his hand plunged into the front of her panties,
rubbing more insistently now. Her hips began to jerk, and her
bottom ground against the wall. The wild storm of sensations built
to an awful crescendo, and she cried out in pleasure as the orgasm
burst over her. Her face was already flushed with heat, else she'd
have blushed with shame as he chuckled in amusement. But that was a
minor consideration as her body writhed and her hips ground
helplessly forward against his fingers. Her nervous system was
screaming with the intensity of sensations tearing through her as
his fingers stroked skillfully across her clit and along her
sex.

She groaned as he drew back, her head falling
back against the stone again as she gulped in ragged breaths of
air. He smirked and backed away, then turned and pulled aside her
clothes, bending to get the key.

He turned back to her, reaching up for her
wrists, but then stuck the key into the wrong shackle.

She was about to tell him that it was the
other one that was locked when she felt and heard the click of the
lock, and a hot rush of wary, anxious excitement swept through her
as she realized he'd locked the other one.

He grinned at her and tossed the key behind
him.

“Wh-what are... are you … going to do?” she
gulped.

“My Lord,” he said, staring down at her.

She flushed again. “I... what are you... are
you going t-to do... my lord?”

His grin deepened. “Anything I want,” he
purred.

He plunged his hand into her panties again,
and then Hannah yelped in shock as he tore them off her. She
squealed and closed her legs tight, but he only smirked and forced
his hand between her thighs. Again he grasped her hair, jerking her
head up and back, his lips crushing hers, and Hannah felt the
shock-wave roll through her as his finger pushed up through the
rapidly swelling lips of her sex.

She writhed against the shackles, against his
hold, yet as his finger pushed deeper she felt the heat deepening
and spreading out from her lower belly, felt it rolling up her
spine with such power she arched her back involuntarily and cried
out into his mouth.

She felt his finger twisting within her, felt
it draw back, then push up again, doubled in thickness. Her breaths
became ragged as his tongue forced hers into motion, as the wild
heat enveloped her mind. The cool, rough stone against her soft
bare back and buttocks was a wild contrast to the soft heat of his
flesh on hers and the churning emotions and sensations within
her.

His lips drew back, but he held her hair
tightly back as his tongue traced a meandering line along the nape
of her neck.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he purred. “You
must be punished for your impertinence, you know.”

His fingers pumped faster, now a third added,
and it became almost impossible to breath, never mind think. Her
clitoris felt swollen to twice its normal size, and as his thumb
stroked back and forth across it Hannah's hips began to grind
against them with growing desperation.

He bent his head and sucked heavily on her
right nipple, which flared with wildfire heat. Then he closed his
lips on it, slowly, tighter and tighter until she gasped and moaned
and then cried out in pain. His teeth ground back and forth in
opposite directions, then eased off and he licked her tortured
nipple before sucking it lightly and rhythmically.

His fingers pushed up deeper, harder,
painfully hard! She felt herself forced up against the wall, her
buttocks grinding against the rough stone, up, and up and up, every
time his fingers were driven up into her burning pussy. She could
feel and hear the wetness of herself as he drove his fingers up
inside her, and the raw, wild sensations tore across her mind and
body.

And then she came. Her head jerked back
violently, her back arching, her hips bucking frantically against
his plunging fingers as the orgasm ripped through her nervous
system. Her muscles spasmed and her eyes rolled back in her head as
she jerked spastically, gurgling in dazed wonder as the howling
storm of sensations battered at her mind.

She went limp, gasping, chest heaving, eyes
slitted, and grunted dazedly as he abruptly turned her around to
face the wall. She gasped, cheek pressed against the stone, gulping
in air, trying to clear her mind of the continuing echo of that
incredible storm of pleasure

Her eyes fluttered in confusion for a moment
as she felt his hands jerking her hips back, and groaned, her
breasts grinding against the rough stone as she slid down to the
point her arms were now taut overhead. She felt his hand jerking
her thigh apart, and moaned an uncertain complaint as the shackles
dug into her wrists. She had to rise onto the balls of her feet to
ease the strain and then...

She felt pressure against the hot, moist
mouth of her sex, pressure that did not come from fingers. Her eyes
widened, and then her mouth as she felt what had to be his cock
pushing into her from behind.

“I-I... I...”

She didn't know what to say, and then she let
out a shuddering moan as his cock forced the lips of her sex back
and pushed up into her. It was thick – very thick! She whimpered at
the tight, aching strain at the mouth of her sex, then groaned in
helpless desire as she felt the thick girth of him pushing up
through the warm, slick folds of her sheath, up into her belly, up
higher, and still higher, until she ached deep inside.

Her mouth opened and closed soundlessly, and
then he ground himself against her and she felt the long length of
his stiff cock moving around, twisting around inside her lower
belly. She felt his hot breath against the nape of her neck, and
then he drew himself slowly back, then pushed forward again. His
right hand slid inward from her thigh, his long finger extended,
stroking across her clit as he began to fuck her.

Ohmygod! She stared dazedly at the rough
stone, disbelief sweeping through her that this was happening, that
she had somehow allowed it, that circumstances had created it. It
was simply impossible! She simply didn't do such things!

His cock moved faster, and he bit into the
back of her throat, lightly, then shifted around to the side as she
whimpered and moaned. She felt his other hand come up to cup and
knead her breast, pinching the nipple, then grinding it against the
rough stone.

“Slave,” he whispered into her ear. “You're
going to be my little slave girl, Quinn. Do you like that thought,
little librarian? Have you ever dreamed about being a sex
slave?”

He thrust sharply, distracting her from any
hope of a reply, and chuckled as he bit lightly into her earlobe,
then sucked on it. His hips were working fast, now, and she could
feel the growing impact of his hips against her out-thrust
buttocks. It was impossible to think, to speak, to do more than
absorb the sensations amid the buffeting shock of a situation her
mind suddenly found so darkly and intensely erotic and arousing she
felt as though her body was simply melting under the raw, carnal
heat.

“Ahh!” she cried as he thrust up into her
hard and ground himself against her.

He drew back, drew himself out entirely, and
rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down against her sopping
opening.

“Do you want it, Quinn?” he whispered. “Tell
me you want it, little slave girl.”

“I-I... I do!” she gasped.

She yelped as he slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Tell me you want it, slut!”

“I do!” she cried, eyes wide.

“Say `I want it', little slave!”

He fingered her clit and she shuddered and
rolled her hips back

“Say it, slut!”

“I wa-want it!” she moaned.

“Then say please, rude girl.”

He slapped her bottom again and the stinging
shock cut through the muzzled heat of her mind.

“I-I... please!” she gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please... fuck me!” she moaned.

Again she let out a cry as he slapped her
bottom.

“You forgot to say my lord again, slave!”

“My lord,” she moaned, rolling her hips back
wantonly as he continued to rub his cock along her pussy.

“Please, slave girl,” he said, slapping her
bottom again, rubbing his moist, slick cockhead over her clit.

“Please fuck me, my lord!” she cried
weakly.

She shuddered as his head spread her lips
apart and then pushed up into her again.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned.

He drove himself balls deep in her hot,
throbbing belly, then gripped her hips and began to pound himself
against her, jerking her hips back to meet his thrusts so that
Hannah's body shuddered and shook to the blows of his hips. The
world seemed to shake, as though she were in an earthquake,
everything jerking up and down. Only it was her, and not the wall,
as Carling continued to thrust into her with deep, fast, savage
strokes.

They hurt, but the pain was intensely
arousing somehow, and she revelled in the hard, violent rutting
even as her insides squirmed in a dark maelstrom of sensations.

Then the orgasm flashed into her mind and she
cried out again and again as it overcame her. The raw heat released
into her mind and body like a fever dream, and she felt herself
tumbling, lost amid the churning violence of sensations.

Somewhere amidst it all he must have come, as
well, for even as she sank limply against the wall his cock was
sliding back out.

“I'll leave you with some time to think about
your position, Miss Quinn, and how I should punish you,” she heard
through a filter of dazed, languorous, shell-shocked numbness.

Then the door was clanging closed and being
locked. She heard, uncaring, the outer door also being locked, and
then slowly she groaned and got her rubbery legs under her to pull
her weight off her aching wrists. She stood and with a gasp of
effort, turned around again, putting her back to the wall instead
of her belly and breasts.

The lights were out in the cell again, but
he'd left some light on in the outer room so that she could still
see. The cell was shadowed but the floor reflected the outer light
coming through the bars and she could see her clothes no longer
there.

This is... impossible, she thought weakly,
staring out through the bars at the empty outer room, feeling the
rough stone against her backside and the shackles around her bare
wrists.

And yet she was indeed shackled naked in the
cell, helpless, having just been... ravished by the lord of the
manor.

Her mind squirmed away from such a foolish
cliché, yet she could not ignore the eroticism of her situation. It
wasn't as though she feared Carling, after all. And her body still
thrummed with the aftermath of the intense orgasm he'd given
her.

Unbelievable! This couldn't be happening to
her!

Yet it was, somehow.

 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Hannah liked to think of herself as a
practical, sensible, independent girl with little patience for
foolishness.

And this was bloody absurd! It was insane!
This wasn't the fifteenth century, and what on earth was he doing
shackling here in his … his dungeon like this!? Naked!

And yet she was a girl, and what was more a
girl who was an avid reader. She'd also read her share of romantic
novels, and so it difficult to resist the siren call of dark
excitement at the position she found herself in. Shackled naked in
a dungeon! God!

At least it was a very clean dungeon. The
floor – this could not have been the original floor. It was too
clean. Even the bars were shiny. This was like some sort of museum
dungeon, as though he had planned on running tourists through here.
At least she didn't have to fear rats or such she thought looking
about warily.

Her breasts were reddened and bruised, both
from his fingers and teeth, and from grinding against the rough
stone. She looked down at them with a sense of wonder, still having
difficulty believing this sort of thing was happening to her of all
people. She was embarrassed at her responsiveness, embarrassed
about letting herself be so used, embarrassed about her... vocal
response to his... abuse!

Arrogant bastard! He just thought he could
molest her, use her as he chose. And the infuriating thing was that
she had let him! She hadn't protested at all! In fact, she'd acted
like a whore!

He certainly must think her one. Even if he
hadn't after that episode where he'd spied on her while
masturbating, he certainly must now! Oh yes! A cheap little tart
all chained up for his convenience! God! What a weakling she
was!

He was an upper class snot, all full of
smirking self-assurance, and she'd done nothing but reassure him he
was right!

She jerked angrily at the shackles.

“Carling! Carling, you bastard! Are you out
there! Let me go at once!”

Her voice echoed against the cool stone, but
there was no evidence he was around to hear it, and she fumed
silently thereafter.

Fancy him leaving her chained up like this!
Of all the bloody nerve! And for what? To contemplate her
punishment! What on earth was that supposed to mean!?

She glanced out at the shadowy frames of the
torture devices and snorted to herself.

He wouldn't dare!

She sulked, tugging occasionally, obstinately
against the shackles. Yet even so, an undercurrent of simmering
sexual heat filled her body. Her nipples remained hard pebbles on
her taut breasts, tingling with every light rolling draft of air
which moved across them. And her groin felt hot and moist.

She imagined a group of tourists coming
through, with a guide explaining each of the torture devices, then
bringing them to the cell and staring in at her.

“And here we have a prisoner, a helpless
prisoner shackled to the wall to wait further lewd and perverted
abuse and tortures,” he would say as the tourists snapped
pictures.

Then they'd move on.

It was a silly vision, but it made her pussy
throb for some reason.

Her ears were attuned to the slightest noise,
and she was anxiously – and nervously – awaiting his return. What
was taking him so long, anyway? How long was he planning on leaving
her like this!?

What game was he playing!?

A darkly erotic game, a part of her thought
excitedly.

A shadow passed across her and she gasped and
jerked her head up to see him standing at the bars.

“Carling! Unchain me, you bastard!”

He seemed to cock his head to one side. She
couldn't see his features because the light was behind him, and she
felt a shudder of helplessness at her situation, naked, shackled,
in a barred cell, completely at his mercy.

“You are being quite impertinent, Quinn,” he
said “The lord of the manor is not to be spoken to in such a
fashion by some common little servant girl.”

“I'm not a bloody servant!” she exclaimed as
he unlocked the barred door and pulled it open.

A slow flush slipped down her face and chest,
however, as he sauntered into the cell. She gulped nervously,
squeezing her thighs together as if to hide her nudity a
little.

“A spanking, perhaps?” he mused. “Or a
strapping?”

She shrank back against the wall. “Don't you
dare!' she said, face red as she glowered up at him.

She gasped as his left hand slid up over her breast and in behind
her head. His right slid around her waist and down onto her behind,
fingers cupping and squeezing her buttock as he leaned in against
her.

“D-Don't!”

His lips covered hers and her again used her
hair to pull her head up and back. She moaned into his mouth as he
kissed her, as his tongue flitted along hers as his hand kneaded
her bottom.

He pulled free, his hands on her sides now,
pulling her out away from the wall. The shackles went stiff,
holding her arms back so that she arched, her breasts going taut as
he bent and began to lick and suck at her nipples.

“S-Stop it!” she gasped. “Carling!
C-Carling!”

“You must be punished for being such a
naughty little librarian,” he said.

Then he was dropping to his knees before her
and thrusting his hands between her thighs. He jerked her legs
apart, stared at her pussy a moment, and then growled as he
enveloped it in his open mouth.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! I-I... You... Lord Carling!”
she gasped, eyes wide.

She felt the warm heat of his mouth against
her mons, felt his teeth digging lightly into her flesh as his
tongue slid up along her narrow sex and over her clit.

“Oh! Oh! D-Don't!” she squealed.

He chuckled throatily, his mouth still
against her, his tongue pushing into her insistingly as his fingers
kneaded her buttocks.

Hannah's heart was pounding, the blood racing
through her system as his mouth worked at her sensitive pussy. She
felt at once as though she were being devoured and consumed as
wild, raw heat flared within her groin at his animalistic
behaviour.

His lips caught at her clit and he began to
suck and alternatively roll it between them. His hands abandoned
her bottom, coming around to push her thighs wider, yet his thumbs
hooked in against her pussy lips, spreading them achingly wide as
he licked at her.

“Y-You ca-can't – Oh! – d-do thiiiiis!” she
moaned as his mouth ate away at her determination to resist.

She had never had anyone lick her like that
before! Nothing had ever even come close! She stared down at him
with wide eyes as he sucked and licked and roused wild, billowing
shock-waves of sensations. Hannah soon felt as though she were
drowning in sensations as her hips jerked convulsively and the
simmering hunger which had gripped her since he'd left rocketed
upward in pressure and intensity.

Her buttocks began to grind and slap against
the wall as his tongue sent fire flickering up through her belly
and chest. He raised his hands, then, sliding up her body to cup
and roughly – painfully roughly – squeeze and knead her breasts.
She felt the orgasm approaching like a violent storm, the
sensations swirling around her like the gusting winds which
foreshadowed the storm.

Her skin felt hot, feverish, and she
shuddered and moaned as the sexual pressure took full control of
her mind. Nothing mattered under such powerful compulsion but
sating the wild, raw lust within her, and she jerked convulsively
against his mouth as sparkling hot rushes of heat set her muscles
spasming and quaking.

She gasped dazedly as he suddenly seemed to
surge upward. Her legs were spread, and for a moment she thought he
was going to take her there, right against the wall, but instead
the pressure on her arms was released, the firm hold the shackles
had on her was gone. He spun her about again, pressing her against
the wall, and she almost pushed her bottom back, expecting him to
take her that way again.

Instead she felt him pull her wrists back
behind her, and a moment later the now familiar feeling of cool
metal closed around them.

“Wh-what – ?”

The shackles locked tightly, and she had to
look up to reassure herself the other shackles were still there,
dangling from the wall. What then – ?

He spun her about again, and she staggered on
rubbery legs. Then he pushed down, and she could not resist,
sinking heavily to her knees on the cool, dark tiles.

His cock was bare, stiff, thrusting out of
his trousers, pointing directly at her face.

She moaned hungrily at the sight, and did not
need his hands in her hair, pulling her forward as she opened her
mouth wide to take him into her. She moaned heatedly, sucking on
the head, her tongue working eagerly as she rolled her eyes up
towards him.

Arrogant bastard, she thought, but it was a
weak thought surrounded by the banked fires of feverish hunger as
she sucked him deeper into her mouth.

“Naughty little slave girl,” he purred. “Time
to show your master why he should forgive you.”

God, he was thick! It wasn't like she'd had
an awful lot of experience, but his cock was far thicker than any
she'd had before, and a part of her revelled in that even as she
bobbed her lips up and down on it.

Her wrists remained locked behind her in
metal. So this was an unfamiliar sort of thing to her. Always
before, her oral sex included her hand squeezing the shaft as her
lips bobbed up and down on the head and the front part. Sometimes
she would rub at the balls, too, but now she could do nothing, and
in fact, could not even control the depths of his cock the way she
usually did. He was pumping slowly now, pushing his cock into her
mouth as he pulled forward on her hair.

“Little sex slave,” he growled. “Please your
lord and master, slave girl.”

He pulled at her hair, and though it hurt she
felt a wild, raw excitement at it. She moaned, writhing there
before him on her knees, hardly able to keep her hips still with
the burning between her legs.

He was practically fucking her mouth, she
thought with shocked, wicked excitement.

The fever flamed hotter, and she moaned
around his slick shaft as it slid in and out, and then her eyes
bulged as he pulled her forward, and she began to gag. The head of
his cock had pushed too deep, had pushed into the entrance of her
throat. Immediately, she thought it was a mistake, but he kept
pushing, and her eyes grew wider as he pulled her forward by the
hair even as he thrust forward with his hips.

His cock slid down her throat, inch after
inch of it, until, jerking and convulsing, she found her face
pressed against his groin.

She jerked convulsively, trying to draw back,
but he held her easily in place. Her bare knees scrabbled at the
floors and her wrists jerked against the shackles binding them
behind her, but he held her tightly as her initial panic began to
ebb.

Then she felt him pulling at her hair,
drawing her back, and she gurgled weakly as the fat cock slid back
up her throat and out. She had to fight her gag reflex, but then
coughed and gasped, saliva pouring over her lower lip and onto her
chest as she gulped in air. She was gasping and unable to speak as
he twisted his fingers again in her hair, rubbing his cock against
her face.

“Good slave girl,” he said as if pleased with
a pet. “We'll have you properly trained in no time.”

She was afraid he was going to shove his cock
down her throat again, but instead he pulled her forward and down,
settling her on her belly on the floor. He quickly moved behind
her, spreading her legs. Then she felt his hands on her hips,
jerking them upwards, high.

He slapped her bottom and tugged at her
hair.

“Into position, slave girl. Your master
intends to mount you like the little bitch in heat you are.”

He slapped her bottom again and she gasped at
the stinging blow.

“Spread your legs wider, slave. That's
it.”

Another slap struck her. Crack!

Draw your knees forward more, slave.

Crack!

Wider. Forward and apart, slave!

Crack!

“Oww! Doon't!” she moaned.

And then his hand thrust in between her legs,
rubbing her in a way which made her voiceless, which cause her hips
to jerk and buck as he settled behind her.

Breasts pillowed out against the dark tiles,
mouth open, gasping, she felt his cock rubbing up and down along
her swollen sex, and then felt him push forward.

She moaned in helpless heat, her breasts
aching deliciously, drooling a bit still, onto the dark tiles as
she stared at the bars and pulled her wrists against the metal
shackles.

“Huuunghh!” she cried as his cock thrust deep
down into her belly.

What followed was unlike any lovemaking she
had ever experienced. In fact, it wasn't lovemaking at all. It was
fucking! He rode her like he'd promised, as though she were a bitch
in heat. He mounted her and rode her like an animal!

Gasping, crying out again and again, she
writhed and rolled her hips back to meet his harsh, animal thrusts,
her bottom aching, her insides bruised and battered, her mind
tumbling over and mover amid the howling winds of overheated
passion and pleasure.

“You love it, slut!” he exclaimed, slapping
her bottom. “You love having your master mount you!”

Another slap as his hips struck her, as his
cock speared her, as he jerked her back to meet his powerful
strokes and she hovered on the edge of meltdown.

The orgasm screamed through her body, and she
cried out in wild pleasure, eyes glazed as she thrust herself back
to meet him. And then she cried out in pain as she felt her hair
gripped in a tight, tangled mass and yanked up and back. The force
of the pull lifted her face and chest off the floor as a hand
thrust under her belly and a questing finger found her clit.

The orgasm... the only way she could think of
it afterward was that the orgasm had an orgasm. It redoubled and
she heard herself screaming at the intensity of the sensations
tearing through her even as her body shuddered to the savage
pounding of his hips against her buttocks.

He abandoned her hair, and her face almost
hit the floor, but instead he seized her shoulders, jerking back
again and again as his cock thrust deep into her quivering belly.
He rode her violently, as she twisted and writhed and convulsed
against him, and then, as the raw violence of the sensations
overwhelmed her and her consciousness threatened to flee, he came
himself, cursing as his thrusting hips went into overdrive.

Hannah didn't lose consciousness, but it was
a near thing. She was aware, but uncaring, of everything around her
even as he picked her up, heaved her over his shoulder like a bag
of potatoes, and carried her from the cell.

She was still shackled, a part of her
realized, but she was at least exiting the cell. She felt him
climbing the stairs – though not the ones she had come down, and
groaned weakly, still dazed by the power of the orgasm which had
blasted through her.

Up, and up, and around and up the stairs they
went, and only near the top did she start to get control of her
mind, start to think she ought to perhaps be set down. Yet
something felt oddly right about being carried like this, and she
made no protest even as he went through a doorway and into a more
brightly lit corridor.

Only when she became aware of where they were
– in one of the back hallways upstairs did she start to squirm. And
when they passed from that into one of the broad, open, luxuriously
furnished corridors she felt a start of anxiety that one of the
other – one of the servants would see her like this – naked, wrists
shackled together, draped across his shoulder.

“C-Carling!” she gasped, squirming.

She yelped as he slapped her bottom.

“That's Lord Carling, slave girl.”

“I-I'm not a slave girl,” she panted.

His arm was around her legs, but she felt his
other hand sliding in between her thighs and caressing her
extremely sensitive, overheated pussy.

“Oh! Oh don't!” she gasped, squirming at the
intensity of the sensations.

He slapped her bottom again and she yelped
and jerked in his arms.

“Don't tell your lord what to do, slave
girl,” he said.

“You're not my lord!” she exclaimed, staring
at his upside down back as she was carried along.

That brought another stinging slap to the
bottom, and she yelped again.

“Oww! Stop that!”

”Silence, slave.”

Crack! Another slap to the bottom made
her gasp. Then he was carrying her through a large door and
slamming it closed behind.

He was impossibly aggravating! But she could
not deny the wild heat within her at being manhandled in this way,
at being carried bodily along naked and shackled, like a figure in
one of her medieval romances.

He flung her onto a very large, four-poster
bed, and she landed with a cry of surprise, gasping up at him as he
stood at the edge of the bed and peeled off his shirt. The
indignation she was about to express was briefly checked by the
realization he had a very nice, very attractive, very firmly
muscled chest and flat belly, and then by sight of him undoing his
belt and tugging it down along with his underwear.

Lord Carling looked very, very good
naked.

Well, she told herself indignantly, if she
had her own private gym and all the time she wanted she could have
lots of muscles too!

She gasped as he climbed into the bed, but
couldn't speak. She wanted to tell him to release her at once, to
not touch her, only... she couldn't.

He took her legs, jerking them wide apart,
then dropped atop her, his hand going immediately behind her head,
grasping her hair – again! - and jerking her lips up to meet his.
And then any words she might have said were completely lost as he
spent long minutes blocking her mouth with his. She felt his tongue
swirling and caressing her lips and tongue, and moaned weakly as
his other hand roamed her body.

He pulled his lips up at last, leaving her
gasping “Beg me,” he said with a smirk.

“Wh-what?” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he said.

Her mouth opened in surprise, then
indignation.

“I shant!” she gasped.

He grinned arrogantly. “You shall.”

He dropped his head down low, growling as he
bit lightly along the nape of her neck, then he eased lower, his
lips circling her breasts, mouthing them, his tongue sliding around
and around her nipple before his lips enveloped it and began to
suck. His hands kneaded her breasts and caressed her body, and she
squirmed and moaned helplessly as his fingers found her clit and
began to stroke back and forth across it.

“Beg me,” he said, “Beg for it like a hot,
filthy whore.”

“Fu-fuck you!” she gasped.

He growled and she yelped as his mouth found
her belly and his teeth gnawed at her, then he was moving lower,
hands grasping her legs forcefully, pulling them farther apart as
his mouth moved down along her abdomen, and his tongue skimmed the
hot, damp flesh alongside her labia

His finger pushed into her, and then a second
joined it. She had already come several times, and didn't
understand how it was he was able to rouse her body so quickly, or
why the intensity of her arousal was so deep and powerful. A third
finger pushed into her, pumping in and out as he lapped at her
clit, and she could not keep still, her hips grinding, her back
arching, her head rolling back and down as the raw sexual heat
rolled through her body.

“Beg, slut,” he insisted.

“F-fuck off!' she panted dazedly.

He snorted, then drew himself up and back,
sitting on his heels. He gripped her body and yanked her around as
though she were weightless, dragging her up across his knees, belly
down, and then slapped her bottom sharply.

“Such impertinence cannot be accepted,” he
said. “You must needs apologize, you common scruff you.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

Crack!

“Oww! S-stop it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Hannah squirmed and yelped and twisted and
moaned to no avail as her bottom was stung again and again,
beginning to rapidly heat and redden.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Bastard! Stop it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand paused, plunging between her thighs,
squeezing and caressing her pussy. Then he leaned forward, still
holding her on her belly across his thighs, and opened the night
table. Hannah could not see what he did, only hear, and then she
felt his hand forcing her thighs apart, and something pushing
against her hot, moist opening.

She groaned as it slid in, far too thick and
long to be his finger, and, gasping tried to twist her head around
and up and back to see what he was doing to her.

It was a dildo! She'd never had one but she
knew, of course, what they were, and gasped at the sight as well as
the feel of it as he slid it deep into her pussy. She wanted to
protest, but the sensation was simply too exciting, and this game
of his too darkly thrilling.

“Ohhh!” she gasped as he forced it deep,
achingly deep.

“Much better than that bottle of yours, eh,
Quinn, silly little commoner.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Ahh! S-stop!” she gasped weakly.

She shuddered as he gripped the dildo,
pulling it in and out, in and out, twisting and turning it,
changing the angle. She groaned and gasped as the nose of the thing
jammed up into her belly, pushing and prodding against her insides
as he turned and twisted it.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww!” she cried.

“And what shall we do about this?” he asked
rhetorically.

Hannah had no idea what he was referring to
until she felt his finger rubbing against her wrinkled little back
opening. Then her eyes widened and she twisted her head around.
“D-don't!” she gasped, blushing.

He snorted and slapped her bottom stingingly,
then picked up something which looked rather like a smaller version
of the dildo, smaller, but flaring wider as he pressed it against
her rosebud.

“Carling! I-I don't... I've never...”

“You will now, slave.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He spanked her even as he slowly twisted the
butt-plug into her back passage, forcing her sphincter to widen
around it, then slide closed behind.

“Naughty little sex slave,” he said.

Crack!

Hannah's bottom was on fire, and her mind was
battered and bruised from the wildfire excitement and
sensations.

She cried out again as he slapped at the base
of the dildo, jabbing it inside her. Then he flung her off him, and
she rolled onto her back, then onto her belly again on the bed,
gasping. He grasped her hips, shifting her around again, then the
shackles around her wrists came apart from each other. Before she
could think to react, however, his powerful hands had hold of her
wrists and were shoving them up and back against the opposite
corners of the bed.

He slid up across her chest, half sitting
atop her as he quickly fastened the chains to the top corner posts
of the bed. He rolled off her as she lay there, chest heaving,
cocking her head up and back towards the top posts, and pulled
another pair of shackles from under the bed. He had hold of one
ankle before she saw what he was up to, and held it easily as he
slipped the shackle around it.

“What are … you... doing!?” she gasped,
shoving and kicking at him with her other foot.

He pulled back on the chain, attaching it to
the lower post, then circled around the bed and grabbed her other
ankle as she kicked at him, pinning it down, slipping the shackle
around it and then pulling it wide.

“I-I suppose you need to do this so your
dates don't run away!” she exclaimed breathlessly.

“No, just so I can torture them without them
interfering,” he said.

He looked her up and down as she lay
spreadeagled before him.

“You look good this way, Quinn,” he said.
“Maybe I'll keep you like this permanently.”

She glowered at him, frazzled, hair
bedraggled, skin sheened in perspiration, and face blushing as he
examined her pussy and fingered her clit.

“You're as bad a pervert as your uncle!” she
accused.

“Worse,” he said with a smug grin.
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He found a black scarf, doubled it up,
doubled it again, and then put it over her eyes, drawing it back
behind her head and tying it there.

“Now I'll invite in the servants to have at
you,” he said.

“You don't scare me!” she gulped.

“Of course not. Nasty little trollop like you
would probably like that.”

She felt his weight on the bed and pulled
against the shackles.

His fingers roamed her body, not neglecting
her clit and nipples.

“Now then. Here is what you need to do,” he
said. “You need to say “I am unworthy of you, Lord Carling. But
please would you fuck your nasty little slave girl.”

“Not a bloody chance!” she gasped.

She smelled something. It was familiar, and
yet, she wasn't quite certain. Then she knew it was a fire of some
sort. A... candle?

“Aghh!” she gasped as little prickles of fire
fell upon her breast. “What are you doing!? Don't!”

“Merely beg my forgiveness for your rudeness,
and then obey your master,” he said.

It was wax! The bastard was dripping hot wax
onto her nipples and breasts!

Hannah remembered when, as a girl, she had
played with the candles at her grandmother's, dripping wax
experimentally onto her fingers. It was awfully hot, but cooled to
bearable temperatures very quickly.

Of course, she'd never thought to drip it
onto her nipples!

“Beg, slut,” he ordered.

She shook her head violently as wax pattered
down around her nipples, building up a thick crust, then gasped and
arched and twisted as the droplets began to rain down on her belly
and abdomen, and finally, her clit.

“Ahhhg! Ohh! Stop it! Don't! Ahhh!”

“Beg my forgiveness, slave.”

“I'm sorry! I'm sorry!”

”For what?” he taunted.

“I don't knoooow!” she moaned.

“Silly little librarian. You should say
`Please forgive me, Lord, for my impertinence.'”

“P-Please forgive me, Lord, for my
impertinence,” she gasped.

“Now beg me to fuck you.”

“Noooo,” she groaned.

She felt his hands on her breasts pulling
away the cooling wax, brushing off her breasts and belly and pussy.
Then she heard a clinking sound, and a moment later cried out as
ice cold – ice, in fact – landed on her right breast and began to
slowly circle her nipple.

“Ahh! Aghh! No! Take it off!”

But the ice circled her nipple, and then
another piece began to slowly caress her other breasts. Despite her
writhing and twisting, they continued to circle her breasts and
nipples, then slide up and down her ribs as her squeals became
higher pitched and more energetic.

One slid back and forth across her clit as
she felt the dildo begin to pump slowly in and out, then his mouth
– with ice cube inside, began to suck and lick at her clit,
producing powerful sensations her body didn't quite know how to
cope with.

He spit the cube out, and warmed his mouth
the flesh of her abdomen and thighs, then began to suck on her clit
again as the dildo pumped faster and faster. The cold melted in the
raw heat flaring wildly within her, and Hannah's body began to
writhe and twist and arch and pull against the shackles.

He stopped and she grunted as she felt his
weight atop her, gasped as he jerked back on her hair.

“Do you want it, slave girl?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Do you want it, slut?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

“Tell me you're unworthy.”

“I-I'm unworthy!” she groaned, breathing
ragged.

“Now beg, beg me to fuck my filthy little sex
slave. And if you don't, I'm going to go downstairs and leave you
to stew for about twenty minutes, then come up with more
candles.”

“Please fuck me!” she moaned.

She gasped as he slapped her face
lightly.

“Lord,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, Lord!” she gasped.

“Again, slut. Please fuck your filthy little
sex slave. Say it.”

“Please fuck your filthy little sex slave,
Lord!” she moaned.

“No, I think not. I'm really not up to the
task at the moment. However, since you're in clear need and I'm a
kindly lord and master. I've invited Jason to come and do you
instead. Jason, get aboard and fuck this little slut hard and
fast,” he said.

Hannah didn't believe him for a moment, but
gasped anyway whens he felt the dildo slide out of her and the hard
cock rubbing up and down against her opening.

“That is, Jason, ram it into her. You know
how these white girls love those big black cocks,” he said. “Have
you ever fucked a black man, Quinn?” he taunted.

She gasped and moaned as the cock pushed into
her; big, hard, thick and long, reveling in the glorious full
penetration as it pushed up through the quivering hot folds of
flesh and deep into her belly.

The blindfold was yanked off her head and
then his lips were crushing hers again as he rolled his hips from
side to side and began to fuck her. He was pulling at her hair
again, kneading her breast, biting and sucking and licking at her
as though he were eating her all up. And that thick cock of his was
churning away inside her as she breathlessly twisted and rolled
amid the storm tossed waves of sensation buffeting her mind.

The orgasm lashed her senses with liquid fire
and she twisted and writhed and cried out in helpless pleasure as
his hips thrust against her again and again and again. A part of
her hated that she was reacting so strongly, knowing how that would
merely reinforce his arrogance, but she couldn't help herself and
just at that moment couldn't bring herself to really care that
much.

The climax left her limp and gasping, and
then, though she was sure he hadn't come yet, he pulled back, and
instead slid the dildo inside her once again. Then he reached for
the night table again, and this time came away with another phallic
looking tube which, with the flick of a finger, began to buzz
noiselessly.

She had never used a vibrator, but knew from
the first touch she would be buying one now. Her clit felt almost
painfully sensitive after her recent orgasm, but her pleas were
ignored and as the buzzing toy caressed her there she felt her hips
beginning to squirm and grind back, and felt the shockingly quick
resurgence of sexual hunger and need within her.

He kept slapping, twisting and pushing at the
base of the dildo protruding from the lips of her sex, and it hurt,
producing dull little aches deep within her, yet somehow, he was
succeeding in shoving the big dildo deeper, for it seemed every
time she looked at it less of it was visible. She moaned and pulled
at the shackles, her wrists aching in a fiercely exciting way, but
when he turned and undid her ankles she was delighted at being able
to move them, at least, and wrapped them around his body as he fell
atop her again and began to kiss her.

He liked to pull at her hair, and it hurt,
but she never asked him to stop, nor understood why it excited her,
why the crackling sexual electricity never seemed to leave her,
even after her climax. When he lifted her legs up onto his shoulder
she moaned weakly, wanting but not wanting him to replace the dildo
with his cock. She'd just climaxed, and was still breathless. And
then instead of pulling the dildo free she felt his fingers lower,
on the butt-plug.

She felt the thing forcing her sphincter open
as it slid slowly out of her, and then, just as she realized his
intent and tried to say no she felt his cock sliding down into her
back passage.

“Oh! Oh! Carling! Wait! Wait!” she cried
weakly.

“I want this tight little arse of yours,
little commoner,” he said.

He already had half his cock inside her, and
Hannah, gasping, jerking her head up, staring, could hardly believe
it, and could hardly believe it had gone into her so deeply, so
easily, and without pain. She gaped at it in shock, then gasped as
he gripped her ankles and forced them up and back hard, raising her
bottom towards him as he leaned over her.

“Oh God!” she gasped as she felt his cock
sliding down deeper into her ass.

“No, just your Lord,” he taunted.

“Ungggh!”

He pushed deep, and now it hurt, though the
pain was more of a deep, dull ache. It eased instantly as he eased
the pressure and slid his thick cock back up a little, then
rekindled as he thrust down once again – deeper. She felt a
cramping sensation in her lower belly and her head thrashed from
side to side as he put more pressure on her ankles. She let out a
choked cry as they were forced down over her shoulders against the
pillow next to her head, then he began to pump into her steadily;
in and out, in and out, up and down.

She lay trembling, gasping, dazed and
shocked, and yet with that crackling sexual electricity growing
ever more powerful within her. She felt a frantic wonder at what
she was becoming, then he thrust harder, and his cock actually
drove deeper into her ass. His hips were slapping against her
buttocks, and now his pubic bone was slapping against the base of
the dildo still sticking out of her pussy, hammering it slowly
deeper inside her.

Her pussy ached! Her ass, deep inside, ached!
And her wrists ached where they pulled against the shackles. But
the pain only seemed to add to the wild dark thrill of seductive,
sensual heat raging within her as Carling drove his big cock down
into her relentlessly. She'd never been sodomized, and was stunned
by the experience. It was simultaneously degrading and incredibly
hot, and she was unable to talk, could only make dazed animal gasps
grunts and moans as he slammed her buttocks down into the bed again
and again and again.

She came again, gnashing her teeth, then
crying out in dazed pleasure, her insides burning, aching,
exploding with pleasure and pain, or pain and pleasure, all mixed
and swirling and churning up within her body and mind.

Oh God, it was good! It was sooo goood!

And nothing else mattered! The pleasure was
all!

She was floating, floating amid a gloriously
peaceful sense of satiated pleasure and languorous aftermath,
staring up at him through glassy, uncaring eyes as he continued to
thrust down into her. She was aware of him, aware of the feel of
his cock in her bottom as it plunged up and down, aware of the
impact of his hips against her backside, and the firm grip of his
hands around her ankles, aware of her aching back as she was bent
double, aware of it all, and yet, she simply floated amid all the
sensations, uncaring and unthinking.

He stopped, and she supposed he'd come inside
her. A part of her felt squeamish about that, but she was still too
blitzed to really care about that or anything else. She groaned
involuntarily as he eased her ankles up and back, then let them
drop.

Then he was removing the shackles from her
wrists, and letting them fall to the bed as she finally began to
regain a greater sense of consciousness.

He kissed her on the side of the throat.
“Slave,” he growled.

He pulled up and back and she groaned weakly
.”Not... your slave,” she panted weakly.

“You will be.”
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Hannah had no clothes. He'd left them in the
'dungeon', and so she had to borrow a robe and scurry through the
halls and back to her own little room.

At least she still had her socks!

She locked herself inside for a bit, then
anxiously slipped down and into the big washroom to take a shower.
After her time in the dungeon and then... with Carling... she
definitely needed one. But being naked like that made her anxious,
and she was relieved to get back into her room and lock the door
behind her.

Showering might have washed off sweat and
dirt but it certainly couldn't wash away the memory of that...
bizarre sexual interlude. She alternated between bushing with
embarrassment and flushing with excitement at the dark and perverse
things she'd experienced.

She'd taken his cock right down his throat!
That was a shocking and wickedly exciting thing! And it had been so
easy! She'd only done it once, granted, and it had been
involuntary, but really, it wasn't that difficult! She was sure she
could do it again.

Being sodomized, well, she was rather rueful
about that, but it hadn't really hurt, and there was something
darkly, nastily exciting about the thought. Bastard! He'd taken her
in every orifice, and not asked permission either! And she'd begged
him to fuck her!

Wow!

His sex slave!? Of all the gall! She was no
one's sex slave! The very notion was ludicrous! Well, it was also
horribly arousing, but in a fantasy eroticism sort of way, not in a
`Please whip me, master while I grovel before you' sort of way.

She rubbed her backside resentfully. It
wasn't sore, but it certainly had been. Imagine him spanking her
like that!

Her eyes flicked to the butt-plug sitting on
the floor where she'd tossed it. He'd shoved it back into her
before sending her off, telling her she should wear it from now on
so she was ready whenever he wanted to bend her over and take her
there. What colossal gall!

Not that he'd been serious, or at least, she
didn't think he was, really. But still, even having the nerve to
say that, in his pompous, arrogant, confident tone, was
unbelievable.

She had been down in the dungeons and then in
his bed for half the day! Her stomach rumbled hungrily, for she'd
missed dinner, yet a part of her was afraid to show her face. Could
any of the others have known, or heard?

What a slut they would think her!

And yet she couldn't honestly regret any of
it. It not only overshadowed any sexual experiences he'd ever had
in her life it overshadowed ALL the sexual experiences of her life
COMBINED!

When she was a little old lady of ninety two
she'd still remember it.

But then the presumption of that struck her,
and she hesitated. The presumption was, of course, that she'd never
again have that kind of wild, kinky, thrilling sexual experience,
that it was unique, once in a lifetime, and that now she'd return
to her dull, largely sexless existence save for her bottle and
fingers. That was a depressing thought.

She shook her head. There were plenty of
attractive men out there! She could find them if she only looked!
And unlike Carling they wouldn't shackle her to the bed!

She was surprised, though, at the feeling
that thought provoked: disappointment.

Did she want to be shackled to the bed? Did
she like the idea of being... mastered, as it were? Well, she had,
certainly. But of course, not as a matter of routine.

But she wouldn't mind doing it again, she
knew.

* * *

Over the next several days she continued to
catalog the collection. She was left in peace to do it now. At
first she was relieved, and then irritated by Carling's absence.
Had he gotten bored with the little commoner girl now that he'd
gotten what he wanted? Was he out trying to seduce some other cheap
little commoner? What happened to her being his little sex slave
anyway? Did he think he didn't need to do anything more for that to
happen?

Maybe he was fucking the maids. Her face
flushed a little at the thought. She had come back to her room the
next day to find the robe – his robe – which she'd left flung
across the table, gone. Her trash can was emptied, the little
bathroom cleaned – and the butt-plug she'd left on the floor
sitting by the sink.

Her face had almost burned off at the thought
one of the maids must have come in and found it – and the robe!
What they must think of her!

Had it been her imagination or had the blonde
one smirked at her when they'd passed in the hall?

Her resentment leant her another thought. She
knew where his bedroom was now. That was probably where he'd placed
that video call to, and the TV there probably contained the
recording of what he'd seen.

She would certainly not go at night, but
during the day the room ought to be empty. She could go in, check
the TV, and erase it if it contained the video she suspected it
did. Imagine the disaster of that got out!

She wasn't quite sure how to get there,
though, given that she had to pass through the central part of the
house where she might well run into one of the servants. Since she
had no business beyond the kitchen they would probably ask her
where she was going.

But there was a way past them. She could go
down the passage into the dungeon, walk through it to the basement,
then through there to come up the other stairway he'd used which
had opened right near his door.

It was her right, after all. She had never
given any permission for that sort of video to be taken – nor would
she! So, telling herself that, Hannah let herself into the passage
and went back down to the dungeon. Once there she looked around
very carefully for the light switches. Perhaps to preserve the
authenticity of the place there was no sign of a light switch, but
she found them in place, right where they would normally be
expected to be, but behind false stone panels which swung out.

Turning on the lights gave the room a much
different, less dangerous atmosphere, and she couldn't help looking
at the cells and remembering what had happened there, especially
how Carling had taken her, while she was shackled and naked, how
she had embarrassed herself with her reactions and acted like a
total slut.

The memory was tinged with embarrassment, but
also a raw, dark sexual heat, and she actually went to the door and
put her hand on the bars, looking in, imagining herself there naked
again, shackled, his prisoner...

But then, with a snort, she turned out the
lights and continued through the dungeon, taking the stairs up to
the basement, taking the same route he had carried her along –
naked and shackled, she thought – and making her way up the stairs
to the corridor where his bedroom was found. Here she began to get
nervous, anxiously looking up and down the hall, fearful of
discovery. How would she explain her location?

She opened the door slowly, peered in, then
slipped inside and closed it behind with a sigh of relief. Once
inside, she glanced at the bed, remembering other things, then
searched for the control box for the TV and electronics. She opened
the side table and, unsurprisingly, found handcuffs, straps, a
dildo, a vibrator, and other... things which made her blush
slightly. But there was no control box.

She hurried around to the other side, and
found more sex toys and bondage gear, but again no box, and then
she spotted it on a chair across the room, and hurried over with a
curse of relief.

The TV was left in the up position, turned to
face that direction, so she muttered at her own stupidity as she
turned it on, and then looked to see if she could find her
video.

The difference, however, was that this TV was
in regular use, and had apparently recorded dozens of
conversations. And more.

The first one she pressed popped up as
considerably more than a conversation. It was rather like the
recording he'd made of her masturbation session, in fact, except he
was recording his own bed. And he wasn't masturbating.

No, it was the maid, what was her name,
Molly, the blonde. She lay spreadeagled tied to the corners much as
Hannah had been the other day. Hannah blushed to see the nude young
woman spread out like that, and her thumb hovered over moving on,
but the sight of Carling stepping into view, or at least, she
assumed it was him, made her pause. She only saw him from the chest
down as he climbed into the bed near the girl's head.

But it certainly looked like him. Then he
gripped her hair and jerked her head back – and how she remembered
that – and leaned in, sliding his cock into the girl's open mouth.
As Hannah watched, she saw Carling move around so his back was to
the headboard, his knees spread wide as he slid his cock deep into
the girl's throat, angling her head up and back as he drove himself
into her to the balls.

The blonde choked and gagged a little,
twisting against the shackles, but didn't appear to be making any
serious effort to pull free. Instead she was writhing and twisting
her hips, perhaps because of the vibrator stuffed into her pussy.
From the angle of the camera, Hannah could actually see the bulge
in her throat as Carling's cock slid into it.

She felt a hot little quiver between her legs
thinking about how she had taken his cock down her throat that one
time. She wished she had a dildo or something she could practice
on. The idea of doing that again was quite exciting. She felt
jealous, watching how easy the blonde took his cock.

Slut, she thought as she watched the girl
with more than a hint of jealousy.

She turned it off, trying the next one. This
proved to be an uninteresting conversation with a man she didn't
know. As did the next call. The one after was he and Patrick
discussing dinner. Then came another home porn video, this time
featuring him and both the maids. Now they were both handcuffed as
he sat up and back against the backrest. Their mouths were in his
groin sucking and licking at him as he stroked their heads and
hair.

“Pervert,” she muttered.

And the girls, of course, were worse, but
what could you expect of that sort?

She jumped ahead to the final video, and
gasped to see herself. It wasn't her private masturbation session,
however, but what had just happened in this room. He had recorded
it! She gaped at the sight of herself spreadeagled naked, at
herself writhing at his touch. She also felt a hot thrum of
excitement as she saw herself, as she heard herself, as she
remembered what they'd done.

She deleted that video, then checked the one
before. It was the blonde again, lithe and nude, and not tied up,
she noted. Though she did have leather restraints around her
wrists, and a collar around her throat. There was no sign of
Carling, at first, but then he appeared, nude from the waist up,
holding some sort of little crop or quirt.

“Down,” he ordered.

The girl dropped her face and chest to the
bed, but kept her bottom raised high, and Hannah noted she had what
looked to be dildos in both holes.

I shouldn’t be watching this, she told
herself, blushing. It's as much of an invasion of privacy as him
looking at me.

Of course, he had looked at her, and told her
afterward that it was only natural that he not look away.

The girl shifted position to all fours,
spread her legs, then turned and lay back, drawing her knees up and
back, spreading them wide, all at Carling's instruction – like a
trained seal, she thought snidely.

He wasn't slow to snap the quirt across her
bottom, either, or in one instance, across her breast when the girl
was slow. The sight was both disgusting and strangely fascinating
to some dark side of her. Watching the naked girl perform, watching
Carling taunting her, caressing her, calling her his slut, made her
pussy throb with the remembrance of how he had done similar things
to her.

But I'm not some cheap little commoner maid
he can dally with, she thought angrily, turning off the thing.

She tried others, but as she kept moving back
down the list it was obvious that she had gone past where her own
video ought to have been. So it wasn't here. So where would it
likely be?!

She looked at the desk and the computer on
it, then turned that on. It required a password, much to her
annoyance, but then she saw a white card propped up next to the
keyboard with password written on it. Perfect, she thought!

She typed in the password, and waited for the
machine to finish booting up, then began looking through the
folders in search of videos. And that was what she was doing when
he walked in and caught her.

“Doing a little hacking, Quinn?” he asked
dryly.

Hannah yelped and leapt to her feet, whirling
to stare at him guitily.

“I don't believe breaking into my computer
was a part of your cataloguing job,” he said.

“I uhm, I didn't break in. The password was
right there,” she gulped.

He shook his head with a faint smile. “Not
the password. It's actually a trap word meant to set off an alarm
for any snoops who want to look at my computer.”

She blushed and then glared defensively. “I
was only trying to get the video of me! Which you have no right to
keep!”

“You mean the video of your little
masturbation session?” he asked innocently.

Her blush deepened. “Yes!”

“Ah, he said. “I deleted that.”

“I... you... how am I supposed to believe
that!?”

“Because I said it,” he replied. “Are you
questioning my word, little library girl?”

She glowered. “I found the video of us on
your TV!”

He shrugged. “I sometimes record my little
games on the bed. Some of my partners enjoy looking at it
afterward, but I'll delete it if you like.”

“I deleted it!”

He raised his eyebrows. “I don't think I like
your attitude, Quinn. It strikes me as disrespectful.”

“You're a pervert!”

“So what?”

“So... Well, you should have told me you were
recording what we did!”

“It's my room, and you're my employee. I
don't have to tell you a thing. You have the right to privacy in
your bedroom, not in mine, when you're in my bed naked.”

“You tied me up!”

He moved to the TV and picked up the control
box. “And you begged me to fuck you,” he said.

She blushed and then scowled as he flicked
through the controls.

“You know this is a very advanced piece of
equipment,” he said. “And it records almost everything, including
what's done with it. For example, you deleted that video at
13:43pm. Then you watched this other video from 13:43 to
13:47.”

He flicked on the one of him having the maid
assume various positions, and raised an eyebrow at her. “Took you
five minutes to discern this wasn't you in the video?” he asked
dryly.

Hannah's mouth opened and closed as her blush
deepened.

“And for someone indignant about the invasion
to her privacy, you don't seem to be much concerned with Miss
O’Brien's privacy.”

“She... you probably didn't tell her she was
being taped either!” she said.

“Don't change the subject, and you're quite
mistaken. She knows the camera is here. See?”

He changed the video and now it showed the
blonde giggling as she stared into the camera and made faces at it,
then cupped her breasts and vamped in a sexy fashion.

“So was there something in particular about
that video which you found interesting, Quinn? I'd like to think it
was the sight of me which you found so arousing but I kept my pants
on, so perhaps you find Miss O'Brien a lovely sight? I know I do,
but I had no idea you had interests in that direction.”

“I do not!” she said indignantly.

He stepped closer and she backed away.

“And yet you watched her for five minutes,”
he said.

“I was... I was just amazed that... that any
woman would let herself be... subjected to that,” she gulped,
backing away as he continued to move closer. “... that.. degrading
treatment!”

“Unlike a woman who shackled herself to a
dungeon wall naked,” he said.

“I didn't shackle myself naked! You did! I
mean, I did it by accident and...”

He had backed her against the wall, and as
she raised hands to push him back seized her wrists and pressed
them up and back against the wall above her head.

“Let me go!”

“Or?”

She stared at him uncertainly, not knowing
what, exactly to say, and then he bent in and kissed her, hard. She
reacted almost instinctively, by trying to shove him away, but, of
course, her wrists were being held above her. And so her mouth was
helpless against his as his tongue thrust between her open lips.
She gasped and twisted her head aside but he pinned her wrists with
one hand and then used the other to grasp her hair.

“S-Stop it!” she gasped.

“But you like it,” he said, pulling her head
back sharply and crushing her lips with his.

And God help her, she did! She felt a wave of
indignation, even anger at him ignoring her, at his arrogance, at
his virtually forcing himself on her! And yet, it was that very
force, that very assertiveness, and her own helplessness which was
making her breathless with excitement and a sudden wild sense of
thrilling sexual arousal and need.

“Maybe you need some discipline, like Miss
O'Brien,” he purred.

“Never! I'm not your pet animal!”

“We're all animals, Quinn,” he said, his hand
sliding down over her heaving chest and kneading her breast in
passing. “Some of us are predators... and some of us... are
prey.”

He yanked her forward suddenly, and she
stumbled against the back of a chair. Instantly, he was jerking
down her trousers, taking her panties with them, virtually upending
her across the back of the chair as she squealed in alarm.

“D-Don't you... stop it!” she gasped even as
she staggered upright.

But he grasped her blouse and yanked it up
sharply, and it forced her arms up above her as he pulled it over
her head. Another shove across the back of the chair caused her to
lose her balance, and while she was coping with that he undid her
bra.

She had never been stripped so quickly or
forcefully by a man, and again felt a sense of outrage. But at the
same time, a dark, feral, hungry part of her didn't want him to
back off, didn't want him to be gentlemanly or restrained. That
dark part of her thrilled to what he was doing, and robbed her of
the willpower necessary to actually try to put a stop to it.

 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


He chuckled throatily, his hand running over
her bare flesh.

“B-Bastard!” she gasped.

“There's that disrespect again,” he said,
slapping her bottom sharply.

He drew her arms back, suddenly and pinned
them together at the elbow, then snatched the belt of a nearby robe
off and wrapped it tightly around her arms, pinning them in place.
She gasped as he jerked her back off the chair and then forced her
to her knees before him.

“Now,” he said. “My little sex slave.”

“I'm not your sex slave!”

“You are going to learn how to serve – and
service – your lord.”

She glared up at him rebelliously, but her
groin was hot and her heart was pounding excitedly.

He grasped her hair and jerked her head back.
It stung, but she felt a dark thrill at being manhandled. And while
her mouth was open he abruptly thrust his cock into it before she
could react.

“Service your lord, you filthy little
commoner,|” he said with a smirk.

She glowered up at him, but with his cock
filling her mouth she had few acceptable responses. She did
nothing, but that provoked another stinging jerk on her hair, and
she began to suck, somewhat resentfully, then with more energy as
he jerked on her hair again.

“Perhaps I'll keep you locked up naked and in
chains in the dungeon,” he said. “And torture you for the sport of
it. Perhaps I'll invite my friends around to make use of your
lovely body, hmm? Would you like that, little slave girl?”

He pulled her forward by the hair and his
cock abruptly pushed into Hannah's throat. She gurgled weakly,
gagged, and choked, but then his cock was jammed deep in her
throat, with surprisingly little effort. She spent a shaky few
seconds wondering if she could cope, but then as he stayed still
she found herself adapting, getting used to the feel. It wasn't
exactly comfortable or pleasant, but it was extremely hot to feel
him buried in her like that, to have her face jammed into his groin
so helplessly.

Then he drew back, slowly, his thick, slick
cock emerging from between her tightly pursed lips and finally
popping free of her throat so she could breath again. But she was
given no time, no chance to regain her equilibrium, to pause to
think about anything, for he jerked her forward, right away, and
down, bending her and putting her face to the floor.

“Keep your bottom high, slave girl,” he
ordered.

She found herself chest down on the floor
with her cheek against the rug and her bottom raised high. He
jerked open a drawer behind her, and even as she started to think
about how and in what position to change to she found him back, and
a thin quirt in his hand. It snapped across her bottom and she
yelped.

“Bottom high,” he barked. “Legs spread
wide.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Wider, slave! Spread those legs wide open so
I can mount you like the bitch in heat you always wanted to be.

Crack!

“Don't!”

“Draw your knees further forward to elevate
your bottom further. That's a good slave. No...”

Crack!

“Head down! Bottom up!”

Crack!

Dazed, overwhelmed, and gripped by a churning
heat, Hannah positioned herself as he ordered, and her inclination
to curse and refuse faded as he knelt behind her. God, she did so
want him to fuck her! To fuck her just like this! Like a whore!
Like an animal! Like his bitch!

She felt the slim length of the quirt along
her sex, stroking up and down, massaging her lightly.

“Filthy little commoner,” he taunted.

His cock pushed against the mouth of her sex,
but did not enter. Instead it rubbed slowly up and down around her
moist, overheated furrow.

“Beg for it, slave. Beg your lord to fuck you
like the whore you are.”

She moaned helplessly, her hips grinding
against the lush sensation of his flesh against her there.

“Beg, slave,” he ordered, slapping her
bottom.

“Please!” she gasped breathlessly.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please fuck me!” she moaned.

He slapped her bottom again. “My lord,” he
growled

“Please fuck me, my lord!” she cried, voice
breaking.

His cock pushed forward into her and Hannah
shuddered at the intensity of the physical sensations which flared
wildly within her. She was in the most awfully degrading position,
so submissive and helpless, even obscene! The wild excitement of
that as his cock pushed forward into her quivering belly threatened
to overwhelm her and push her over the brink into orgasm before
he'd even sheathed himself.

She struggled to resist it, some forlorn
aspect of pride needing her to pretend she was not so thoroughly
aroused by him. And she managed to hold herself in check until the
long, gleaming length of him was fully encased in her warm flesh.
But then, as he began to thrust, as she felt the pressure of his
hips striking her bottom, as his hands gripped her hips and jerked
her back against him, her resistance collapsed and the sensations
doubled and then redoubled until she could not withstand them.

The orgasm shook her, and she lost her mind
as well as control of her body, trembling, convulsing, rutting back
against him like an animal as he rode her. She gurgled and groaned
and cried out weakly, repeatedly, as his big cock punched deep into
her belly, writhing and reveling in the wild storm of sensations
tearing through her like sexual electricity.

“That's it, you little whore. Come for me.
Come for your master's cock, you little slut,” he taunted, leaning
forward over her, his hips grinding against her soft buttocks.

She hardly cared what he said. The orgasm was
a storm of sensations which tossed her mind about like a leaf in a
high wind. And when it was done she sagged, both mentally and
physically, groaning, staring sightlessly at the edge of a table as
he continued to thrust into her from behind.

It was impossible to long ignore that steady
thrusting, though. His hips were striking her buttocks, his cock
stabbing into her soft belly again and again, shifting angles and
directions. He leaned further over her so that she felt his hot
breath against the back of her neck, felt his chest against her
bound arms.

He growled as he bit lightly along her
throat, as his mouth sucked and licked at the nape of her neck.

Then he eased back, and took hold of the
thick mass of her hair. He drew it taut, then pulled harder, and
Hannah gasped and moaned as her face was pulled up off the floor,
as her shoulders were raised up and back. He thrust harder, still,
using her hair as though it were the rains of a horse, holding her
body aloft by it as she gasped and moaned and cried out at the ache
and pain and pleasure and confusion assailing her.

God, this was so kinky and nasty and
insane!

But a fever rose within her, and she
whimpered and gasped and moaned as his cock continued to pound into
her, as his hips continued to slap against her buttocks, as her
hair was jerked up and back by the hair. Her breasts were now
wobbling back and forth below her, and he groped them roughly, even
pinching her nipples, tugging on them painfully, then slapping at
her breasts!

“Slave girl,” he taunted. “Your master is
getting his ride now. Squeeze that pussy. Squeeze it.”

He slapped her bottom and she gasped, dazedly
clamping down with her vaginal muscles.

“That's it, slave. Now release as I thrust
in. Now squeeze as I pull out. Got to get you properly trained so
you can service my friends too.”

He was being deliberately outrageous, but his
words were a dark thrill that made Hannah's skin burn as he
continued to ride her.

He eased his grip on her hair, lowering her
upper body to the ground. Hannah groaned in relief as he let go of
her hair and the pressure of its pull faded. But then she gasped as
she felt his hands on her ass, felt his thumb pushing down against
her wrinkled anal opening, slowly forcing its way into her there.
She moaned and then gasped again at another sharp slap to her
bottom, then another, even as his thumb pushed in deeper.

“Perhaps I'll put you on the auction block,
eh?” he said. “Sell you to Arabs on the Barbary Coast as a sex
slave”

Crack!

His thumb was pushing in and pulling out of
her ass while he fucked her, and Hannah shuddered and moaned in
helpless heat as the raw pleasure swept through her.

He pulled out, and again rubbed the swollen
knob of his cock up and down her sex before thrust in into her
again. The penetration felt glorious! Even more so as she'd feared
he was going to shove it into her other hole. She groaned as she
squeezed down on it, as she thrust back against it.

He pulled out again, rubbing up and down
along her gleaming sex.

“Beg for it, slave girl.”

“Please,” she moaned breathlessly. “Please
fuck me!”

He leaned over her, his breath against her
ear. “My lord, slut.”

“Please fuck me, my lord!”

“Say please fuck your filthy little commoner
slut, my lord,” he demanded, easing his cock back.

She trembled and rolled her hips against the
absence of touch. “Please fuck … your filthy little commoner slut,
My lord!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily and buried himself in
her snug opening again, then began to hammer himself against her
with such speed and force she cried out at every blow. She came an
instant before he did, and cried out again, her voice rising into a
wild, undulating wail of pleasure as he hammered himself against
her upraised buttocks again and again.

* * *

This is all completely insane.

Hannah went to check her watch. It was an
instinctive gesture which ended in futility, of course. She wasn't
wearing a watch. Instead there was a shiny, stainless steel manacle
around her wrist; around both wrists. Two more encircled her
ankles. And a match collar – a collar – encircled her throat. Her
ankles were chained together, as were her wrists. And she lay naked
on the floor of the cell, her collar chained to the wall.

She ought to be cataloging books, or, if the
day was over, and she thought it might be, she ought to be in her
room watching television or surfing the internet or... or
something.

He had carried her down here. Did the man
think he was Hercules or something!? And left her like this,
telling her he would send down his guards to be serviced. He had no
guards!

Of course, the thought was darkly arousing,
as if she were some helpless princess in medieval times and this
was all for real.

At least she wasn't forced to stand upright.
And, for some reason, the floor beneath her was warm, not cold. She
had no idea how that could be unless they'd installed under-floor
heating, but that was an awfully modern concept for a dungeon. Of
course this was an awfully modern looking dungeon what with the
nicely polished stone underfoot.

She couldn't sit down but had to lay down.
The reason for that were the two immense dildos he'd shoved up
inside her. They both protruded a few inches outside her body, and
and were held in place by a thin chain which passed through a small
ring on the base of each of the dildos. That chain went up her
lower abdomen, and up between her buttocks, then split in two to
encircle her waist. She couldn't quite see how it was clasped
together for the clasp was at the small of her back. And with her
wrists manacled together in front of her – chained to the front of
the chain in fact – she couldn't reach it.

Nor could she reach the tight, aching little
nipple clips biting into her swollen pink nipples. They were each
linked to a chain which went up to the front of the collar, so that
moving her head suddenly, or arching her back, could tug stingingly
on nipples which were already throbbing hotly.

“You're a pervert, Carling!” she cried out,
doubting he could even hear.

But then, it seemed so was she.

She ran a long, slender finger down between
her legs, feeling the swelling heat of her clit, feeling the way
her sex lips strained wide around the dildo impaling her, and felt
a little shudder of arousal.

God, this is sick!

She rolled onto her back, letting her knees
rise and spread apart.

A helpless prisoner.

A sex slave.

About to be ravished by hordes of ill-bred,
lusting, muscle bound guards.

Yes, it was a dark, helpless thrill, and as
she stroked her finger against her clit, hot, swirling sensations
roiled through her belly and up into her chest. She arched her back
slowly, gasping in pain and pleasure as her nipples were
pulled.

She giggled suddenly. “I want my solicitor!”
she called.

She groaned and spread her knees wider,
shifting her feet to the length the chain allowed, fingers rubbing
up and down across her clit as her breaths became quicker. She
stretched her other hand to the limit of the chain around her
waist, finger pressing against the base of the dildo, and groaned
as she sought to shove it deeper. It ached deep inside her, but she
was able to push it a little deeper. That allowed her to slide it
back out again – and then repeat.

I'm such a fucking whore, she thought, guilt
and excitement twisting within her.

She arched her back again, groaning, gasping,
as she tugged on her nipples, as she fingered her clit, as she
pushed the dildo in and out. Heat spiked inside her, and she felt
her chest tightening, her breath become even more ragged as her
excitement mounted.

There was the clang of a metal door, and she
gasped and jerked her hands away, pulling her knees together. She
peered through the bars, heart pounding. What if it wasn't him!?
What if it was someone else!?

But it was him, and she felt a deep relief as
he came up to the bars and looked in on her.

“Slave girl,” he said. “Are you ready to be
whipped and tortured?”

“No!” she gulped.

He smiled thinly.

“I'm not your sex slave!” she said hotly.

He unlocked the cell door and pulled it wide,
then stepped inside.

The candle shaped sconces on the walls grew
brighter, and her eyes blinked uncomfortably.

Then she saw the quirt in his hand as he
slapped it lightly against his thigh.

“Let me see you on all fours, slave girl,” he
said.

She swallowed nervously and drew her knees
in, but he managed to snap the quirt against her hip and she yelped
and rolled.

“On all fours, slave girl,” he said again,
snapping the quirt across her bottom.

“Oww! Stop!”

She gasped again as it struck, hurriedly
assuming the position, wincing as she tried to raise her head and
the chains pulled at her nipples.

“That's better.”

The quirt slid between her thighs, then
angled up, stroking lightly up and down against her swollen
clit.

“Nasty, disobedient, disrespectful little
slave girl,” he said.

The quirt slid along her spine, then drew
back and slapped lightly at the side of her right breast.

“Now, chest down against the floor. Bottom
raised. Chop-chop!”

Crack!

She gasped, obeying, wincing as again her
nipples ached. And again as the quirt caressed her clit.

“Filthy little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“On your back, slave.”

She rolled over, groaning as she stared up at
him.

“Knees wide. Show me what you have
there.”

She blushed as she obeyed, licking her lips
nervously as the quirt tapped lightly at her belly.

“Now raise your hips high,” he said.
“Shoulders on the floor.”

She obeyed, blushing again at exposing
herself so lewdly.

“You clearly need much more discipline,” he
said. “Perhaps a good strapping.”

He unfastened the chain from her collar, then
pulled her to her feet and led her out of the cell and into the
wider room around her. Hannah gazed breathlessly at the frames
around her, eyes flitting from one to the other as he led her over
to a large post. He unfastened the chain binding her wrists to her
waist, then raised them high. She struggled to pull free but he
easily overpowered her, locking her wrists to the post above her
head.

The post was square, of leather covered wood,
perhaps eight or ten inches on a side. There was what Hannah had at
first taken to be some sort of support leg angling down from the
beam to the floor at a sharp angle, but as he pulled her across so
she was straddling it, she realized it was covered in leather, as
well.

Carling chained her ankles forward and apart,
almost bringing her pussy into contact with the angled 'leg', and
actually having it touching the base of the dildo which still stuck
out of her. Her own actions had gotten that deeper, so that less
than an inch now protruded, and it ached within her as it pressed
against the angled leg.

Now Carling undid the thin chains attached to
her nipple clips to her collar, and instead pulled them around the
beam and locked them together there, forcing her further forward.
This also put pressure on the base of the dildo and she groaned as
she felt it angling the front of the long, round tube inside her
and pressing it against the front wall of her pussy.

He put down the thin quirt and went to the
wall, then drew from it a thin object which he brought back to her.
He again seized her hair, forcing her head up and back sharply,
pulling her nipples against the chains so that she cried out.

And as she did he pushed what felt like some
sort of latex ball into her mouth. It was flexible, and able to
squeeze down around her teeth as his fingers slowly worked it into
her open mouth. Then it widened once again inside her mouth. It
soon filled her mouth, pushing down on her tongue, and proved to be
a gag, as he pulled the strap together behind her head to lock it
in place.

Her heart pounded and her pulse raced. She
moaned and rolled her eyes anxiously as he went back to the wall,
gasping at the feel of the pressure against her nipples and against
the base of the dildo jammed inside her.

She found if she leaned forward more it eased
the pull on her nipples, and tended to ease the pressure of the
dildo. But that had the very top of her sex pressing against the
angled leather covered brace – her clitoris in particular, and
given the heat churning within her it was almost impossible not to
grind herself against it.

“You must learn proper respect for your
betters, you common scruff,” he said.

Fuck you, she thought indignantly.

The strap struck her bottom with a sharpness
which made her squeal in alarm and pain. More to the point it
jerked her body forward so that her pussy jammed against the angled
brace and ground forward across it. She cried out – but the sound
was heavily muffled by the gag, and then again as the multiple
sensations rippled through her.

Jerking back pulled her nipples sharply,
stingingly against the chains, and that caused her to jerk forward
again, which ground her pussy against the leather once more.

“Filthy little slave girl,” he said. “Nasty
little sex slave.”

Crack!

Again she squealed, and her body reacted in
precisely the same way

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Slave! Slut! Whore! Tramp!”

She twisted and bucked, jerking and squealing
and writhing in pain. Her bottom felt the hot, sharp, raw flames of
pain even as her pussy ground back and forth across the leather
between her legs and her nipples tugged against the chains. Pain
rose, to the point she began to have a serious sense of alarm and
concern, but then the raw, wild heat began to overcome her and she
felt herself slipping into the fever-dream of wild sexual
abandon.

The constant sharp grinding movements of her
hips somehow pushed the dildo even deeper inside her, and now her
pussy was grinding directly against the leather in a way which was
producing such intense sensations that even without the strap
striking her reddened bottom she found herself grinding her pussy
against it.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were sharp and slow, as he taunted
her and called her his slave, his servant, his filthy little
commoner slut, and her bottom was soon flaming hot, a heat which
belied the wild animal heat within her.

She was on the edge of an orgasm, a massive
orgasm, and only the sharp, cracking blows of the strap across her
burning hot bottom kept her from tumbling over the edge!

She was sweating, baking in the heat within
her, bedraggled and dazed as he jerked back on her hair and then
unfastened the gag from around her cheeks. He pulled the ball
slowly out of her mouth and she moaned and gulped in air, sweat
trickling slowly down her body.

“Agghh!” she gasped as he jerked back on her
hair.

“Do you want more strapping, whore, or do you
want your lord to fuck your hot, filthy body?”

“F-Fuck me!” she gasped dazedly.

“Beg me, slave.”

“Please fuck me, my lord!” she panted.

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, my lord!”

Crack!

“You're not a 'me'. You're not a person.
You're a thing, a creature, a possession of mine. You're my filthy
little whore slave!”

“P-Please fuck your f-filthy little whore
slave, My lord!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck your filthy little whore slave,
My lord!”

Crack!

“More emotion!”

“P-Please fuck your f-filthy little whore
slave, My lord!”

Crack!

“Louder!”

“Please fuck your filthy little whore slave,
My lord!”

The strap hit her back, and Hannah's eyes
widened as she cried out in pain.

“I don't think you're worthy of having my
cock, you filthy little slave girl,” he said.

He did something to the chain at the small of
her back, and the pressure on it eased, then the chain fell away.
She groaned as the dildo in her pussy actually sank a bit deeper.
But his fingers gripped the one sticking out of her bottom and slid
it slowly free. Then his fat-nosed cock pushed into her, and she
shuddered helplessly as it pushed up into her belly, filling her
up, jamming her forward against the leather.

He pulled back on her hair and growled into
her ear as he began to pump in and out of her, his other hand
kneading her breasts as he began to jam her against the leather
again and again. He'd sodomized her before, but it was still a blow
to her psyche, and now, every time he thrust into her it forced her
pussy to grind across the hard leather on the angled wood before
her.

The multiple sensations blew her mind and she
screamed as the orgasm tore through her. The wild intensity of the
sensations tearing apart her mind as she writhed and bucked and
jerked and thrashed in mindless pleasure, all while he continued to
thrust against her and continued to jam her forward against the
leather.

She could do nothing, as the orgasm rolled
over her like a freight train, screaming, battering her senseless
with the force and power of its sensations. Only the chains locking
her wrists and ankles in places kept her from reeling away and
collapsing, and he continued to thrust into her, continued to drive
his big cock achingly deep into her belly as her head jerked and
rolled bonelessly, mouth wide, eyes slitted.

Her strength left her, and she collapsed,
dazed, only the chains holding her up, moaning exhaustedly even as
he continued to ram his hips into her buttocks. Then he slowed and
stopped, and she moaned in dazed relief, her insides aching as he
eased back, her wrists on fire. She forced her muscles to work,
forced her legs to straighten beneath her, and then groaned, face
pressed against the beam, eyes slitted as her chest heaved.

It was all simply insane. It really was. But
God help her it was good!

 


 


 



Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


The “properly elegant gown” Carling had
insisted she wear, and had provided to her, was certainly elegant,
after a fashion, but Hannah doubted anyone would call it proper.
Certainly it wasn’t what a proper young lady ought to be wearing in
public. It was dressy, though, and long. But it was also extremely
form-fitting, low cut, and slit up the right all the way to the
hip! He had also provided four inch stiletto heels to go with it.
She would have liked to have refused, but the dress was too long
without them, and she hadn’t brought any high heels.

She had been dubious, to say the least, but
for a small, intimate dinner for just the two of them it wasn’t
like it really mattered. He’d seen everything before, after all.
She had to take short steps as she walked down he broad corridor,
and careful steps, as well, for she had little experience in very
high heels.

She felt rather elegant, despite what she
considered the revealing nature of the dress. It was an expensive
dress, and it fit so well! She wondered how they’d gotten the
measurements down so well.

She reached the grand staircase, and put a
gloved hand on the rail. The white lace gloves went almost to her
shoulders! But they went very well with the green dress, and she
walked slowly - and carefully - down the grand staircase to the
main lobby, a little nervous now in the more ‘public’ part of the
manor. She turned and headed for the dining room, and almost ran
into Jason.

She blushed as he caught her arms to keep her
from stumbling off balance, and she saw his eyes caught immediately
by her cleavage before he pulled them free.

“S-Sorry,” she gulped.

“Uh huh,” he said, eyes moving down to her
bare hip as she eased back and around him.

She felt his eyes on her as she walked
carefully up the hall, and her blush deepened, her stomach
squirming at what he must think - or what he might be thinking!

She found the small dining room, with its
elegant chandelier. The table had been set for two, but she wasn’t
certain which place she ought to take. Did it matter? Then Patrick
entered from an opposite door and smiled genially. “Miss Quinn,” he
said. “You’re looking lovely this evening.”

“Uhm, thank you,” she said, blushing
anew.

She drew her right leg in to narrow the
slit.

“If you would sit just here,” he said,
pulling out a chair.

She took her place, squirming again as she
sat and the slit in the skirt showed. He didn’t seem to notice, as
he pushed in her chair, then stood over her.

“Would you like an aperitif?” he asked.

“A sherry would be lovely,” she said,
embarrassed again at the sudden thought of what a view he had from
up there, straight down into her cleavage.

“Certainly.”

She was grateful when he left, finally able
to inhale fully. Doing so, of course, squeezed the tight dress even
harder around her breasts, and threatened to pop them out through
the top. No, that was silly, she told herself. She simply had very
little experience wearing dresses or tops which displayed any
cleavage.

Molly came in, carrying the sherry on a tray.
Hannah found it impossible not to see the girl naked, the way she’d
been in the videos. And, in fact, she was dressed in a more
revealing outfit than Hannah was. Her maid’s outfit had an absurdly
short skirt, and a very tight, frilly peasants blouse on top which
showed a lot more cleavage than the one Hannah wore. Hannah found
herself staring at the girl’s breasts, trying to see the outline of
the nipple rings she’d noted in the video.

The girl set the sherry down and frowned
unhappily at her. “Here’s your drink,” she said.

“Uhm, thank you,” Hannah said awkwardly,
thinking of Molly and the other girl bobbing their lips up and down
on Carling‘s cock and balls.

The girl snorted and tossed her head, turning
and marching out.

Was she jealous, Hannah wondered? From what
Carling had suggested he considered her little more than a boy toy,
a sort of servant with privileges, as it were, not unlike a friend
with privileges. Surely the girl couldn’t imagine that their
relationship could be anything more, given the difference between
their ages and levels of education, culture and sophistication?
Hannah didn’t think of her own relationship with Carling as any
more than a dalliance, if an incredibly hot, and wickedly exciting
one. She certainly had no illusions about becoming “Mrs.
Carling”.

Not that she hadn’t thought about it, of
course. Imagine living in this big house, having all that money,
servants, a limousine… And while Carling was handsome, he was also
horrifically arrogant. Of course, he had a lot to be arrogant
about. But could she cope with that arrogance out of the context of
an employer employee relationship? Or the odd sexual game and role
playing the two of them were now involved in?

Maybe he was softer with someone he cared
about. Or maybe he would change once he got to know her as more
than a sex object.

Not bloody likely, a part of her thought
derisively.

Carling showed up then, clad in an
exquisitely tailored dark grey suit. “Miss Quinn,” he said, nodding
his head.

“Lord Carling,” she replied in kind.

Patrick materialized as if from nowhere, and
held out Carling’s chair for him, and Molly showed up with a glass
of wine, fawning over him outrageously. She was so obsequious
Hannah was embarrassed for her, and more than a little
contemptuous. Patrick had to practically pull her out of the room,
and Hannah snorted disdainfully.

“Here’s to me,” Carling said, holding his
glass aloft.

“Here’s to you and your magnificent ego,” she
replied dryly, lifting her glass.

“It is a magnificent ego, I admit,” he said.
“Everything about me is magnificent, after all.”

She rolled her eyes and he pointed a finger
at her. “Careful, Quinn, wouldn’t want to be seen as disrespectful
of your lord.”

She snorted. “If you expect me to fawn over
you like that maid of yours you’re mistaken.”

“Ah yes, the delightful young Molly,” he said
with a smile. “A sweet and biddable girl.”

“With rings through her nipples,” she said
tartly. “Surprised I can’t see them in that tiny maid’s outfit. Did
you have the top specially reinforced?”

He grinned. “Maybe you should get your
nipples pierced, too. I understand it heightens sensations.”

“No, thank you,” she said.

“And I can already see your nipples,” he
added with a smirk.

She frowned and folded her arms over her
chest. “This gown is made of extremely thin silk,” she complained
with a frown.

“It’s a lovely gown and suits you well.”

Patrick returned, along with Molly, bringing
food and setting it down. Molly flirted outrageously with Carling
again, bending far over to show off her cleavage, and smiling up at
him so much Hannah suspected she was expecting a pat on the
head.

“I think she would have blown you right here
at the table if you’d asked,” she sniffed after the two servants
had left.

“Not asked, Miss Quinn, but instructed,
required, demanded. A man of my means and stature has no need of
asking.”

“Ah, of course, you are like a God,” she said
mockingly.

“To the lower, lesser mortals about me, yes,
I might as well be. This is why I deserve such adulation as Molly
accords me, Quinn. You could learn a lot from her.”

“Like how to wear a skirt so short it shows
my bottom when I bend over?”

“Like discipline. Perhaps a few more sharp
spankings or strappings will teach you some.”

She blushed and felt a thrumming in her lower
belly but merely snorted, a part of her feeling a sense of
breathless exhilaration at the thought of goading him to doing that
very thing. But she felt a wariness, too, an anxiety. She wasn’t at
all afraid of him, but was afraid of what he might make her do, of
how he might cause her to humiliate herself.

“Not all of us are completely captive to our
genitals, Lord Carling,” she said primly, blushing.

“No, certainly not,” he said. “Men are, but
women are more a prisoner of their imaginations, their fantasies,
their dreams and desires - and especially where those are tied in
to their genitals.”

“You are generalizing foolishly,” she
said.

“Perhaps, but I don’t think the present
company is excluded from that generalization.”

She gave him a cool look. “I can certainly
resist the call of lust,” she said.

He snorted in amusement, and she blushed. “I
can!”

“Come here,” he said.

“What? Why?” Hannah demanded with a sudden
sense of alarm.

“Because I have asked it, and it is a not
unreasonable request from your host and employer, not to mention
your Lord.”

“You’re not my lord,” she said almost
automatically.

“Come around to this side of the table for a
moment.”

“What do you plan on doing?” she asked
warily.

“Are you afraid of me?”

“Of course not!”

“Afraid of yourself?”

“I’m afraid of you doing something in a
public place that the servants might see.”

“They won’t return until I ring the bell. Now
come around here.”

His voice was insistent, and she tsked in
irritation and anxiety, put down her napkin, stood up, and walked
slowly around the table to his side, eying him suspiciously.

“And what is it you intend doing?”

“Testing your strength.”

“I don’t -- .”

“Quiet, commoner.”

He slid his hand in through the open slit of
her dress, and grabbed her wrist with his other hand when she
gasped and started to jerk back.

“Carling!”

His hand was already inside her dress, his
fingers caressing her mons through her thin black thong, and while
she grasped his forearm with her other hand she couldn’t do much
against his strength.

“Now you’re not really the prisoner of your
genitals, correct?”

“N-No!” she gasped, as she felt his fingers
caressing the suddenly swollen bump of her clit through the thin
crotch of her thong.

He grasped the waistband and jerked the thong
down to bare her sex, and she spun her head anxiously staring at
the doorway as his fingers stroked directly across her clit.

Hannah began to realize that she had been
experiencing a low, simmering sense of arousal ever since coming to
the dining room, for as his fingers traced the line of her sex,
then slipped between her pussy lips, she was already quite warm and
moist, and she resisted his finger hardly at all as it penetrated
her and slipped up inside.

She squirmed again, trying to draw her legs
together, but his hand was between them, and all she succeeded in
doing was causing her thong to slide further down her legs and drop
around her ankles..

“Carling!” she hissed, hearing noises beyond
the doorway.

“Silence, wench,” he said. “Your lord has his
privileges.”

His finger slid deeper as his thumb began to
stroke more rapidly against her clit, and while the sensations he
was rousing were growing in intensity, it was the shocking
wickedness of what was happening which was raising the hairs along
the back of her neck and making her chest tight, her belly churn.
It was so outrageous! It was practically in public!! And what right
had he anyway, to touch her like this!?!

And yet that touch, that tactile sensation of
his fingers against her, inside her, were quite simply delicious.
She felt like a cat who should be purring and rubbing herself
against him. It was all she could do to keep from thrusting her
hips forward and grinding her pussy onto his fingers!

He jerked her back and she stumbled, then
fell, sitting across his lap, gasping breathlessly as he gripped
her hair and jerked her head up and back. His other hand was still
between her thighs, his fingers stroking and thrusting into her as
she squirmed and moaned helplessly, a kind of sexual electricity
now crackling through her nervous system.

“You're in desperate need of discipline,
Quinn,” he said, “And continue to mock your lord's excellent
wisdom.”

She groaned as his lips traced a lone along
her arched neck, as his fingers pumped slowly in and out of her now
horribly wet sex.

“I don't see that strength you were talking
about. I see a filthy little slut who needs a cock inside her.
Shall I summon Patrick back and have him bend you over the table?
Would you like him to do you right here and now?”

Hannah shuddered breathlessly, overwhelmed by
the wall of sensation his hands were raising within her body. His
obnoxious arrogance, his rudeness, his outrageous behaviour were
all oil on the fire of heat within her as he manhandled her so
easily, so confidently, so skillfully.

Then he abruptly pulled his hands back and
pushed her off him.

“Back in your seat, Quinn,” he said calmly.
“I think you see how badly you've failed that test.”

Dazed, gasping, her body still inflamed,
Hannah stared at him with a sense of disbelief, but looking at the
food on the table, she stumbled back around it and sat down,
brushing her hair back, feeling a rising sense of embarrassment and
then indignation.

“You are a bastard... my lord,” she said
sulkily.

“You keep saying that, as if it's the worst
insult you know. Quaint and old fashioned attitude from a girl who
grew up in council houses were very few of the parents ever
bothered to marry.”

She glared at him, but then he rang the bell
and Molly showed up.

“The gravy has cooled,” he said.

“Yes, milord,” she said, hurrying off with
hardly more than a glower for Hannah.

“Such a biddable young thing,” he said
smugly.

“As long as you have a quirt or strap in
hand,” she said.

“One is never far away,” he said calmly.

She brought another gravy boat and set it
down, then picked up the half filled one which was there. Then, she
apparently tripped as she passed Hannah, and the gravy gushed out,
directly onto her chest. She sprang up with a curse as the girl
apologized unconvincingly, a look of satisfaction in her eyes as
she saw the mess of Hannah's dress.

“I am so sorry!” she said.

“Molly, that was unforgivable,” Carling said,
standing.

“I'm quite sorry, my lord,” she said
meekly.

He reached out and grasped her by the back of
the neck, jerking her forward, then abruptly down across the table.
There was an empty chair there, the back shoved in against the
table, and it raised her bottom high as he flipped back the short
skirt to show that she wore nothing underneath.

Hannah stared in astonishment, still shocked
by the warm gravy which had splashed over her and now plastered the
front of her dress to her body, as Carling drew the thin leather
belt from the loops of his trousers and doubled it in his hand.

“Unforgiveable,” he repeated, drawing his arm
back.

Hannah wanted to protest, but her mouth open,
she couldn't quite bring herself to speak. She was shocked, and
more than a little angry. She was quite sure the blonde bitch had
done it on purpose, and now she was covered in bloody gravy!

But as the belt came down across the blonde
girl's bottom with a resounding crack of sound she flinched and
gasped even as the girl moaned against the table. A red line
appeared across the ivory surface of her bottom, and then another
as the belt descended again, then again then again. Each blow made
a crack of sound that caused Hannah to flinch in sympathy even as
she found herself staring in fascination.

Molly made not the slightest effort at
resisting, and maintained her position as the belt lashed her
bottom and turned it red. At first she merely gasped and moaned as
the belt landed. But as the blows continued her bottom flamed red,
and she began to whimper and moan and cry out at the rising
pain.

Hannah began to feel a sense of grudging
sympathy for the girl as her eyes filled with tears and she sobbed
weakly, but then she saw that she was spreading her legs wider, and
raising her bottom to meet the blows. She gaped at the sight, her
own face red with embarrassment for the girl, but then she noted
the glistening sheen around her naked sex lips, and the way the
girl's eyes looked and she realized that Molly was aroused and
becoming more so.

The bloody little whore!

Molly turned her head towards Hannah, and
Hannah saw the look of smug satisfaction in the blonde girl's face,
the smirk of content, and she glowered down at the blonde. Without
thinking, she jerked forward, picked up the new bowl of gravy and
poured it over her.

Molly squealed and leapt to her feet. This
gravy, unlike what she'd dumped on Hannah, was quite hot, and she
shouted in pain, tearing her maid outfit off her as Carling rolled
his eyes and cured in annoyance.

“You fucking bitch!” she cried.

“Ooops,” Hannah said.

Molly grabbed for her hair and Hannah grabbed
the blonde girl's hair as they twisted and cursed and fought each
other.

“You are both trying my patience!” Carling
snapped.

* * *

Hannah was speechless with embarrassment,
flustered, confused, and angry all at the same time, as Carling and
Patrick shoved and dragged them along. She'd been stripped of her
gravy covered dress upstairs, and now she was as naked as Molly as
the two men shoved them down the stairs, ignoring their futile
efforts at protest. Patrick's presence was the real shock, and
Hannah kept desperately trying to hide her body from him, even
though he seemed to be paying little attention, his efforts
occupied with Molly.

They were pushed into the dungeon, and Hannah
found herself stood up, her wrists yanked up and apart and shackled
to a three foot length of wood which dangled from chains above.
That was bad enough, but then Molly was shoved in against her,
belly to belly, breast to breast, and her arms were similarly
shackled above to the same length of wood. Then ball gags were
shoved into their mouths, silencing their complaints and pleas.

Finding herself pressed naked up against
Molly had her squirming with discomfort – mentally. She and the
blonde girl were trying to keep from touching each other as much as
possible, but that meant shifting their bottoms out as far as they
would go, and that made them very inviting targets as Carling and
Patrick both picked up crops and set to work.

Both girls squealed and yelled and cursed as
the thin crops snapped down repeatedly on their out thrust bottoms,
and jerked their hips forward helplessly. That brought their naked
bodies pressed firmly together again, and did little to ease the
pain to their bottoms.

Lord Carling then pushed a button, and a
small motor activated somewhere with a quiet whine. Hannah gasped
as she was lifted off her feet, arms aching now as she and the
blonde danced helplessly in mid-air.

“I”ll leave you to it then sir,|” Patrick
said.

“Thank you, Patrick,” he said.

He left, much to Hannah's relief, and Carling
put the crop down and picked up a long whip with multiple thin long
laces.

“You two sluts are going to have to learn how
to behave amongst civilized people,” he said.

Hannah moaned, toes and feet jerking and
twisting as they sought the floor below. Her breasts were grinding
against Molly's bigger breasts, and her arms ached. She found this
entire situation almost impossible to believe and cope with. She
was naked and hanging by her wrists with another girl! The mere
presence of the other girl was humiliating, and the warm heat of
Molly's body pressed against her was causing her an enormous amount
of distraction and consternation.

Then Carling was standing beside her,
gripping her hair, and Molly's, jerking their heads up and
back.

“You're going to learn some discipline,
sluts,” he said.

He released their hair, and the two moaned
helplessly as he went back to the cabinet. He returned with an
enormous double-headed dildo, and Hannah squealed as he gripped her
thigh and pulled her leg open. She felt the latex cock pushing
against the mouth of her sex, and she was still moist enough that
it slid up inside her without a lot of difficulty, though it ached
as he pushed hard.

He bent the flexible dildo up, and at an
order, Molly spread her legs and he pushed it up inside her so that
only a small “U” of black latex showed between their bodies. Hannah
could feel the thing inside her trying to straighten, pushing
against the back of her pussy, and squirmed and twisted in dismay.
She wanted nothing to do with this girl! But with her mouth gagged
she couldn't even communicate that to him!

She blushed anew as she felt him forcing a
butt-plug up into her bottom, and when Molly grunted and shifted
she knew he had done the same thing to her. Her mind was sputtering
in confusion, alarm, anger, embarrassment and discomfort. Treating
her like the blonde was absolutely unacceptable! She wasn't some
slutty little commoner slave girl like Molly!

Her mind ran back the way Molly had
positioned her body again and again as Carling had given her orders
and struck her with the quirt, but then she recalled she had done
the same thing for him, and her mind quailed as she wondered just
how different she was from the girl after all.

The long laces of the flog cut across her
back and she screamed, though in reality the pain was not all that
horrible. Still, she was shocked at the blow, at the stinging pain
across her back, even as Molly cried out in turn, clearly struck by
Carling's flog in turn. She gasped for breath, wide-eyed, as
Carling swung the flog around again and it lashed her back again –
and then again – and again.

She and Molly twisted and writhed and cried
out in muffled pain as the flog lashed their soft, bare backs,
their flesh turning red, the heat and pain rising. Again and again
the flog lashed first her back, then Molly's, until both were
breathless and moaning, hanging limp and whimpering helplessly.

“Now you two had better learn to behave,” he
said, removing first Molly's gag, then Hannah's.

She gulped in air, gasping dazedly, her back
flaming even as he walked away. Before she could even think to call
out to him, to demand he release her, he'd already left, and she
remained hanging there, her now overheated, sweating body pressed
against the blonde and her big breasts.

“B-Bitch,” Molly gasped.

Hannah groaned, not caring what the girl had
to say.

“I'm a better slut than you! I'm a better
slave girl than you!”

Hannah stared at the girl in confusion and
uncertainty. Was she really saying that? In any event, she wanted
nothing to do with her notwithstanding the fact her face was,
without a conscious effort to the contrary, actually pressed
against Molly's face.

“You're just a priggish little librarian!”
Molly said, panting.

“Shut up,” Hannah groaned.

“You have no business being here! You should
leave as soon as he releases you!”

“Fuck off,” Hannah groaned in reply.

She gasped as the girl jerked her body and
the big flexible dildo twisted and jerked inside her.

“Don't move so fast!” she cried.

“Why? Does your dainty little virgin pussy
hurt?” Molly sneered. “Weakling!”

She began to grind herself against Hannah,
rolling her hips vigorously, twisting the dildo up inside her
belly, where the nose was jammed against the very back of her sex,
up against her cervix. Hannah gasped in pain, and did the only
thing she could think of to stop the girl's movements. She flung
her legs around her to pin her tightly against her.

Molly only laughed, then began to jerk her
hips in and out, in effect, fucking Hannah with the dildo.

“S-Stop it! You filthy bitch!”

“Virgin! I'm a sexual animal!” Molly sneered.
“You'll be much bitch if you stay here!”

“Y-You're just a filthy slut!”

“Yes! I'm a sexual animal! I'm a slut!” Molly
said tauntingly.

She crushed her lips against Hannah's to
silence her reply, and Hannah's eyes widened before jerking her
lips away.

Molly laughed and jeered at her. “Little
prudish librarian! You don't belong here with him! He needs a woman
like me!”

“S-Stop! Stop it!” she gasped.

“Make me!”

She jerked her hips in and out, sneering at
the helpless brunette. “I do kegel exercises. I have strong pussy
muscles,” she said, thrusting the dildo up into Hannah's sex again
and again.

Then she kissed her again, practically biting
her, thrusting her tongue into Hannah's open mouth. Hannah found it
impossible to draw back from the girl the way they were both
hanging face to face, but kept twisting her head from one side to
the other to pull her lips free of the sneering blonde.

But she could do little about the dildo the
girl was shoving up and down inside her aching pussy except – .

“Oww! You bitch!” Molly cried, jerking her
mouth back in pain.

Hannah dropped her legs, squeezing her thighs
together to trap the dildo where it was, and the two young women
glared at each other as they hung in place faces inches away.

“I'm a way better slave than you could ever
be!” Molly snapped.

“Good! You're bloody welcome to it, you
little slut!”

“You think you're better than me!” the blonde
accused.

Hannah, of course, was well-used to such an
accusation.

“Yes, I am! But not as a bloody sex slave! I
have too much pride for that!”

Molly looked at her in disbelief, then amused
contempt. “And just what do you think you're doing hanging around
here then, miss snot?” she demanded.

“I – .”

It was a difficult question to answer, in
truth.

“I hadn't... expected this,” she admitted a
little breathlessly.

She grunted with effort, looking up at her
arms overhead.

“He won't leave us like this long,” Molly
said sullenly.

“How do you know?”

“Because we'd die.”

Hannah stared at her and Molly snorted in
disdain. “Don't you know anything? You can't breath like this, not
when hanging fully from your arms. You can't inflate your... your
diaphragm thing.”

She blushed. “That's not down there,” she
said, “it's a thing in your chest.”

“I know what a bloody diaphragm is, you silly
little blonde twit.”

“Fine! Miss know it all! But you can't breath
without it and you can't use it when you're hanging by your
wrists.”

“Then why are we breathing?” she
demanded.

“Because we're not hanging limp. We're using
our arm muscles to pull ourselves up a little every time we inhale.
Don't believe me, try hanging completely limp and breathing. You
can't. Your rib cage is pulled up and you don't breath. Sir told
me, okay!”

“Well... well we can still breath,” Hannah
said, slightly worried now.

“As long as your muscles hold out.”

Molly smirked. “I bet you have no muscles in
your arms.”

“Well you'd bet wrong! I work out doing more
than carrying big fat breasts around!”

“You wish you had tits like mine, you
runt!”

 


 


 



Chapter Ten

 


 


 


When Carling returned they both had bite
marks and were glaring at each other, but had become too weary from
hanging in place to do much beyond that. Hannah had gotten used to
having the blonde girl's naked flesh pressed against her own, and,
if it weren't for the anger she felt at the cheap little tart might
have admitted – at least to herself – that the sensation was not
entirely unpleasant. The way her own sensitive breasts pillowed out
against Molly's was particularly sensual and pleasant.

“And have you two slave girls learned to
behave?” he asked casually.

“No!” Hannah snapped.

“Yes, master,” Molly said meekly.

Hannah snorted in contempt as Carling came up
alongside them. Even hanging by their wrists he was still taller
than they, if not by much, and his face was almost even with
theirs.

“Let me see you kiss and make up then.”

Hannah glared sulkily, but Molly obeyed at
once, kissing her full on the lips. She didn't resist, but neither
did she kiss back.

“I can see one of you is friendlier than the
other,” he said.

He lowered them to the floor, then undid
Molly's wrists, letting her come free. The dildo slipped out of
Hannah, and then out of Molly, as well, dropping to the floor.

“Well let me down now!” Hannah snapped.

He snorted in something like amusement, then
pulled back on her hair, slowly but firmly. As she gasped and her
mouth opened wide, he shoved the ball gag back into it, and her cry
of complaint was muffled before it began, as he snapped the strap
around behind her head.

She glowered at him indignantly.

“You need to learn more respect, little
commoner girl,” he said with a smirk.

She shook her head angrily and he laughed,
then went behind her again. The next thing she knew she was
blindfolded, then her ankles were being pulled apart, well apart,
and chained in place. The little motor whirred and she gasped as
she was lifted just off her toes to hang spreadeagled now.

“I think you need a little more time to
contemplate your impertinence, little slave girl,” he said.

I'm not a slave girl, she thought
angrily.

“You may go back upstairs, Molly,” he
said.

“Thank you, My Lord,” she heard Molly
say.

There was silence for a long minute, then she
felt his fingers tracing along the underside of her breasts.
Despite herself, she felt a sudden rush of heat in her lower belly,
and as his fingers slowly descended, that rush grew greater. She
was more than slightly bewildered by it, but couldn't resist as the
excitement and heat intensified. Then his finger was stroking her
swollen pussy opening.

“Silly librarian,” he said. “You don't really
want to go back to your boring books, do you? Do you want to read
about life or experience it?”

His finger slipped inside her, wriggling
slowly up through the rapidly moistening folds of her sex sleeve as
his thumb caressed her clit. She groaned into the gag as her hair
was pulled back, and then felt his mouth on her breast, felt his
teeth digging into her soft flesh as he began to suck and lick at
her nipple.

“Perhaps you need another whipping,” he said,
before gnawing lightly at the side of her throat. “Or perhaps you
need to be kept in a cage for a while.”

His teeth nibbled at her earlobe, and a
second finger slid up into her pussy. “Maybe I need to invite in a
host of eager, salivating men to use you again and again until
can't stop climaxing.”

She moaned helplessly, then gasped as his
tongue abruptly began to work at her clit. Her head rolled and she
felt a deepening well of sexual arousal growing hotter and hotter
within her lower belly. It spread out and up and a hot throbbing
need filled her.

She felt his fingers at the butt plug,
pulling it slowly out, slowly forcing her sphincter to open wide to
let it slide out. She gasped as it did, and then after coming free,
it pushed right back into her again, opening her once more, her
bottom drawing it back in and closing behind it.

“Naughty girl,” he said, slapping her bottom
sharply.

The butt plug came out again, slowly, pulling
free entirely, then he pushed it right back into her. She felt her
pussy penetrated by something other than fingers, and closed her
eyes beneath the blindfold as what felt like that thick dildo was
shoved up into her, then began to pump in and out. His lips were
sucking at her clit, then alternatively drawing back as his tongue
licked energetically.

Then he began to fondle her breasts, then
began to suck at the center of one – at the same time.

Amid the hot, tumbling, churning rush of
pleasure and excitement she felt a sudden jolt, a shock-wave run
through her. Carling did indeed have good reason to boast, even to
boast about his talents in bed, but even he couldn't perform oral
sex on a girl while sucking on her nipple simultaneously!

She twisted and writhed in the tight bonds,
dismayed, alarmed, indignant, quite certain she knew who else was
there with them!

And then the blindfold was pulled free, and
she got a second shock. She'd thought it was Molly at her breast,
but it was Carling. Molly knelt before her, her mouth eating
voraciously at her pussy as she pumped the dildo in and out.

She moaned in denial but her anger was swept
away by waves of pleasure. Then Carling moved behind her and pulled
the butt-plug free a final time. She heard it fall to the floor as
something else slid into her, something thicker longer, warmer. She
whimpered in denial than cried out in pleasure as his cock drove
deep into her belly and his lips came down on the nape of her
neck.

The orgasm was not long in coming, and not
quick to depart. She writhed and bucked in helpless pleasure as
convulsions wracked her body. She could not resist the wild fire of
heat and excitement which shattered her mind and set her body to
bucking and trembling and jerking in paroxysms of wild delight.

As if something inside her had broken, she
felt tensions draining away, care and concerns about pride and
dignity, about independence and societal judgments about proper
behavior simply melted away. For in the end, his words were
horribly true. It was far better to be living life than reading
about it – for once.

As the orgasm faded she hung limply, gasping,
moaning, flushed with heat and dazed by the explosive intensity of
the climax. But while she stared down at the top of the blonde
girl' s head and squirmed a little with emotional discomfort, it
wasn't a real concern. Carling's cock was still thrusting up into
her, had only really just begun, and she gasped and moaned as his
hips struck her buttocks repeatedly. The wild rush of heat every
time he drove his prick up into her made her gasp and moan and
whimper at every thrust.

The blonde girl's tongue continued to stroke
and caress her swollen clit, sending scalding waves of sensual
pleasure up through her belly. And the constant thrusting of the
dildo inside her was a dark, delicious counterpoint to the deep
stroking of Carling's cock in her bottom.

It was all so... so bloody insane! It simply
couldn’t be happening to a boring girl like her!

And yet, of course, it was.

After another shattering climax, the
exhausted girl was finally lowered to the floor. Carling made her
crawl over to one of the cells, and then, shackling her wrists to
the wall, he locked her in. Molly, meanwhile, was locked into the
cell next door, then they were left in place for a time.

Laying naked and chained on the floor again,
Hannah thought about her life, and what she could be doing instead;
surfing the internet, watching television, reading a book, or
perhaps, with more drive, gardening or... or taking a walk. But no,
instead she was shackled naked in a cell, waiting for... her lord
to come down and make her do his bidding again, make her perform
for him, make her crawl for him.

It was simply not possible for her, however
rationally she considered it, to be terribly resentful, then, of
her present circumstances. She lay on her back on the floor and let
her fingers slide along her breasts, caressing her still-swollen
nipples, wincing a little from the bite marks both he and Molly had
left on her breasts.

The lights rose slightly in the outer area,
and she gasped and considered rising, then thought to stay as she
was, positioned nicely for him, the submissive slave girl. She was
shocked speechless when Jason appeared at the bars instead, and her
mouth opened to cry out when he passed by and went to the next
cell.

She scurried to her knees, and back against
the wall, shocked, appalled, fearful suddenly of her helplessness
and nakedness even as she heard the other cell door open. She heard
the low rumble of his voice, but couldn't make out what was said,
but he could see in the shadow projected against the opposite wall,
that he was standing just inside the cell to her right.

Her heart pounded as she saw movement, and
then saw Molly's shadow kneeling before him. She saw her head
starting to move back and forth even as she heard as wet slurping
sound, and stared, aghast, at first, at the shadows on the
wall.

Yet she knew very well that Molly was doing
nothing against her will – the filthy slut!

The filthy little slave girl!

She gulped and felt her chest tighten as she
watched the image, and then as it changed, and Jason's image
dropped much lower as he went to his knees. Then she began to hear
the slap of flesh on flesh, followed by the harsh, ragged breathing
of the young blonde girl. Her breaths were interspersed with groans
and gasps and whimpers of pleasure – or pain – she didn't know. But
then cries of what were clearly pleasure began to rise more and
more often, and she saw Jason's hips moving faster as the
slap-slap-slap picked up in speed.

It went on – too long. Hannah drew back from
the bars, turned her head away, tried to keep her eyes off the
moving shadows, tried to block her ears to the blonde girl's rising
cries of passion and pleasure, but of course, that was simply not
possible.

Sex slave!

The raw image the words created made her
tremble in nervous heat and excitement. Did it mean you were any
man's meat?! That any man who wanted you could just... just take
you!?

Of course, being taken was always one of her
fantasies, but... but that was simply a fantasy!

Molly cried out in passion as she climaxed, yet the slap-slap-slap
continued for a long minute before slowing.

She cringed, sitting against the wall, knee
drawn up to hide her chest as he walked past. He looked in at her,
smirked, as she blushed furiously, and then continued on.

She remembered to breath again.

An hour or so later Carling came down and
opened both of the cells. He had them both crawl out to him and
then drew them up on their knees before him and let them take turns
on his stiff cock. She and Molly worked out an arrangement, without
a word being spoken, trading his cock for his balls, back and
forth, each trying to outdo the other in giving him pleasure
ignoring the hard stone against their sore knees as they sucked and
licked and rolled their eyes up at him.

She wondered who would get to swallow his
come, who would get to finish it, but there too she was in for a
new experience. He pulled out of her mouth, then ordered them to
press their cheeks together, as he pumped his fist up and down on
his slick shaft. He came, spraying his seed evenly over their
faces. Molly moaned in pleasure, while Hannah was more than
slightly stunned.

Then Molly licked the come off her face, as
she knelt there, gaping, blinking, gasping.

They were both put back into the cells,
shackled again.

She gasped to see Patrick at the bars, and
again scurried to cover herself, but he merely passed on and she
had to endure a repeat of the previous session, as, like Jason, he
made full and thorough use of the lovely blonde girl.

She felt a sense of resentment at that, as
illogical as it was. Why were they so interested in Molly anyway?
She was prettier than the blonde! Even if she didn't have the big
tits!

An hour later she was beginning to fidget
when a shadow fell across her. She looked up and gasped to see
Jason there. Yet she was slower in scrambling to cover herself this
time, and felt a dark sense of heat and thrill as he remained
staring at her.

He unlocked the door, and she felt her heart
beginning to pound.

He stepped inside and looked at her, and she
stared back, pulse racing.

His hand gestured her forward, pointing at
the floor before him.

Hannah jerked her head frantically from side
to side.

He gestured again, scowling, and suddenly, as
if losing control of her body, she moved away from the wall,
crawling closer. The chains attached to her wrists brought her up
short, however, and he stepped inside, coming over to her. She slid
backwards on her knees, but he reached down, gripped her by the
hair, and pulled her firmly up towards him.

Her heart pounded like a drum as he pulled
her forward. Her wrists, chained to the wall, went back behind her
head as he unzipped his trousers. He pulled his cock out, and
Hannah moaned as she stared at it in the dim light. It was already
semi hard, and getting harder by the second.

He rubbed it over her face, and she closed
her eyes. Then she felt it pressed against her mouth, and she
opened it, then her eyes, moaning around the thick shaft as it
pushed into her mouth.

“Suck me,” he growled.

Hannah began to suck, moaning dazedly around
his cock as he pumped slowly in and out of her mouth. His fingers
in her hair helped draw the dazed woman's mouth forward, then back,
forward, then back, and then suddenly, he pulled her forward and
his thick cock pushed right down her throat.

She was already shocked, and the gurgling
wonder of having his cock driven into her throat could not really
make her any more so. Her eyes widened, though, and she pulled
feebly against the chains as he pulled her face in against his
groin.

He pulled back slowly, and she coughed and
gasped and then moaned as he turned her around, pushed her towards
the wall, bent her over.

She spread her knees and raised her bottom,
and she trembled and shook as the big black cock slid into her
belly, inch by slow inch.

“Oh my God!” she whimpered.

He grasped her hair, jerking her head back,
and then began to pump.

It was not that he was so big, or that the
fact he was a black man was so … nasty... but everything together,
being naked before a virtual stranger, being shackled, helpless, in
a dungeon, assailed by a black man, forced to perform, being
mounted – it was all just so shocking!

She knelt, gasping, moaning, as his cock
thrust into her harder and harder, as his fingers kneaded her
breasts and pinched her nipples, as her dazed, swirling mind slowly
came to realize the cries of pleasure were coming from her.

An orgasm hammered her mind down flat, then
sent it spinning away as shattering waves of pleasure poured
through her. Another followed, then yet another, as she gave
herself utterly to the wild, almost animalistic sensations of dark
sexual hunger, lust and pleasure.

Sex slave, she thought dazedly. Slave
girl!

He rode her violently, savagely, slapping her
bottom, yanking at her hair, mauling her breasts as his cock
speared her again and again. And when he was done to her, she
sagged to the floor, barely conscious, chest heaving, her insides
battered, bruised and aching as he slammed the cell door closed
again and locked her in.

A sex slave.

* * *

Hannah bit absently on a pencil as she
finished shelving the book. The cataloging was finished, but the
library still needed to be kept up. Lord Carling had parties and
his guests often wandered into the library and examined books.
Sometimes he brought them there himself, showing off some of the
rarer books. At times, Hannah was on hand to explain the
significance of certain books, though they tended to be ones of
less controversial subject matter than the ones Carling liked
best.

She had been there four months now. Carling
had taken her on as a sort of secretary, as he did much of his
business at home, and that had been quite a learning experience.
She was doing a lot of things which would look rather good on her
resume some day.

And, of course, quite a lot she would never
speak of.

She wasn't always dressed in the form-fitting
business dress she now wore. Sometimes she was dressed in nothing
at all, or perhaps, chains and collar. Jason wasn't the only man
she had taken inside her body. Patrick had taken her repeatedly, as
well and she'd had to learn to pleasure other women as she, Molly,
and Catherine the other maid, put on shows for Carling, and
sometimes for Carling and a friend or two.

And she'd also been taken, been used,
sometimes shackled and helpless, by other men of Carling's
acquaintance. It was almost impossible to believe, really, but she
could not deny the heat within her, could not deny the wild, animal
pleasure as she submitted to his will, or that of anyone he
selected to make use of her. She had no idea what she had become,
or was becoming, but she knew that it was better than staying at
home with books and the television.

And that was enough, for now.

She was a librarian – and a sex slave,
enslaved by her own hunger and desire. And that was far more than
she'd ever hoped for.

 


 


End
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