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A Glimpse Inside

Tears welled in her eyes as the punishment continued, his crop raining down merciless strikes. Fiery spots covered the surface of her bottom, merging and igniting, transforming her rear into a furnace. The heat seeped deeper inside, permeated her being. Driving all other thoughts out.

She let loose a shuddering sob and collapsed on the desk, bare breasts mashing against its lacquered surface. As resistance bled out of her, the tears she’d been holding back loosed and poured down her cheeks. All she could do was accept…

“That’s right,” Lord Beckett crooned, “don’t fight it. Be my obedient pet.” The blows stopped for a moment and his hand touched between her legs, caressing her nether lips.

Eleanor moaned, shuddering against him. She ground back against his hand, then against the desk when the blows resumed. Each one marked her as his property. Branded that knowledge into her skin so she couldn’t forget it.

Pleasure and pain rose in unison, mixed with the all-pervading heat. As he alternated between the crop on her rear and his fingers on her delicate flower, the line between both blurred and fell away. Every touch became excruciating pleasure and blissful pain.

Lord Beckett leaned forward and growled in her ear. “Disgusting little whore. Your juices are soaking my desk.”

Read on for the full story!


Eleanor Succumbs


Chapter One

With every step down the corridor, Eleanor’s heartbeat quickened. Her new—unbearably short—dress shifted and stirred as she walked, threatening to expose her to the world with each step. A week ago, she would have found the thought of such a dress on anyone repugnant and galling. The very idea of her wearing such a thing would have been anathema to the strict sense of morality her mother instilled in her.

Even earlier today—scant hours ago—she would have found it a ludicrous concept. After all, good girls did not wear such attire. Good girls did not appear in public without a shift or petticoat, with their bosom on display.

Yet here she was, dressed as a lady of the night. And, judging by the laughter and leers that followed her as she walked, everyone they passed thought so, too.

The maids giggled behind their hands, avoiding eye contact and moving on quickly when the head butler, Mr. Phillips, turned his attention toward them. The men were worse. They leered when they saw her, ogling her even as they nodded to Mr. Phillips before moving on. There was no mistaking the obvious; everyone understood what she was for, and where she was going.

None would intervene or call out the immorality and vulgarity of what was about to take place.

And why should they? After all that had taken place, Eleanor had some idea of the manner of place the Beckett estate truly was. Of the sort of things that went on here…

Beginning with the interview with the gruff and imposing steward, Mr. Engstrom—where he first introduced her to corporal discipline on her bare bottom—everyone had tested and pushed Eleanor’s limits. When Mr. Engstrom had her reveal herself to him, she could have left. When he struck her with his switch, she could have left. And when he touched between her legs, she most certainly should have left. But each time she chose not to. Each time she let things continue, and so waded deeper and deeper into uncharted waters.

She gripped the skirt of her dress, swallowing hard. It took all her effort and willpower to fight down the wave of heat and shame that washed over her as she remembered all she had done—and had done to her.

How Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips had both examined and touched her, teasing her body and teaching her how delightfully pleasurable such sinful actions could be. And then how the head maid, Mari, had bathed and shaved her, laying bare her most intimate bits. Even how they had made her convulse in pleasure for them, not once but twice, until she screamed out like the wanton slattern they believed her to be…

The humiliation of it all filled her heart—even more so because a part of her feared they were right.

Thoughts of her mother and how she would view these transgressions weighed upon Eleanor. Surely, she would be displeased. There was no doubt her mother would tan her hide for all of this, worse than Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips and even Lord Beckett combined could dream of.

But she was in too deep. After everything she’d endured, she needed to see this through to the end. And besides, her family desperately needed the money. No matter the costs, she would go on.

By the time they reached their destination—a large door, so ornate it could only lead to Lord Beckett’s chambers—Eleanor’s heart pounded like a drum in her breast. She smoothed her dress, breathing hard. She couldn’t—wouldn’t—leave. No matter what humiliation awaited.

A tiny, mocking voice in the back of her head agreed. But don’t lie to yourself. It’s not for your family. You just want it.

Eleanor suppressed the thought. She was a good girl… She was.

“Comport yourself in a manner befitting your station—and his,” Mr. Phillips said to her in a low voice. Keen eyes examined her from top to bottom. Satisfied, the butler gave a small smile. “Do not speak unless spoken to, obey swiftly, and do not tarry. Behave as you have thus far, and you’ll have no trouble. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir, perfectly.” Eleanor paused, squirming where she stood. “Thank you. Um… For the opportunity.”

He chuckled. “Don’t thank me, this is a business arrangement. We will get our fair share of use out of you, count on that.”

She knew they would. Lord help her, she was well aware of that fact. The anticipation of it made her skin tingle.

“Now then…” Mr. Phillips rapped his knuckles on the door twice, loud and clear, then pushed it open. “In you go.”

With her heart in her throat, Eleanor stepped inside. Mr. Phillips shut the heavy door behind them and followed at her heels.

They entered an expansive room, many times greater than the size of the entire house where Eleanor dwelled with her mother and younger siblings. Plush rugs decorated the floor, while various tapestries and armaments adorned the walls. Shelves laden with books stood by the walls, and an ornate table by the largest window commanded the room.

The show of wealth left her stunned—and newly aware of her own naivety. As the lord and ruler of the city and surrounding countryside—and owner of the entire gigantic estate—it only made sense for Lord Beckett’s personal chambers to be so grand.

There was no sign of his Lordship but Mr. Phillips looked unperturbed. He settled into a comfortable pose and waited.

Moments later, a side door opened, revealing a bedchamber within. Lord Beckett swept in, elegantly dressed in a rich, well-fitted suit. Tall and golden-haired, with eyes sharp and blue, he looked regal as a king. A glance was more than enough to tell he differed from any man Eleanor had met before.

He spared Mr. Phillips a glance, then turned to examine her. A slight smile curled the corners of his lush lips. “Well, well. She cleans up rather nicely, doesn’t she, Robert? You took your time getting her ready, though. I was growing impatient.”

“My apologies, my Lord.” Mr. Phillips bowed his head. “But I believe you will find her worth the wait.”

“I already do—she’s quite the looker.” Lord Beckett nodded his approval. His blue eyes smoldered, their touch fiery as a caress. “Step forward, girl, and tell me your name.”

Eleanor swallowed. When she briefly met Lord Beckett earlier, she’d thought he shared an easy, jovial bond with Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips. Judging by Mr. Phillips’ attitude now, perhaps that was a mistake. Perhaps she had signed up to serve a much harsher master than she expected…

But there was nothing to do now except obey. The very idea of disobeying the man before her was unthinkable.

“Eleanor Ellsworth, my Lord,” she said, somehow managing not to stutter. When she felt Mr. Phillips glare at her, she remembered her manners and courtesied, stumbling only a little. The motion was still unfamiliar to her, even after today. There was no call for such things in the hamlet where she lived.

“Eleanor… I see.” Fortunately, Lord Beckett did not seem offended. “So, Robert, what have you learned of Eleanor thus far?”

“That she is a maiden, my Lord. Mari tested and confirmed it. And the girl is… bashful, sir. Willing, but skittish as a colt.”

Lord Beckett’s eyes widened in surprise before his expression turned to one of amusement. His eyes fixed on Eleanor, so intense and intent that she felt naked before him. In her one simple dress with no undergarments, she was close enough to it already.

“A virgin… One that you had writhing with pleasure from just your fingers not two hours ago?”

“And a second time, even more recently, sir.” Mr. Phillips chuckled.

Eleanor stared at her feet, face turning bright red from the humiliation of being discussed like an object. They spoke of her in the same way a farmer would speak of his crops. Or maybe his livestock… A ‘pet,’ Mr. Phillips had called her earlier. Perhaps to them, that’s all she was.

The thought sent her tummy aflutter. Deep inside her bloomed the hot and sticky, familiar feeling of shame mixed with yearning.

“Even now,” Mr. Phillips went on, “you can see how she turns red. I do believe you’ll find her full of surprises, my Lord.”

“Surprises can be pleasant…” Lord Beckett smirked, fingers drumming on his table as he leaned against it. “These will be good surprises, will they not, Eleanor?”

Though his words were light, they held an unmistakable edge. He reminded her of a cat, toying with its captured mouse. To Lord Beckett, she was that mouse—and he wanted to play.

She swallowed. “Y-yes, sir—I mean my Lord!”

The man chuckled, arms folded across his chest. “Anything else I should know, Robert?”

“Only that Mari said she will make the adjustments for a dress of proper fit for her figure within days. This was the best she could do on short notice, I’m afraid.”

“Nonsense, she looks splendid already. So much so that I regret I’ve yet to take a closer look.” He beckoned her closer with a crooked finger. “Do a twirl.”

Eleanor took two steps forward and spun about as commanded. Her hands twitched as she felt the hem of her dress rise uncomfortably high, but she resisted the urge to hold it down. Something told her Lord Beckett wanted to see. And compared to what she’d been through already… This much was nothing.

“Beautiful legs,” he commented. “Now let’s see something else. Face me and bend at the waist. Lean forward. Let’s see that bosom.”

Pink crept into her cheeks. The dress she wore was a uniform that already left little to the imagination. She showed more cleavage than she’d ever dared to imagine in all her life. More than she’d even seen on another woman before coming here. But even so, compared to being stripped and groped, this was something she could handle.

Eleanor bent at the waist, more and more, bowing to Lord Beckett. Somehow, the dress held. Her bosom did not spill out, although the plunging neckline dipped so low it practically left her exposed to the nipples.

“A beautiful sight. You’re quite the fine toy, Eleanor. You can stand upright.” Lord Beckett’s attention drifted back to Mr. Phillips. “You’re free to go. Inform everyone that I am not to be disturbed for any mundane matters.”

“As you wish, my Lord.” Mr. Phillips gave a smooth bow. His eyes lingered on Eleanor for a moment before he made for the door. He paused at the exit. “My Lord, Engstrom said he would drop by later, once you’ve had a chance to…unwind. Shall I tell him not to disturb you?”

“Engstrom? No, that’ll be fine. Company makes for merry fun, you know. You’re welcome to come, too.”

“Thank you, my Lord. I’ll do just that.” Even without looking, Eleanor could hear the smile in Mr. Phillips’ voice. The thought of the ‘fun’ Lord Beckett suggested doubled the fluttering in her stomach.

Then, the door shut and Mr. Phillips was gone. For the first time, she was alone with Lord Beckett.

Utterly at his disposal.


Chapter Two

The silence stretched between them, growing more awkward with each passing moment. Eleanor fidgeted under Lord Beckett’s scrutiny, increasingly mindful of her appearance, posture, and even mannerisms. Why was he silent? Was there something she should be doing? Could she have already made some mistake and displeased him?

She hoped that wasn’t the case but there was no way to tell—and she didn’t dare ask.

Despite the chill air, cold sweat trickled down Eleanor’s back. Gooseflesh ran down her skin as she squirmed where she stood.

“Do I frighten you so much?”

She froze, eyes growing wide. “N-no, my Lord, not at all—”

“So it isn’t fear that has you squirming before me? Perhaps lust has rendered you unable to control yourself, then? I could believe that, given how you screamed for Engstrom and Phillips just earlier…” He smirked when her cheeks flushed bright red. “Tell me, girl, do you desire to serve me? To whittle away the hours in bed as I teach you about your body?”

Eleanor blushed deeper, mouth opening and closing silently. Summoned by his words, vivid images filled her mind. “I…”

“Or maybe you know your body already, since my men kindly provided some training.” Lord Beckett chuckled while Eleanor gripped the hem of her dress with a white knuckle grip. “Did you enjoy that experience?”

Cheeks still burning with shame, Eleanor didn’t know where to look or how best to answer. She stared at her feet, unable to face him. Lord Beckett knew everything, yet still, he toyed with her, humiliating her with devious questions. She didn’t dare risk a lie, but the thought of replying sincerely filled her with dismay.

“Come now, don’t keep me waiting.” A note of steel entered Lord Beckett’s tone. The pressure of his gaze became a physical force, bearing down on her and compelling an answer.

“Y-yes…” She whimpered at last and squeezed her eyes shut. The shame of the confession made her want to disappear. To curl in a ball on the floor and never be seen again. And yet her tummy roiled with heat, too. Her heart hammered in her chest and lower lips quivered.

“Good. Is it true you’re a maiden?”

“Yes, my Lord,” Eleanor answered. She opened her eyes but still didn’t dare lift her gaze to Lord Beckett.

“Why is that? You’re a beautiful girl—surely you had many suitors.”

“Um… Thank you, my Lord. I didn’t, though. Wasn’t supposed to. My mother—she’s very strict, you see—raised me to avoid that sort of thing. To keep my virtue until marriage and avoid any dalliances or unbecoming conduct.”

“I see…” He moved toward her and grasped her chin, forcing her face up until their eyes met. “Look at me when I am speaking to you.”

“Y-yes! I’m sorry—I forgot—”

“No matter.” Lord Beckett’s hand remained on her jaw, fingers firm and strong, as he peered down at her. “Your mother’s teachings are laudable, but not the only way to live in this world, as you’ll learn.” His thumb brushed her cheek. “I hope my men didn’t frighten you. In the past, there have been girls brought before me with the wrong impression—but you aren’t a prisoner here, or enslaved or any other such thing. I value willing servants. Submissive servants. But that can only happen of your volition. If you are here of your free will then we can enjoy many pleasures together. Is that the case?”

Eleanor stared into the deep blue pools of his eyes, heartbeat climbing, before finally nodding. No matter how sinful and humiliating the things required of her, she’d done them all willingly. She couldn’t quit now—not with so much on the line.

Or so she told herself. Deep within, a piece of her heart she tried to keep hidden craved something entirely different. It yearned for the tantalizing promise of pleasure Lord Beckett offered.

“A nod isn’t quite good enough. Let me hear you say it. Do you wish to serve?”

“Y-yes, my Lord.”

“No… Say the words.”

Eleanor gulped. His touch and overpowering presence made it difficult to keep her thoughts straight. “I want…to serve. My Lord.” She bit her lip, eyes locked with his. Moved by a sudden desire beyond her comprehension she added, “Please, let me serve.”

A genuine smile bloomed on Lord Beckett’s face. His thumb grazed her lips. “Very good.”

Without even meaning to, Eleanor leaned into his hand. Only for a second before she caught herself, but the glimmer in Lord Beckett’s eyes told her he noticed. His smile turned sadistic.

“Needy, are you?”

Eleanor flushed and looked down, then remembered her orders and forced her gaze back. She’d obey. She’d be good. For the sake of the job and her family—and to avoid any discipline—she would perform beyond reproach.

Quick as a flash, Lord Beckett grasped a handful of her hair. Tall and strong, he lifted her by it until she stood on the tips of her toes. “I asked a question, girl.”

“Yes!” Overwhelmed by his sudden force, Eleanor couldn’t even think of lying. The truth was shameful, but it was undeniable. She was needy. The how or why of it were beyond understanding—but it was the truth.

Despite all the values her mother instilled in her over the years, Eleanor had desires both shameful and wanton.

“So you can be honest with yourself, after all.” Rather than release her hair, Lord Beckett’s grip tightened. His free hand slid along her leg to the space between her thighs, rubbing her freshly shaved lower lips.

The first touch made her gasp. By the second and third she was panting, heart hammering a wild drumbeat in her chest.

“This part of you in particular.” His fingers kept teasing, groping her flesh. “There’s no use ever trying to deceive me when I can simply check how wet you are.”

A whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips, followed soon by another. Part of her still wanted to protest and deny what he said—but each time the words formed, his fingers shifted and all her thoughts scattered. His touch was maddening. Her whole body felt hot, filled with tingling she could neither suppress nor control.

“To be so wet, so quickly… And after several orgasms already… What a harlot Phillips has brought. Have you any idea of the things we’ll do together?”

Eleanor shuddered, breath coming in ragged gasps as she shook her head. “I don’t…know.”

She’d thought he would want to defile her flesh with his manhood as they rutted and mated like beasts. The heat of shame—and shameful need—filled her at just the thought.

But it seemed she was wrong.

Rather than using her to slake his thirst, he toyed with her instead. Pulling her along on this game, egging her toward a precipice she knew was coming but couldn’t make out. And worst of all, she wanted to tumble down wherever it led. To feel more of the incredible sensations he gave her body.

“But you’d like to find out, wouldn’t you?” His hand shifted, cupping her mound and rubbing it with his palm, stimulating every part of her all at once.

Thoughts turned hazy as her body filled with pleasure. She shook her head, barely holding on to the vestiges of control. Her legs quivered, and without thinking, she grabbed on to him to stay upright.

“You don’t want to find out? Just like you don’t want to orgasm right here and now?”

Body on fire, mind scrambled by the rubbing of his palm, Eleanor let out a moan. “I don’t…know…”

“That’s a lie,” he growled in her ear. “Or else why would you be humping my hand like a desperate sow?”

Eleanor gasped and flushed, feelings of shame and arousal spiking with his words. Without even realizing it, her hips had begun bucking back and forth as if possessed by a mind of their own. He’d spoken the truth; she was every bit the desperate harlot he described.

But the pleasure of his hand was too much to resist. She rolled her hips, grinding down with that most sensitive part of her on his palm. The precipice was so close, all she needed were another few moments—

Lord Beckett slapped her lower lips, the blow sharp and sudden.

Stinging pain replaced pleasure. Eleanor squealed, gasping as though doused with cold water. As his hand withdrew, clarity and sanity returned—and with them, recognition of what she’d almost done.

“You were saying something about not wanting to orgasm, weren’t you, little harlot?” Lord Beckett laughed as she squeezed her thighs together. “You mustn’t lie to me. Not ever.”

“I… I don’t know what came over me. My Lord, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry—”

He grabbed her by the hair, cutting off her words with a glance. “Do not apologize for acting in accordance with your nature. It makes me glad to see you enjoying my touch. But do not lie again.”

“Thank you, my Lord, I won’t. I’ll remember.”

“Good girl. How lucky for you to be my personal whore rather than out selling your wares on the street.” She shuddered at his words, wetness dripping from her lower lips. “But do you think it fair for you to receive pleasure before me?”

Even with her mind dulled by lust, desire, and Lord Beckett’s arresting eyes, Eleanor knew the answer to that. Mr. Phillips’ words came back to her. “None of this is about your pleasure,” he’d said. At last, she understood his meaning.

“No, my Lord… Your pleasure comes first.”

“That’s right, my pet.” Lord Beckett smiled. “I come first.”


Chapter Three

Still gripping her by the hair, Lord Beckett guided Eleanor behind his desk and toward a high-backed, leather armchair.

“Pay close attention. I’ll teach you something valuable,” he said, taking a seat. “A service you’ll perform for me many times from now on.”

Eleanor licked her lips but didn’t speak. She stood before him, silent and still, awaiting her orders.

“Dress off—now.”

With trembling hands, she lifted the dress over her head and bared herself to Lord Beckett. Without a shift or any smallclothes to cover her, there was nothing to shield her from his gaze. His eyes ran over her naked flesh, filled with hungry desire.

“Beautiful…” Fingertips brushed over her belly, then crept up to her breasts. Each touch gentle as a breeze. “You’re an extraordinary girl.”

Eleanor flushed, a half-smile forming on her lips from the praise, then gasped as Lord Beckett’s fingers found and wrapped around her nipples. Painful pleasure rushed through her as he tweaked the delicate nubs.

“Such delightful reactions, too…” He chuckled. “I’ll enjoy playing with you. But first—get on your knees.”

“Y-yes, my Lord,” Eleanor murmured, heartbeat rising as she sank down to her knees. Exposed and nude, filled with shame, she looked up at him helplessly. From this vantage, Lord Beckett loomed over her, a towering and overwhelming presence.

His sharp eyes held hers while his hands undid the fastening of his trousers. Lord Beckett lifted his hips and tugged them down, along with his smallclothes. Exposing his already hard, glistening manhood.

Eleanor stared at it, feeling for all the word like a humble parishioner before the altar. Did he want her to stroke him, as she’d done for Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips? If he ordered it, she would do it. No matter how humiliating, she would serve and serve well. Enough to earn and secure her place here.

“Pleasure my cock with your mouth.”

She gasped and stared up at him in confusion. What in the world was he asking of her?

“Do you not know how?” A smile curled the corners of Lord Beckett’s lips. He ran a hand through her hair and tugged her forward. “Lean in close and suck me. Your lips, your tongue, your throat… Use them all to please me. Show me that you are worthy of being here.”

“M-my Lord,” Eleanor gasped, senses overcome by the sight and smell. “I don’t know how—I can’t—”

His fingers tightened painfully and dragged her close. Until his turgid flesh was only inches away from her face. “There’s nothing to know. I’ll guide you. All you must do is open your mouth and obey.”

Obey.

The word sent a shudder through her. Her mother had raised her to be obedient toward elders, superiors, authorities… It was familiar and safe. The depraved, debaucherous world unfolding before her now was anything but—yet the obedience remained the same. It was something she could hold on to.

“I’ll obey,” she whispered.

“Good. Then wrap your hand around it. Hold it. Stroke it—slowly.”

Lord Beckett sighed with pleasure as she followed his commands to the letter. Bigger than she’d expected, it was hard and thick in her hand. She could scarcely wrap her fingers around it as her hand pumped up and down.

“Now… Kiss the tip.”

Eleanor shivered and leaned closer, drawing nearer and nearer. A part of her knew she should abandon all this and leave. Return home with virtue still largely intact and only memories of her shameful behavior. But she couldn’t. Increasingly, she didn’t want to.

Lord Beckett had such an air of authority about him that obeying simply felt right.

Thought stopped when her lips met the tip of his manhood. For a moment, the salty and pungent flavor overwhelmed her. Then she kissed it again, and again, covering the mushroom cap with kisses—using her mouth to pleasure Lord Beckett just as he wished.

He groaned, fingers tightening in her hair and urging her on. Without words—without even thinking—she understood his meaning.

Acting on instinct, Eleanor opened her mouth and took his phallus—his cock—between her lips. She sucked on it, cheeks caving in from the effort, taking him deeper into her mouth as she did.

The indecent act should have brought tears to her eyes. Instead, it was a different set of emotions that held her in their grip. Need… And lust. Shame was there, too—like an old friend after all her experiences throughout the long day—filling her belly with heat and sending tingling sensations rippling through her body. It pushed her onward, motivating rather than slowing her efforts.

Like an opium addict, she craved more.

“Just like that…” Lord Beckett moaned, voice hoarse and strained, breath harsh and uneven. Whatever she was doing seemed to be working.

Guided by his hand on the back of her head, Eleanor redoubled her efforts. Bobbing up and down, swallowing his cock into her mouth, she sucked him with eager abandon. Tears welled in her eyes—not from shame or remorse but the physical strain his phallus punching her throat.

“Use your tongue, girl. Pleasure me and I’ll make you feel things you never imagined.”

She whimpered and obeyed. Kneeling there on the opulent rug between Lord Beckett’s thighs, she swallowed around his cock, again and again, swirling and massaging it with her tongue. Body growing hotter and pulse getting quicker, as though she were the one being touched and not him.

Eleanor’s hand twitched and—before she knew it—found its way between her legs, massaging her nether lips as Lord Beckett had done. And Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips before him… Even Mari, the had maid, had touched her down there. Eleanor shuddered, shame and pleasure bursting forth from her fingertips. Her vision turned hazy, thoughts lost in a fog of pure lust.

“Yes…” Lord Beckett groaned, hips rising off the chair. He grabbed her hair head with both hands, forcing her down with greater urgency. “Make… me… cum.”

There was no way to reply. All Eleanor could do was continue her ministrations, working his cock and gagging on the length, rubbing the hungry, aching cleft between her thighs all the while. Her pleasure rose with Lord Beckett’s, spiking each time he pushed in a little bit deeper. No matter how she choked or struggled to breathe, pleasure always washed over her, driving all thoughts of pain or decency from her mind.

His length twitched and thickened between her lips, growing hotter. A moment later, Lord Beckett gave a shuddering moan. “Yes! Swallow my seed, girl—every last drop!”

Eleanor only had time to moan before he burst, shooting his seed and coating her tongue, cheeks, and the back of her throat. Spurt after spurt, filling her mouth until it overflowed and dribbled down past her lips. No matter how she struggled, there was no way to swallow it all.

Lord Beckett sighed and leaned back, all the tension drained out of him along with his seed. “That was good—for a beginner. I shall make such a talented whore of you, yet.”

“Yes, my Lord,” Eleanor mumbled, jaw stiff. For the first time in what seemed like hours, she looked up, eyes meeting Lord Beckett’s brilliant blue gaze.

“You didn’t swallow it all.”

“I’m sorry, sir…”

He chuckled and scooped up the fallen droplets from where they landed on her bosom. “Open.”

Even without explanation, it was clear what he wanted. She obeyed quickly, swallowing his fingers and sucking on them as she had his cock. The salty, bitter taste of his seed filled her mouth, but she didn’t mind. As long as she pleased him. As long as he did something about the maddening itch between her legs…

“Good girl.” He smiled and caressed her face. The praise warmed her, clouding her mind even further.

Without warning, his hand shifted and wrapped around her throat. He shoved her, pushing her onto her bottom and then down on her back. Effortlessly pinning her to the floor with his weight, no matter how much she squirmed.

“Did you enjoy doing that as much as I did?” He asked with a grin. His free hand reached between her thighs and parted her lower lips, sending waves of pleasure tumbling through her. Fire seared her insides, growing with every caress. “Feel that? How soaked you are… Truly a bitch in heat, are you not?”

Lightheaded and dizzy, Eleanor moaned, quivering with pent up desire. The precipice from before was even closer now. Higher, too. She felt like if she tumbled from it, she may never stop falling.

“Taste yourself.” Lord Beckett removed his hand from her throat while the other reached up, fingers soaked with her wanton juices.

Eleanor didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and took them inside, tongue swirling around his digits. As long as it earned his approval, she didn’t care how humiliating or disgusting the act.

“Good girl…” He smiled and his hand withdrew. In moments it returned to her soaked flower, teasing her folds while she writhed on the floor. “Shall I make you orgasm?”

“Yes! Please!” She cried out, panting, desperate for more of his touch. What she sought hovered so close, just a hair’s breadth out of reach.

Lord Beckett smiled and relief swelled inside her. Anticipation filled her. The pleasure rose, ascending in a crescendo toward a crest…

Only to be cut off with a painful thud as his hand struck her lower lips.

“In good time, my little pet, but not yet. Before that—I promised to discipline you when first we met.” His smile turned sadistic. “For being too loud and raising your voice enough to alert half the manor. And now for spilling some of my seed, too… I think that warrants turning your bottom a pretty shade of red. And then I’ll give you what you want. When I fuck you—I’ll make you orgasm for me more times than you know how to count.”


Chapter Four

Eleanor stared up at him, wide-eyed and breathless, trying to gather her fragmented thoughts. Lord Beckett rose and offered his hand, easily lifting her to her feet.

He smirked and her cheeks heated, turning a rich shade of scarlet. Without even realizing it, she’d lost control. Abandoned all sense of dignity and composure and behaved like a base tramp. If not for his slap, she would have orgasmed on his fingers and lost herself to the delirious pleasure.

The thought made her shiver. More than the promised discipline, more than the thought of sexual congress, she feared what she was becoming.

“Bend over for me.”

She shuddered at the quiet order. Spoken with such a natural air of command, resistance was unthinkable. And as the shock of pain faded, tendrils of lust returned to her mind, clouding her judgment. She remembered how it felt when Mr. Engstrom had disciplined her. The way the switch struck her flesh, and the stinging heat that followed… A part of her wanted to experience that again—especially at Lord Beckett’s hand.

“Over there,” he said, pointing at the other side of the table.

“Yes, my Lord.” She pushed aside some papers and bent over, resting on her elbows and offering herself to him as she’d done before for Mr. Engstrom. Had that really been only this morning? It didn’t seem possible. So much had happened…

So much still would.

Lord Beckett discarded his shoes and trousers, then approached her from behind. His soft, warm hand brushed over her rear. Goosebumps raced along her skin from the slow caress. “Call me ‘Master’ when we’re alone like this.”

She sucked in a breath, squirming. “Y-yes, Master.”

“Good… Because that’s what I’ll be from now on: your Lord and Master. And you, my obedient concubine. My toy.” His hand reached between her legs and caressed her lips. All the pent up need from before crashed back in an instant, pushing her toward the brink. “Mine to use however I desire.”

Eleanor moaned and pushed back against his hand, but the pleasure was short-lived. As quickly as it began, his hand withdrew, only to smack her bottom with enough strength to elicit a yelp.

Step by skillful step, he was driving her insane and there was nothing she could do to prevent it. Trapped between pleasure and pain, she longed to be his. Even as a part of her mind screamed for her to come to her senses, the rest only wanted to give in and experience everything he had in mind.

“Lovely…” His hand ran over her bottom once more, then rained down several hard smacks.

Eleanor squirmed and pressed against the table, shying away from his blows. The weight of his hand hurt. Unlike the experience with Mr. Engstrom, Lord Beckett was not holding back. Just his bare hand hurt more than the switch.

“Stay still.”

She flinched and hung her head. “Yes, Master…”

But no blow came. Instead, footsteps sounded as Lord Beckett retreated. Her stomach dropped when she saw what he was doing. A sickly feeling crept up her throat.

From a chest hugging a wall of the room, Lord Beckett withdrew a wicked looking riding crop. Dark, brown leather tarnished by years of use, it looked supple and seemed to mold with his hand.

He smiled when he noticed her watching. “Now that I’ve whet your appetite, it’s time for the main dish.”

Fear gripped her as he approached, tapping the crop against his open palm. Once he stood behind her again, rather than strike her, he rubbed the leather flap on the end against her lower lips.

“Spread your thighs wider.”

She shifted, obeying his orders. The crop moved from her lips and tapped on her inner thighs.

“Wider.” He chuckled when she obeyed, faster this time. The crop moved up, tracing from the swell of her thighs to the curve of her rear, only to come to rest on the small of her back. “Arch for me. Like you’re offering your bottom for my attention.”

A whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips as she obeyed. Bent over, with legs spread and back arched, she felt lewdly displayed and accessible. In this position, he could see all of her: from her no doubt reddening bottom, to the wetness between her thighs. Wetness that only grew, trickling past her lips as her body heated from the humiliation.

This game he played was so degrading, yet her body responded, again and again, craving more. Like the sky in the prelude to a huge storm, anticipation charged the air. Anything would be better than more of this dreadful, teasing waiting.

So she thought. Until a moment later—without warning—the crop struck, biting into the tender flesh of her rear.

Eleanor screamed, back arching further, breath escaping her in a hiss. The pain was nothing like what she’d experienced before. It stung and seared her flesh, leaving a fiery imprint where it hit.

“Scream all you like,” Lord Beckett said, tapping her bottom with the crop. “My rooms are tucked away in the estate’s corner, with thick walls and standing orders that I not be disturbed. No matter what, none will come to investigate. Even if I make you howl.”

A smack punctuated his words, followed soon by another. Then more, raining down on her with variable intensity, covering every inch of her bottom. There was no way to prepare. Each blow came as a surprise, shocking and painful, sending searing heat shooting inside her.

Eleanor kicked her feet and squirmed, dancing against the table in an effort to avoid them, only to be stilled by Lord Beckett’s hand on the small of her back.

“Does it hurt that much?” The blows slowed and stopped. He rubbed her rear slowly and soothingly while the crop teased the sopping wet lips of her sex.

“Y-yess…” Pained whimpers turned into desperate moans in mere moments. Her hips writhed back and forth as she pushed back against his crop, seeking more stimulation. Buffeted by pain and pleasure in such quick succession, she couldn’t think or control herself. She simply reacted, reduced to animal instinct. “Master—please…!”

He chuckled and smacked her lower lips with the crop. The blow was soft enough that she felt no pain—only pleasure, strong enough to make her moan with wanton desire. “Beg all you like—but I’ll decide when you’ve had enough.”

The blows resumed, raining down as hard as before. Setting her bottom alight with their sting. His hand moved to the small of her back, holding her down and preventing any escape. Every time Eleanor kicked her feet, a quick strike to her thighs reminded her to stay still.

Tears welled in her eyes as the punishment continued, his crop raining down merciless strikes. Fiery spots covered the surface of her bottom, merging and igniting, transforming her rear into a furnace. The heat seeped deeper inside, permeated her being. Driving all other thoughts out.

She let loose a shuddering sob and collapsed on the desk, bare breasts mashing against its lacquered surface. As resistance bled out of her, the tears she’d been holding back loosed and poured down her cheeks. All she could do was accept…

“That’s right,” Lord Beckett crooned, “don’t fight it. Be my obedient pet.” The blows stopped for a moment and his hand touched between her legs, caressing her nether lips.

Eleanor moaned, shuddering against him. She ground back against his hand, then against the desk when the blows resumed. Each one marked her as his property. Branded that knowledge into her skin so she couldn’t forget it.

Pleasure and pain rose in unison, mixed with the all-pervading heat. As he alternated between the crop on her rear and his fingers on her delicate flower, the line between both blurred and fell away. Every touch became excruciating pleasure and blissful pain.

Lord Beckett leaned forward and growled in her ear. “Disgusting little whore. Your juices are soaking my desk.”

His palm slapped between her legs and then rubbed, pushing her fast to the brink. Eleanor moaned, panting and desperate. It didn’t matter what degrading names he called her, not when they were all true. Not as long as he gave her what she so badly needed.

“I’m glad I used your mouth, first.” Lord Beckett chuckled, fingers still working her opening. “I wouldn’t have had the self-control to last this long, otherwise. I would have needed to take you immediately.”

His touch and words fanned the fire already burning inside her. Eleanor whimpered, grinding against him. “Please, please, please…”

“Begging will get you everything.”

Eleanor gasped as strong hands grabbed her hips and Lord Beckett maneuvered her into position. He lined up behind her, stiff manhood bumping against her sore, overheated lower lips. Heat filled her but a single thought pierced through the lusty haze controlling her mind.

He would take her now. Not as a man takes a woman, but as a dog takes a bitch.

The thought turned her legs turned to jelly, but Lord Beckett’s grip did not permit her to fall. He chuckled, pushing her forward, pressing her into the desk. Pinned between it and his hips, she was helpless and trapped. His for the taking.

The lone voice of reason faded away, swallowed up by the torrent of desire controlling her now. Like an animal or not, she was his to take and to use. She craved it as much as he did.

“I hope you’re ready—”

A sharp series of knocks on the door cut Lord Beckett off and Eleanor whined in frustration. It wasn’t fair! Not when she was so close!

Lord Beckett chuckled and patted her rear before moving aside. “No matter what, stay perfectly still.”


Chapter Five

It took a moment for Lord Beckett’s words to penetrate Eleanor’s foggy mind. As he wrapped a wool quilt about his waist, it hit her: she was bent over with the door behind her. Anyone entering the room would get an eyeful of…everything.

“Enter!” Lord Beckett called, flashing her a wicked grin. His eyes, full of amusement, promised retribution if she moved an inch. Whether she stayed still and put on a show or disobeyed and faced punishment, he would come out the victor.

The door creaked open and heavy footsteps approached. A deep, familiar chuckle filled the room. “What a fine view to be greeted with!”

Mr. Engstrom. She’d recognize the voice anywhere.

Eleanor’s skin prickled and face flushed, lascivious hunger fading in the face of fresh humiliation. Mr. Engstrom had already touched and seen her aplenty, but it felt different now. Like she was taking part in her own debasement by remaining bent over.

She hung her head in shame and tried not to think.

“George!” Lord Beckett smiled, utterly at ease. Far from oblivious to her feelings, he delighted in her degradation. “What a surprise it took you this long to appear. I didn’t know you had it in you to be so patient.”

“Neither did I, sir.” Mr. Engstrom laughed, footsteps drawing nearer. Eleanor couldn’t see him, but she felt his eyes, feasting on her exposed skin. “I wanted to wait longer but the flesh… It’s weak—and I can only resist for so long. Is the girl to your liking?”

“Very. She’s a marvel.”

“Ha! That she is. I see you’ve painted her a pretty color. Do you mind?”

“Not at all.” Lord Beckett smiled wider as Mr. Engstrom’s hand came to rest on Eleanor’s rear.

She whimpered as his hand explored her backside. The welts on her bottom burned and stung, tingling from his touch.

“Beautiful work, sir. She’ll be feeling these for a while.” His hand dipped down, cupping her mound. “How is she?”

“Why not see for yourself?”

Fear coursed through Eleanor, curdling in her belly. He was offering her as a toy. As though she were no more than an object… To her shame, her traitorous opening clenched and dripped at the thought.

Mr. Engstrom’s hand froze, fingers poised at her entrance. “Sir? Are you certain…?”

“Only her mouth,” Lord Beckett clarified. He ran a hand through Eleanor’s hair, then dragged her head up from the desk, forcing her to look in his eyes. “I was about to mount the bitch anyway before you interrupted. But this end is all yours, if you’d like.”

Mr. Engstrom chuckled, low and deep. His fingers dug into Eleanor’s ass, making her squeal in pain and terror. “Your offer is most generous, my Lord. I gladly accept.”

Two men. Two men would use her to slake their lustful urges, in violation of all common decency and natural laws. The thought alone made her quiver, whimpering with anticipation as her wetness spread and grew.

“Let’s move somewhere better suited,” Lord Beckett said. Hand still gripping her hair, he dragged her from the desk and toward the sitting area in the room’s corner. Two armchairs and a sofa surrounded a low, ornate table. “On your knees.”

Eleanor shuddered and whimpered again. Liquid shame trickled down her thighs as fire filled her belly. She knelt slowly, moving in a daze, mind clouded with overpowering lust. All thoughts ground to a halt. Rather than reduce her need, each degrading act only helped it reach greater heights.

“Not a word of protest…” Lord Beckett moved behind her, fingers finding and spreading apart the soaked petals of her flower. “Such good behavior deserves a reward.”

The tip of his manhood, overheated and swollen, pressed against her lips. Eleanor’s heart skipped a beat and breath hitched. Blood pounded in her ears. Could something so large truly fit inside her? A maiden’s first time always hurt, even she knew that much. She pressed against the table, mind at war with itself as fear grappled against desire.

Mr. Engstrom appeared before her, devoid of trousers. His manhood dangled heavily between his legs, only semi-erect. Trapped between the two men, there would be no escape. Either way, they would ply her body with their cocks, using her for their pleasure and manipulating her like a ragdoll between them…

She bit her lip and cried out as the tip of Lord Beckett’s manhood pushed inside her, spreading open her virgin channel. His strong hands held her hips, pulling her back with inexorable force, impaling her on his length.

“So bloody tight…” Lord Beckett growled, fingers digging into her hips. He drove forward, breaking through her resistance. Eleanor felt something tear and a brief burst of pain—and suddenly he was inside, sheathed in her to the hilt.

She screamed out in pain mixed with pleasure, overwhelmed by fullness beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

Mr. Engstrom shoved his cock in her open mouth and she wrapped her lips around him instinctively. He hardened quickly, growing in length, but she paid him no mind. The only thing she could focus on was Lord Beckett as he slowly started to move.

Each movement sent sensations rippling through her. Stretched to the point of breaking, every shift of his cock was like lightning coursing through her. The pain faded, becoming a distant memory before the searing heat filling her now.

“You take to this like a seasoned whore…” Lord Beckett growled and slapped her rear with his palm. He pulled back, then shoved back inside, impaling her all over again. “She’s like the tightest, softest glove around me.”

“But her mouth could use some more training,” Mr. Engstrom grouched. His fingers curled in her hair, gripping it tightly. “Suck me, girl. Use your tongue.”

Eleanor scarcely heard the order. Her world centered on Lord Beckett’s cock as it stretched her tight walls, ravaging her with its girth. Pleasure soared, filling her being as her body grew used to the intruder. She molded around him, moaning like a wanton slut.

With a curse, Mr. Engstrom shoved his cock deeper into her mouth, bumping the back of her throat. “If you won’t obey, I’ll just have to use you like this!”

She gagged around him. Tears welled in her eyes. Unlike Lord Beckett, Mr. Engstrom was impatient and rough, using her with no regard for her feelings.

Behind her, Lord Beckett began moving in earnest, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes. His hips pulled back, then slammed in, making her squeak from the fullness. Each slap of his flesh against hers ignited anew the pain in her bottom, washing her whole being with heat. His fire and hers mingled, mixed, and became one. Her passion grew, drawing all her attention. Even as Mr. Engstrom gagged her on his length, all she could think of was Lord Beckett inside her, completing her.

Both men sped up, stroking in counterpoint, keeping her full at all times. Like a pig on a spit, she could only hold on to the table, helpless as the two men used her as their obedient toy.

Lord Beckett slapped her rear again, fingers digging in with what should have been painful pressure. But Eleanor only felt need. Consuming, all-encompassing pleasure buffeted her like tides beat the shore.

Her core spasmed and she screamed, body convulsing in ecstasy. Limbs flailing, the orgasm washed through her, wringing her like a doll.

It was so much. Too much. Unlike anything she’d experienced, stronger than any of the previous times. The waves of pleasure kept going, tossing her to and fro, driving her to the brink of insanity.

But the men were relentless, using her like a ragdoll between them with no regard for her state. Lord Beckett’s strong hands held her down and ensured that no matter how her thighs twitched, she could not get away. Only take him, over and over again, even while her walls spasmed around him.

Mr. Engstrom gave a moan. His cock thickened, growing hotter. Just as Lord Beckett’s had done. Eleanor only had a moment to realize what was coming before he grunted and hot seed rushed down her throat.

She gagged and sputtered, swallowing as best she could. Even as the force of Lord Beckett’s hips thrust her deeper onto Mr. Engstrom’s cock. It was her second time tasting seed. The second man to use her mouth. In the space of a day she’d gone from a maiden to a harlot, discarding her chastity and virtue in exchange for money and sinful delight.

Mr. Engstrom pulled out with a pleased sigh, cock deflating as it slipped past her lips. Mouth empty at last, Eleanor cried out loudly, head dropping to rest on the coffee table. She succumbed to the pleasure and shame. To the indignity of all that had happened, and all that she knew would happen henceforth.

Lord Beckett sped up. She felt his need, his urgency. Every pulse of his cock. It grew thicker and hotter inside her, a steel spear that violated her depths, making her his.

He grabbed her hair roughly. “Whose are you, wench?”

“Yours, Master!” She cried out without a moment’s hesitation. The words were instinctive, seared into her soul. There could be no denying their truth.

“That’s right…” His voice was hoarse, low and husky, thick with barely contained pleasure. He reached around, between her legs, fingers finding and attacking her most sensitive button.

Eleanor’s vision blurred. Heat swelled.

She gave a shriek, body convulsing, channel clenching, as pleasure exploded throughout her being. She screamed in pleasure so sharp and fine it cut like a knife.

Lord Beckett rammed inside her and added his voice to hers, moaning in rapturous pleasure. Hot seed pumped inside her, filling her as they orgasmed together for what seemed like an eternity.

Until she collapsed, boneless and leaden. Drained and tired beyond belief, she could only lie, draped over the table. Still quivering as the ghosts of her orgasm continued to echo inside her.

With a happy sigh, Lord Beckett pulled out. She felt his absence like a void deep inside her and murmured a quiet protest.

“You did well.” He patted her bottom—touch soft now that he was sated—and then rubbed slowly, soothing the many inflicted hurts. “Good girl.”


Epilogue

Covered once more by the quilt, Lord Beckett reclined in his seat with a smile. “My compliments, George. You really outdid yourself with this find.”

“Ah… I am happy you find her to your liking, sir.” Mr. Engstrom had regained his trousers and was the picture of composed dignity once more. “But I cannot claim the credit. She actually just walked in. Right off the street, all on her own.”

Lord Beckett laughed, expressing his awe at the strange twist of fate, but Eleanor paid the conversation no heed. Sprawled over the table where they left her and too tired to move, she was content to simply relax as she tried to recover and process all that had happened.

She’d endured so much, so quickly. It made her head spin just to think of it all. So many various pleasures and cruelties, indignities and surprises—all one after another—faster and more varied than she could have conjured in her wildest imaginings. Had she made the right choice by accepting them all? She hoped she had, but she still didn’t know. Her mother wouldn’t think so, that much was certain…

But, drunk on orgasmic bliss, it was easy to ignore such thoughts. Just as she ignored the shame of being naked in a room with two dressed, powerful men.

“Perhaps it’s divine providence,” Lord Beckett said. “Wouldn’t you say so, George?”

“Yes, my Lord. If you think so, I’m certain that is the case.”

Lord Beckett nodded as though that settled the matter. “You may go. Have wine and cheese brought, and an assortment of fruit. I will be indisposed for the rest of the night.”

“Training, my Lord?”

“Oh, yes. There is so much left to teach her.” Lord Beckett chuckled and Eleanor felt a thrill of excitement and fear tingle up her spine, rousing her from her stupor. His eyes glimmered with dark intent. “But first, a reward for being so obedient thus far. It can’t always be the rod, you know. Sometimes honey is called for, as well.”

“Such is the way of these things.” Mr. Engstrom laughed and bowed. “I’ll alert the servants to your wishes. My Lord… Do enjoy yourself.”

“I shall. We shall.”

Eleanor shuddered. She was so exhausted… But something told her a thing such as that wouldn’t deter Lord Beckett in the slightest.

And despite her tiredness, longing stirred inside her. The wanton whore within her still craved more.

She was in for a very long night.

To Be Continued...


Thank you for reading!

I truly hope you enjoyed this story! It was a pleasure to write, and there are many more where this came from. Expect them in the coming weeks and months!

If you have the time, please consider leaving a quick review on Amazon to assist future readers.

This is far from the last you'll see of Eleanor and the others at the Beckett estate. If you want to be informed about future releases and upcoming projects, please join my mailing list!
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