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A Glimpse Inside

Face red with shame, Eleanor shuddered at their wicked words. She wanted to protest—to defend herself!—but try as she might the words wouldn’t form. Her mouth was too parched, mind dulled by everything that had happened. Her body felt taut, coiled like a spring, begging for a release that was so close she had only to reach out and grasp it.

Instead, she held on to the stool with a death grip, knowing that if she relaxed even a little she would lose her last shred of control.

“A wanton little strumpet, I’d call her,” Mari said, grinning. Her fingers parted and teased the outer lips of Eleanor’s sex. “She’s wetter than any whore, and not from the bath. Come and see.”

“Th-that’s not true,” Eleanor whispered, voice thick and strained. Each touch sent new waves of pleasure coursing through her.

No one listened—if they even heard. Instead, they surrounded her like wolves would gather about a lone sheep.

“Nipples are nice and hard, poking right through the dress,” Mr. Engstrom observed as he moved behind her. The man’s big, rough hands reached down and grabbed her bosom. Eleanor let out an uncontrollable moan, the thin fabric of her only clothing offering no protection against his firm grasp. “Good response, too. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, girl?”

She tried to deny it but the words died on her lips before they could form. The last vestiges of control slipped away. Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut as her head fell back, coming to rest on Mr. Engstrom’s stomach. She shook and whimpered as his hands mauled her flesh—then gasped when Mr. Phillips’ fingers thicker fingers replaced Mari’s on her lower lips.

“Oho… You’re quite right, Mari. It’s almost indecent how wet this girl is.”

Read on for the full story!


Eleanor’s Descent


Chapter One

Bare as the day she was born, Eleanor stood where Lord Beckett left her, feeling the weight of his threat hanging over her like a cloud.

How had it come to this? If someone told her this morning she’d be in this position by mid-afternoon, she’d have laughed. It was impossible—far too impossible to even warrant a proper reply. And yet here she was.

Since coming to the Beckett estate for a job, men had groped her, made her strip, disciplined her with a switch, groped her again, and humiliated her every which way. Just the memory of it all made her tremble, face flushing red.

But shameful as those experiences were, they paled in comparison with the final indignity: when Mr. Engstrom rubbed between her legs. Her tummy roiled with heat and dismay at the thought of his touch and the way she had acted. How she’d moaned and cried out, shuddering with pleasure against his fingers.

Such actions were indecent and sinful, she knew. Eleanor didn’t even want to imagine what her mother or the local priest would think of her after what had transpired. No amount of chastisement or penitence would absolve her in their eyes.

Yet try as she might to deny it, the memory of Mr. Engstrom’s touch on her flesh filled her mind. The incredible sensations he made her feel scared her.

He called it an orgasm. Said she had “come.” Eleanor didn’t know what that meant, but it terrified her how much she wanted to feel it again. How her body longed for the pleasure it so briefly tasted, and how easily she had lost control and called out like a base harlot.

She was an utter disgrace. The shame of it seared her from within.

And still, they expected even more of her. Lord Beckett wanted her brought to him for discipline. His parting words reverberated through her mind.

‘That’s when your service will truly begin.’

She shuddered, skin breaking out in gooseflesh and stomach tying itself into knots.

After enduring so much, such a sentence should have held no sway over her. What were words in the face of a spanking or the humiliation of being manipulated like a doll? Yet, all the same, the promise of his words made her tremble and sent her thoughts scattering like ash in the wind.

Despite all the trials and everything she’d already done, Lord Beckett said her service had not even begun. She couldn’t even imagine what would come next.

Eleanor bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut, trying hard to gather her thoughts. She couldn’t understand. Not the reason for all Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips had done, nor what Lord Beckett could have possibly meant. Not even why her own body responded to those things as it did.

She only knew that for the sake of her family, she had to endure. This job was everything—the one lifeline she had to achieve her goal of assisting her elderly mother in caring for her little siblings. She couldn’t let all she’d done be for naught.

Eleanor just wished there wasn’t a part of her so pleased about it. So eager to discover how much further there was to fall…

“Get your heads out of the clouds, girl!” Mr. Engstrom’s voice cracked like a whip, snapping Eleanor from her reverie. Tall and imposing, the man glared down at her through his spectacles.

A glance to the side showed the dark-haired Mr. Phillips looking just as displeased. Perhaps even more so, given his typically calm demeanor.

“Y-yes, sir!” Eleanor squeaked.

Alert to her surroundings once more, she realized her naked state—and the watchful, hungry eyes of the two men.

Blushing, she covered herself, hiding her bosom with one arm and the slit between her legs with the other. The men had seen—and more than seen!—all of her already, but it simply wasn’t right for a woman to stand bare before them without even an attempt at modesty.

They glared, silent and brooding, and Eleanor had to fight down the urge to flee. Without clothes, leaving the room was impossible. Nor was there anywhere for her to go, anyway. Working here was her only chance—she couldn’t give in to fear and lose it.

Even if that meant being disciplined here and now.

“You’ve displeased Lord Beckett,” Mr. Phillips’ voice was grave. “Do you understand the severity of that?”

Eleanor nodded, lip trembling. “Am… Am I to be punished?”

Both men looked at her, while she stared at the space between them, unable to meet either gaze. Mr. Engstrom looked inclined to take matters into his own hands, but after a long moment Mr. Phillips sighed and shook his head.

“Much as I would like to, it isn’t for us to decide. Lord Beckett made his desire clear—he’ll punish you personally, so that will come later.”

Eleanor nodded, relieved. Her bottom still smarted from the earlier switching and she was loath to experience that pain again.

“Don’t think of this as getting away with something,” Mr. Phillips continued. “It is merely a short reprieve. I assure you, you’ll find Lord Beckett is far more thorough with his discipline than either of us. You will rue crossing him, so see that you get on his good side quickly.”

“H-how? Sir, how can I do that?” Eleanor fidgeted where she stood as his gaze bored into her. She had a suspicion already. A half-formed guess as to what Lord Beckett wanted, but each time her mind wandered toward those thoughts she flushed with heat and shame. The idea was too improper, too humiliating, and too sinful to consider. “I…am still unclear on what my role will be.”

Mr. Phillips shook his head again. “What is your name, girl?”

“Eleanor, so she says,” Mr. Engstrom replied before she could speak. He folded his arms across his chest, watching her. “Eleanor Ellsworth.”

“Well then, Eleanor, you are here to attend to Lord Beckett’s needs. Whatever they might be.” Mr. Phillips paused. “That may not be the service you imagined, but it is service nonetheless. Perhaps even the most important service—and richly rewarded.”

Mr. Engstrom snickered and Eleanor’s stomach flipped over. Her fears were justified. She swallowed several times before finding her voice. “If… If I may ask, what will the reward be?”

“Sixty pounds, divided and paid monthly.”

Eleanor stared, dumbfounded. Mr. Phillips’ lips quirked up.

“We can go over the particulars, but I see you already know you won’t find a comparable offer anywhere else. Lord Beckett is a generous man, as you will find—should you stay on long enough.”

“And if he likes you enough,” Mr. Engstrom added. “It’ll be different should you displease him…”

“I won’t!” Eleanor’s hands balled into fists, eyes lit up with emotion. This was it. Even if it meant damnation for her, this job would be her family’s salvation. Nothing else mattered. “I will serve as well as anyone can, sir, I swear it.”

“Good.” Mr. Phillips smiled a thin smile. “Then our first order of business is getting you ready as his Lordship requested. We can’t do that with you huddled up and hiding. Girl—” He paused, then continued more kindly. “Eleanor, place your hands at your sides. I need to measure you.”

She hesitated, cheeks heating. It was one thing to decide to embrace whatever may come, and quite another to do it.

Mr. Engstrom cleared his throat and she got the message. Eleanor dropped her arms, exposing herself to the men. Her nipples hardened immediately, frozen by the chill air and the force of their eyes.

“Very good.” Mr. Phillips withdrew a tape measure from his desk. “Try and relax. No need to be stiff.”

“Yes sir,” she murmured, even though he asked the impossible. Try as she might, she couldn’t relax when their eyes fixed on her with such intensity.

Mr. Phillips got to work, taking a variety of measurements. He called out numbers to Mr. Engstrom, who scribbled them on a slip of paper. All the while, his eyes observed her, growing more heated with each passing moment.

Eleanor shut her eyes and tried not to think. Tried not to feel the weight of Mr. Engstrom’s gaze on her skin, or Mr. Phillips’ hands brushing over her.

He’d started with ordinary measurements like the width of her shoulders and the length of her arms. But now he was between her legs, the tape measure encircling her upper thigh Eleanor’s heart beat like mad. She could almost feel his breath stirring the hair hiding her nether lips, sending familiar sensations coursing through her body. Shame mixed with heat washed over her, making it hard to breathe.

“Is… Is this—” She whimpered as he moved the tape higher, measuring the top of her thigh. The knuckle of his hand dragged against her warm slit. “Is this truly necessary, sir?”

“Complaining already?” It was Mr. Engstrom who answered, his voice a growl. “You should know better than to question your betters, girl.”

Eleanor gulped. His mood frightened her, especially since he was right. It wasn’t like her to forget herself this way. “My apologies, sir.”

“Quite alright.” Mr. Phillips patted her bottom as though calming a skittish horse and stood. He measured her bosom next, the tape measure encircling her breasts and pressing straight down on her stiff nipples. The rough material chaffed—but wasn’t unpleasant. “I told you before—I am lenient with girls on their first day. You’re new and confused and that’s only to be expected. But you will learn—and learn quickly—because you must. By tomorrow things will be different.”

She gritted her teeth to fight off a shameful moan, nipples hardening further. His words frightened her even more than Mr. Engstrom’s anger, but there was no denying the physical effects his measurements wrought on her body.

More minutes passed before the ordeal finally ended. Eleanor sighed in relief—but cut off with a squeak when Mr. Phillips caught one of her nipples between his strong fingers.

“Even after what happened before, it seems being measured has put you in quite a state.”

Mr. Engstrom chuckled. “Did it, now? Is she wet between her legs again, Robert?”

“Oh yes, George. I could see her lips glisten and turn puffy as I worked. And these nipples beg to be touched, do they not?”

“That they do.”

Eleanor whimpered, unable to hold her voice back. Mr. Phillips’ grasp on her sensitive nipple hurt. But more than just pain, she felt yearning swelling within her. It was humiliating to be talked about like an object—but more humiliating by far to know that his words were all true.

She squeezed her thighs together to hide her shame and the men laughed.

Mr. Phillips released her as quickly as he’d first grabbed her. He retreated to his desk and for the first time, Eleanor noticed a system of bells lining the walls. Strings extended from them, running off somewhere. He tugged on one several times.

Some moments later, the door opened and a young man rushed in. He stopped in his tracks, staring at her.

Eleanor gave a shriek and covered herself, blushing bright red while behind her Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips laughed once again.

“You… You rang, sirs?” The newcomer asked, though his eyes remained glued to Eleanor’s body. He didn’t even look toward her eyes, focusing only on the expanse of bared flesh before him.

“Indeed, Bill, there is a task for you. But first…” Mr. Engstrom approached and laid a heavy hand on Eleanor’s shoulder. “What do you think of her?”

The young man—roughly Eleanor’s own age, if she had to guess—hesitated a moment. “Hard to say, sir. I can’t see all of her.”

Mr. Engstrom chuckled and swatted her bottom with a large hand. “Lower your arms, girl. Back straight, eyes forward. Presentation is important, I told you that before, didn’t I?”

Eleanor bit her lip, heat growing inside her despite how degraded she felt. Tears welled in her eyes but she knew better than to argue. It would do no good—and what was one more soul to see her sorry state, anyway?

She dropped her arms and straightened, only for Mr. Engstrom to smack her rear one more time. Harder this time, to the point that she had to bite back a scream.

“I said present yourself! Chest out, girl. Show him you’re a proper woman.”

Eleanor whimpered, embarrassed and sore, and did as he ordered. Bill’s eyes widened as she pushed her chest out. His gaze, full of uncontrolled lust, made her feel more exposed than ever. Mother had always warned her to be wary of young men, whose lusts knew no bounds…

“Real pretty, sir. Beautiful, even.” Bill licked his lips. “I’d do anything for a roll with her—”

“Not today,” Mr. Phillips interjected. He didn’t sound displeased, just impatient. “She’s Lord Beckett’s new plaything. Not even for us to enjoy—more’s the pity. At least not yet.”

“My apologies, sir!”

Mr. Phillips nodded. “George has a list of her measurements. Take them to Mari and say it’s for the special uniform. To bring it here once she has one ready. We’ll be waiting.”

“Yes, sir!” Bill took the slip of paper from Mr. Engstrom and, with one final leer toward Eleanor, disappeared out the door.

Eleanor sagged and sank to her knees, tension draining out of her body now that they were alone. Mr. Phillips’ words, delivered in that calm, nonchalant tone, shook her to the core. ‘Not yet,’ he said. The meaning of those words made her heart clench.

“Mari is quick, but even she’ll need some time, won’t she?” Mr. Engstrom spoke thoughtfully. “This one has quite a chest on her. It’ll take some alterations to make the uniform fit.”

“Why don’t you speak your mind, George? I can tell you’re building up to something.”

“Just that there’s no harm in sampling her while we wait. Nothing that would spoil her for his Lordship, of course—but a taste wouldn’t hurt.”

Eleanor’s eyes widened. Horror and shame filled her to the brim. She looked up in time to see Mr. Phillips smile.

His eyes glittered as they focused on her. “I daresay you’re right. We’d be remiss to pass on this opportunity.”


Chapter Two

Eleanor struggled to breathe as the two men drew near. “Wh-what—”

“We asked you this before,” Mr. Phillips interrupted, paying her no heed, “but have you ever been with a man?”

“No! I’d never—”

“I don’t just mean losing your maidenhead. Is there any man who has carnal knowledge of you? Who has touched or been touched by you in any fashion one would describe as…untoward?”

“N-no…” Fear filled her belly. She wanted to rise, but her legs trembled too much to support her. “Sir, what—”

“If what you say is true, then you’ve never seen someone’s manhood, have you?”

Eleanor’s face burned, all the way from her cheeks to her ears. “No,” she whispered in a tiny voice.

“She’s completely unspoiled, George,” Mr. Phillips said, stopping beside her.

“All the more reason for us to teach her a few things, lest she does something Lord Beckett disapproves of later. That wouldn’t do at all, would it?”

“Absolutely not.” Mr. Phillips crouched down and grabbed Eleanor’s chin. Though a thinner man than Mr. Engstrom, his grip was strong. “Do you know how to give a man pleasure?”

Eleanor stared, uncomprehending. Everything was moving too fast for her mind to keep up with. Mr. Phillips gave his head a rueful shake and stood up.

Mr. Engstrom chuckled. His clothes rustled, and by the time Eleanor’s head turned his trousers were down by his knees. His manhood stood hard and erect like a beast’s, only a foot from her face.

“This is a man’s cock, girl,” he said, gripping the shaft. “Giving it pleasure is what you’re here for.”

Eleanor’s mouth opened and closed but no words came out. Fear and confusion and shame filled her, along with that accursed sinful heat, flooding her tummy and fogging her mind. The smell of Mr. Engstrom’s manhood overwhelmed her. The sight left her stricken and speechless.

“Consider this part of your training. A primer on things you will need to know to get on Lord Beckett’s good side.” Mr. Phillips smiled as he unbuttoned his trousers as well. His cock sprung free, just as hard as Mr. Engstrom’s.

“Sir, please…” A whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips. She turned from one man to the other. Down on her knees with her head level with their phalluses, it felt like their manhoods glared at her. “I d-don’t know what—”

“You said you’d serve. ‘As well as anyone can,’ in fact,” Mr. Phillip said, chiding her like a stubborn child.

“That she did.” Mr. Engstrom leered at her. Clear liquid coated the tip of his manhood as he pumped it up and down with his hand. “You don’t want to go before Lord Beckett unprepared. That would be most unwise. So be a good girl and wrap your hands around our cocks. Do what I’m doing. It’s easy—and we won’t even put them inside you.”

Eleanor chewed on her lip, still hesitating. This was all so new and terrifying for her. So forbidden… She couldn’t get memories of her mother’s stern admonishments regarding sin and acts of indecency out of her mind. Yet, a part of her wanted to try. Not just to meet the requirements of her role, but simply because she wanted to.

That part of her frightened her more than anything else.

“I will count to three.” Mr. Phillips’ voice, normally calm, held a dangerous edge. “If I reach it, you will be soundly punished. One—”

“I’ll do it!” Fear of punishment overcame feelings of shame. Eleanor reached out and grasped both men’s cocks, one in each hand.

Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips sighed in unison. Their manhoods twitched in her hands, as though alive and possessing minds of their own.

“Now, do as I said. Stroke back and forth,” Mr. Engstrom ordered.

She nodded. There was no other choice; she had to obey. No matter how shameful and disgraceful the order…

Heart fluttering, she stroked them, trying to mimic what Mr. Engstrom had done. Their heat flooded her hands, and an answering heat swelled within her. The humiliation of servicing them in this manner, like some tramp, made it hard to think straight. She felt wetness pool between her lips once again.

“Loosen your grip,” Mr. Engstrom instructed. “And speed up. Twist your hand a little as you go…”

Eleanor concentrated, gritting her teeth. Coordinating both hands was unexpectedly challenging, and grew more so with each passing moment. Focus eluded her as her mind grew ever foggier. Like an itch she couldn’t scratch, her body called out for attention.

Before long her knees ached. The muscles of her arms burned from the unfamiliar position and repetitive motion. In the back of her mind, the shame of what she was doing bubbled away, refusing to quiet.

The men’s breathing grew ragged and sweat beaded their foreheads, as though from exertion. Their cocks grew tumescent, hotter and thicker than ever, twitching under her fingers. Her hands glided over the silky skin, speeding up more, bringing them closer to their moment of climax.

Mr. Engstrom growled. “Would that we could use her mouth, too…”

“How sweet that would be,” Mr. Phillips agreed. He reached for Eleanor’s head and grasped a fistful of her blonde locks. “Keep going. Faster. Prove your worth by making us come.”

Eleanor redoubled her efforts, stroking their shafts and twisting her wrists as they’d shown her. After a few more pumps, Mr. Engstrom threw back his head and roared. His cock twitched, spasmed, and suddenly something white shot from the tip.

“Don’t stop!” Mr. Phillips ordered, voice thick and urgent. An instant later his own cock erupted.

Spurts of the white substance shot out at her, striking her face, hair, and chest. Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut before any got in her eye.

She was soiled now. Forever impure because of this act. The knowledge seeped into her soul, just as their seed dirtied her flesh. And yet the maddening heat roiling her stomach did not abate. The craving deep within her, which she didn’t even want to admit, burned even brighter.

“Ah…” Mr. Engstrom sighed blissfully. Eleanor opened her eyes in time to see him tuck away his deflating manhood. “Not bad—for your first time. Robert?”

“A most welcome relief.” The man chuckled and pulled his trousers back up. “You did well, Eleanor.”

Eleanor nodded, not daring to speak. Their seed painted her face, including her lips. If she opened her mouth, she knew she would taste it. The evidence of the unholy act she committed.

A tremor ran through her and she squeezed her thighs together, scarcely daring to breathe. As the seed dripped down her face onto her bosom, the heat deep within her grew even hotter.

“Look at her fidget,” Mr. Engstrom said, chuckling. With his trousers back on, the steward looked dignified once again. The contrast between the two well-dressed men and her defiled naked state was more jarring than ever. “I do believe she’s—”

Eleanor cringed, already knowing the truth of his words but still dreading to hear them spoken aloud. But the words never came. Instead, the door opened and Eleanor squeaked, a droplet of seed entering past her open lips.

A beautiful brunette in an elegant uniform stepped inside, the door shutting behind her with a firm thud. Draped over her arm was a dress, not unlike the tight and revealing uniform she wore.

She tsked and shook her head, gaze taking in the whole scene without batting an eye. “Having your fun, gentlemen? The girl is a frightful mess, thanks to you.”


Chapter Three

For the first time, the strangely musky and salty flavor of a man’s seed filled Eleanor’s mouth. She stared—red-faced and ashamed—at the newcomer while squeezing her thighs together. Secret desires boiled within her, multiplying her shame. If the ground opened up to swallow her whole, it would have been a welcome reprieve.

Beautiful and elegant as a lady—despite being dressed as a servant—the newcomer watched her with amusement before raising her eyes and addressing the men. “She’s a pretty one. I can see what the fuss is about now. But must you two dirty her? This makes her fitting so much harder.”

“Ahh…” Mr. Engstrom paused, then shrugged with an easy smile. By his bearing, it seemed like a weight had lifted off his shoulders. “Men have needs, as you well know. Working with this one stirred ours. It’s nothing a damp cloth and a wash wouldn’t fix.”

The stranger laughed, her voice rich and husky. “Judging by her appearance, the girl would have needed a bath first, anyway.”

“Precisely,” Mr. Phillips said. “It is fortunate we can count on you. Our apologies for the trouble, Mari.”

“Not at all, sir,” Mari said, inspecting Eleanor up and down. Her eyes held a predatory gleam, unlike any Eleanor had seen in a woman before. It was the same hungry, eager expression she’d seen on the men.

As though reading Eleanor’s thoughts, Mari smiled widely and set the dress she carried onto a crate. She approached with slow, elegant steps and crouched down, swiping up a bit of drying seed from Eleanor’s breast with her forefinger.

“Open.”

Eleanor stared. She didn’t want to obey this woman and her commands; she suspected where they would lead, and wanted no part.

Mr. Phillips cleared his throat. “Obey Mari as you would us. She is the head maid and been here for many years. Part of her duties will be to assist you in acclimating to your new…role. Heed her words, mind your manners, and you should encounter few problems during the course of your employment.”

“It is as Mr. Phillips says,” Mari said with a smile. Then, her eyes turned hard. “So be a good girl and open.”

Eleanor shuddered as a tingle ran down her spine. Would there be no end to her humiliation?

She squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth.

Mari’s finger pushed past her lips, into her mouth. The taste of seed overflowed on Eleanor’s tongue. She didn’t even know which man it belonged to—not that it truly mattered. The ambiguity only compounded her shame. Served to remind her of all she had done and allowed, and how far she had fallen. Each step seemed so natural and inexorable in the moment, but would anyone else have succumbed as she did? Was this a defect of character, unique to her alone?

Waves of embarrassment filled her, threatening to overflow, and yet all the while Mari rubbed her finger on Eleanor’s tongue, pushing it back and forth across her lips.

“I can smell you, girl,” Mari said with a tinkling laugh. Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut even tighter as her shame reached new heights. “Even over the smell of all this seed, I can smell how sopping wet her cunt is. Been a long while since anyone found one this lively to bring for Lord Beckett.”

“Agreed. Far too long.” With her eyes closed, Mr. Engstrom’s deep sounded even louder and deeper than usual. “She’s an odd one. A rare breed. The sort of girl who craves more of whatever you give her. If only you saw her after I took the switch to her. She was in quite the state.”

It wasn’t true.

Eleanor didn’t want any of it to be true.

Despite everything that had happened, she was a good girl. She had always been pure and chaste, honored her mother and elders, and lived in virtue. What they said and thought—none of it reflected her true self. Her body’s responses were beyond her control or her understanding. It wasn’t her fault—

The finger pulled free of her mouth but Eleanor’s relief was short-lived. In moments, Mari’s fingers—delicate yet forceful—closed around her nipple, instead.

Eleanor cried out in pain, eyes snapping open to the sight of Mari’s amused expression. The heat in her belly rose and spread, suffusing her center with a warm glow.

Mari’s fingers tightened. “You want to deny it because you are new and untrained, but even I see the truth of Mr. Engstrom’s words. You’re so close it would take but a touch before you are gushing for our amusement.”

“Th-that…” Eleanor gasped as Mari pinched her other nipple, too. The pain spread, transformed into heat and raced down her body. Rather than warring, the sensations merged into one, searing her mind until it turned blank. Shameful, mewled whimpers and moans burst past her lips. “That—I don’t—it’s not…”

“Still lying?” Mari laughed, fingers tightening further, eliciting a loud groan from Eleanor. “Lord Beckett will enjoy breaking you of that habit. It’s his favorite thing to do. That’s why—for now—you’re safe.”

As quickly as it began, Mari’s grip loosened and she stood, smoothing her skirt with a regal and impervious bearing. Eleanor shuddered and whimpered, gasping for air. She struggled to steady her breathing and fought back tears of frustration and pain. Her nipples ached, yet even she couldn’t tell whether it was from the pain or desire for more.

“A delightful response.” Mr. Phillips nodded, looking pleased.

“Yes…” Mari said. “I imagine Lord Beckett will be most pleased—”

“He was. He came here, perhaps an hour ago and seemed most eager. That’s why speed is of the essence. We must get her prepared.”

Still down on the floor, sniffling, Eleanor barely listened to their conversation. Humiliating as it was, she knew her opinions were of no merit and unwelcome. The three would decide her fate for her. All she could do was gather her strength and her wits, and try to compose herself.

But the memory of Mari’s cruel touch and biting words kept echoing through her mind, and the fire they lit within her stubbornly refused to go out.

“It’s short notice,” Mari said to the men, “but the dress is ready to the best of my ability. More adjustment may still be necessary, but it’ll suffice for the first day. I will see she is bathed and scrubbed and made ready. She will be presentable for Lord Beckett within the hour, so if you’d like to collect her then…?”

Mr. Phillips and Mr. Engstrom shared a glance and chuckled. “Wouldn’t miss it,” the steward said.

“And while you work, do confirm something for us,” Mr. Phillips said. “The girl claims to be a maiden. Check to see she is unspoiled. If there is truth to her words, it will be a unique pleasure for his Lordship.”

Mari looked from Mr. Phillips to Eleanor and back in surprise. “A wanton wench like her, a maiden? I’ve seen bitches in heat less eager than her!”

“Our thoughts, as well,” Mr. Phillips said, chuckling while Eleanor’s face burned. “But given some of her responses and adamant claims… There is a chance her words hold some truth. Confirm this for us. And if she has lied, stern punishment will be in order.”

Eleanor squirmed, face still flushed, mouth opening and closing soundlessly. Would it even do any good to protest her case? How could she convince them? And how was Mari to confirm anything…?

Mari grabbed her arm and hauled her to her feet, the grip shockingly strong for such a slim, proper woman. “You heard Mr. Phillips, girl, so don’t give me any lip. Now I’ll wipe you off and you can get dressed and we’ll be off. There isn’t much time.”

“Yes… Madam.” Eleanor dropped her eyes, feeling very small. Nude, exposed, humiliated—she’d never felt weaker or more vulnerable. Yet even now, the secret spot between her legs pulsed, yearning for something beyond her comprehension.


Chapter Four

Face still sticky with the residue of seed left upon it, Eleanor felt ungainly and unsteady as she trotted down the hall in Mari’s wake. The comfort of clothes offered little reprieve from humiliation as the tittering giggles of passing maids dogged their heels. Everyone knew just what services she was here to offer, and what that made her.

By the time they reached their destination—a large washroom dominated by a huge, copper tub—Eleanor’s face burned and shame coiled deep in her belly.

“In you get,” Mari said as soon as she shut the door behind them.

Frightened, Eleanor stared at the tub. Filled nearly to the brim, steam rose from the water’s surface in billowing clouds. Never in her life had she seen something so expensive and fancy.

Back at home they had a simple washbasin and used cold water for their daily cleansing. About once a week she went to the river to clean her whole body, with the water’s temperature dictated only by the season. The luxury of submerging in water so fresh, clean, and hot seemed unthinkable—and far beyond her station.

“Is it really fine,” she asked, “even for someone like me to…?”

“Yes! I had the other maids fill it for you, so don’t dawdle.” Mari tapped her foot, arms folded under her breasts. “Strip and get in—I’ll scrub you clean.”

With a quick nod, Eleanor did as ordered. It was far easier now that they were alone, without the company of Mr. Engstrom or Mr. Phillips and their hungry eyes.

She shed her clothes and laid them down on a stool before climbing into the tub and sinking down to her neck. The water’s embrace engulfed her, warmth seeping into her bones.

Mari gathered a cloth and thick bar of soap from a cabinet by the wall. “Don’t get used to this treatment—I’m only helping you to prepare you for your first day. Maintaining appearances will be your responsibility starting tomorrow.”

“Yes… Madam.”

Mari got to work, first washing Eleanor’s hair, then scrubbing her body. Eleanor remained silent and after a while closed her eyes, basking in the warm, pleasant sensations. Tension she hadn’t even realized she was carrying dissipated as her body relaxed. At least, at first. Until the washcloth found its way between her legs and gave her lower lips a vigorous rub.

Eleanor squeaked, eyes snapping open as relaxation fled. In its place remained shame, frustration, and wanton need.

“Don’t look at me like a lost lamb,” Mari said, smirking as she continued to rub. “His Lordship requires you clean and ready for him, and that means everywhere.”

“But… It isn’t right.”

“You didn’t seem to mind when it was Mr. Engstrom rubbing you down there.”

Lost for words, Eleanor blushed crimson and gritted her teeth to hold back a moan. Mari’s ministrations sent pleasure coursing through her, much as Mr. Engstrom’s had done before. No matter how her mind protested, her body sought to give in.

“As I thought,” Mari said, still smirking as her fingers continuing their work. Eleanor said nothing, not daring to speak. Her body tingled and cheeks burned from the combination of shame, lust, and the water’s heat.

There was nothing left to say; she was thoroughly humiliated and defeated. Betrayed by her own sinful flesh. Each motion of Mari’s hand drove her need higher.

After a few more moments, Mari’s hand retreated. Eleanor sighed, from relief and disappointment in equal measure. Any more of that and she feared she would have lost control once again.

Mari went back to the cabinet and gathered more items. Then, she turned back to Eleanor with shaving supplies in her arms. “Out of the tub. Sit on that stool and part your legs.”

“Wh-what are those for?”

“Why, to shave you, of course. Even a country bumpkin must recognize these?” She waved the utensils. “Lord Beckett likes his women clean. All the better to serve as his toys.” Mari smiled, eyes twinkling. There was no mistaking her glee.

Eleanor stared, frozen in silent horror.

Mari’s gaze hardened. “I trust you remember what Mr. Phillips said? About obeying me as you should? I hear you rather enjoyed the brief taste of discipline you received, but rest assured that isn’t how it typically feels. I’ll take a whip to you myself if I must—”

“No!” Eleanor bolted to her feet, almost slipping on the tub’s curved bottom in her haste. “That… Won’t be necessary.” She stepped out, dripping and shivering—and not from the chill.

“I’ll be the judge of that. Now, be good and sit down. Open your legs as I asked.”

Still trembling, Eleanor nodded and obeyed. She watched as Mari dipped a badger hair brush into the water, then worked her soap to a rich lather. Once done, she applied a generous amount to the hair between Eleanor’s thighs.

The brush’s bristles tickled on her tender flesh. Eleanor squirmed and gripped the stool’s edge as hard as she could, until her knuckles turned white.

“No fidgeting,” Mari warned, setting aside the brush. From her skirt, she produced a razor and flipped it open with a sure hand. “That would be most…unwise.”

Eleanor’s breath hitched as she nodded and sat very still. The steel blade’s sharp edge contacted her delicate skin and Mari set to work, shaving her bare. Revealing the shameful cleft between her legs that was to be the source and purpose of her employment. Filled with shame, Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut to block out the sight—but nothing could block her mind from imagining her mother’s stern, disapproving face and sharp words.

Less than a day had passed since she left home and already she’d fallen so far…

“Up, girl,” Mari ordered a few minutes later. “Stand and bend over, so I can finish.”

“You… Aren’t done?” Already, Eleanor felt naked like never before. The air was chilly on her exposed skin and the lips of her sex looked obscenely red and swollen. “What more could there be?”

“Must you question every command, girl?” Mari scowled. “Do as I say before I decide a lesson is in order, after all.”

Eleanor gave a squeak and jumped to her feet. Heart pounding, she turned and bent forward, gripping the stool even tighter than before as she tried not to think of what would come next.

“Such a shame the marks have faded,” Mari said, rubbing her bottom with a soft hand. Eleanor’s grip tightened further. She didn’t dare reveal how pleasant the soothing touch felt. “Your backside looked far better with some decoration on it.”

Eleanor didn’t know what to say to that, so she hung her head and simply waited. Within moments, Mari applied the lather to her and resumed shaving—between her bottom cheeks this time. Eleanor had to bite her lip to keep from protesting the humiliation as Mari manipulated her body, pulling her rear cheeks apart to remove the last of her hairs.

“Perfect.” Mari’s voice sounded pleased. She wiped the remnants of soap off Eleanor’s skin using a soft cloth. “Now you are worthy of being presented to his Lordship, so try the dress next. Dry yourself and put it on so I can see how it fits.”

“Y-yes.” Eleanor hurried to obey her instructions, eager to be clothed and regain some of her dignity. Mari enjoyed watching her far too much for her comfort.

She picked up the dress Mari indicated and gulped. Much like the maid’s uniform, it was all black and white, with a tight bodice and a plunging neckline. The hem looked like it would end well above her knee. And there was nothing else there—no petticoat or shift or anything.

“What…” Eleanor stared, wide-eyed, at Mari. “What about smallclothes?”

“You won’t be needing any. Trust me.” Mari’s lips spread in a wide smile. “This is just how Lord Beckett likes his toys—all pretty wrapping and nothing to get in the way.”

Nothing to get in the way…

Eleanor shuddered, insides twisting at the thought. Shameful heat thrummed within her while gooseflesh covered her skin.

Quickly, she dressed before Mari rebuked her again—or worse, make good on her threat.

Just as she feared, the dress exposed a broad expanse of cleavage. So much that she feared her breasts would pop out if she made the wrong move or even took a deep breath. The hem hit her leg at mid-thigh, leaving far more flesh uncovered than any God-fearing woman should do. Without the usual layers of clothing, she felt light and brazen, exposed like a common tramp. It was hardly better than being naked. The slightest breeze could leave her bare for all the world to see.

The door creaked and flew open.

Eleanor gave a yelp and stared in horror as Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips strolled in. Their eyes fixed on her, hungry as wolves.

“Mari, you’ve outdone yourself!” Mr. Engstrom chuckled in delight.

“Her bosom is too large—there are still some adjustments to make.” Mari eyed the dress critically. “This will do for today, but soon I’ll have one prepared that shows off even more of her ample charms.”

“Now that would be a sight to behold.” Mr. Phillips smiled at the thought, stroking his chin while Eleanor squirmed from all the attention.

“Sirs, I—” Eleanor broke off to swallow and muster her courage. “I am—or was—due to leave at dusk. My mother, you see, she’ll be expecting me—”

“Nonsense.” Mr. Phillips’ voice was flat and adamant. From the corner of her eye, Eleanor saw Mari staring at her as though she were a lunatic. “You can’t just up and leave. If you’re to work here, you will live here, as well. You could hardly carry out your duties otherwise.”

“B-but—”

“It’s quite impossible.”

“But I can send a runner to explain the situation,” Mr. Engstrom added. Eleanor looked at him in surprise. Of all people, she’d least expected help from the gruff steward. “And you’ll have chances to visit. Monthly days off and so on.”

“Thank you, sir,” Eleanor said with a small smile, relief welling inside her.

She explained quickly about how she hitched a ride with a local farmer and where she was due to meet him. Mr. Engstrom nodded and poked his head out into the hall and barked a few orders, sending a runner scurrying to relay the message.

“Now that business is out of the way, there’s but one matter left,” Mr. Phillips said, attention shifting from Eleanor to Mari. “Have you confirmed if the girl is a maiden?”

Eleanor blanched, pulse quickening. Her throat felt parched.

“Not yet, Mr. Phillips. I thought the two of you might want to be here for it.” Mari smiled as she stepped forward.

The men chuckled. Mr. Engstrom rubbed his palms together. “Right you are, my dear. Let’s get to it.”


Chapter Five

Mari stepped close, looming over Eleanor. “Hike up your dress and sit down. Part your legs for us like a good girl.”

A quiet whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips. Her stomach fluttered with shame and heat and other emotions in a dizzying mix. The men’s eyes were on her, ravenous and full of lust, and though she didn’t want to obey, she knew that she had no choice.

Biting her lip and looking down so she wouldn’t have to meet anyone’s gaze, she raised her dress. The hem trailed up, tickled her thighs, then rose higher, revealing the freshly shaved lips of her sex.

“Lovely. A much finer sight than before, eh, Robert?” Mr. Engstrom asked his friend.

Eleanor didn’t look up, but she couldn’t contain the tremor that ran through her when Mr. Phillips huskily replied, “Yes.”

She sat and Mari spread her legs further, displaying her in wanton fashion for the men. The woman’s hands traveled up her inner thighs, soft and cool on her sensitive skin, drawing nearer and nearer to the secret spot between her legs.

“Stay still and don’t mind me,” Mari said. She sounded different, as though moved by the situation as well. Eleanor didn’t say a word and only focused on steadying her breathing.

Then Mari’s delicate fingers parted her sex.

Eleanor gasped while the men inhaled sharply. Shame washed over her as their eyes feasted on her flesh. On the secret, innermost part of her that no man save her future husband should ever have seen.

The humiliation of her position filled her to the brim. Tears welled in her eyes. But inside, heat rose in a fiery inferno. She felt her lips grow moist and her heart sped up, racing like she was running a marathon.

Mari leaned closer, fingers spreading her further apart. Each breath tickled, sending new sensations tingling through Eleanor’s body. Displayed, groped, and disgraced in this manner, she could scarcely think straight.

“How is she?” Mr. Phillips asked.

“I… I can hardly believe it.” Mari scooted closer, until scant inches separated her face from Eleanor’s opening. “Her maidenhead is intact.”

Mr. Engstrom burst into laughter. “I’ll be damned! The body of a virgin and the mind of a harlot, after all!”

“Lord Beckett is sure to be thrilled by this development.” Even Mr. Phillips’ voice held unconstrained excitement. “What a stroke of fortune to find such a deviant.”

Face red with shame, Eleanor shuddered at their wicked words. She wanted to protest—to defend herself!—but try as she might the words wouldn’t form. Her mouth was too parched, mind dulled by everything that had happened. Her body felt taut, coiled like a spring, begging for a release that was so close she had only to reach out and grasp it.

Instead, she held on to the stool with a death grip, knowing that if she relaxed even a little she would lose her last shred of control.

“A wanton little strumpet, I’d call her,” Mari said, grinning. Her fingers parted and teased the outer lips of Eleanor’s sex. “She’s wetter than any whore, and not from the bath. Come and see.”

“Th-that’s not true,” Eleanor whispered, voice thick and strained. Each touch sent new waves of pleasure coursing through her.

No one listened—if they even heard. Instead, they surrounded her like wolves would gather about a lone sheep.

“Nipples are nice and hard, poking right through the dress,” Mr. Engstrom observed as he moved behind her. The man’s big, rough hands reached down and grabbed her bosom. Eleanor let out an uncontrollable moan, the thin fabric of her only clothing offering no protection against his firm grasp. “Good response, too. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, girl?”

She tried to deny it but the words died on her lips before they could form. The last vestiges of control slipped away. Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut as her head fell back, coming to rest on Mr. Engstrom’s stomach. She shook and whimpered as his hands mauled her flesh—then gasped when Mr. Phillips’ fingers thicker fingers replaced Mari’s on her lower lips.

“Oho… You’re quite right, Mari. It’s almost indecent how wet this girl is.” Eleanor’s eyes shot open. She stared as Mr. Phillips gripped her thigh with one hand, parting her further, while his fingers rubbed and teased at her flower. Unlike Mari’s delicate touch, his fingers were brazen and eager. Every touch seared her to the core. It became harder and harder to breathe as he kept exploring her most sensitive parts.

“I…” Eleanor shuddered and had to bite her lip as Mr. Phillips’ fingers found a particularly sensitive part of her anatomy. Each brush of his fingertips felt like fire on her flesh, melting her insides and filling her head with an impregnable haze. She panted for air, all control slipping away. Her hips bucked forward. “I’m not…indecent…”

“Lies.” Mr. Engstrom pushed her dress down, baring her bosom, and grabbed both breasts in his hands. Rough palms ground down on her nipples. “None but a trollop would be this wet and desperate for attention.”

“Quite right…” Mr. Phillips gripped her thigh even tighter, fingers digging into her flesh to an almost painful degree. But his touch on her sex made all other sensations feel distant. Everything simply felt good and made her crave more, the pain and pleasure mixing like notes of a symphony. “And if you weren’t Lord Beckett’s to tame, we’d give you what you so desperately crave right here and now. Why, we’d even let Mari enjoy you.”

Eleanor’s eyes widened in shock and horror while her lower lips grew even wetter. She could feel her shameful, unseemly wetness turn her thighs slick.

“Thank you, Mr. Phillips,” Mari said, breathless and flushed. “I hope Lord Beckett will be kind enough order we play together sometime.”

“Have no fear,” Mr. Engstrom growled, tweaking Eleanor’s nipples. “His Lordship enjoys the sight of sapphistry very much—he won’t miss an opportunity with this one.”

A sapphist. A woman who slept with other women. Such an act was a terrible sin. Eleanor knew she should protest, and yet… She couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. She only shuddered, mind turning blank. Her mother’s admonitions and warnings grew faint as her body quivered from nerves and tension—utterly overwhelmed by the men’s skillful manipulation of her flesh. Mewling whimpers and moans escaped her lips, growing louder with each passing moment.

“Go ahead, girl.” Mr. Phillips’ voice echoed in her ears. “Come for us all. Show Mari what a wanton hussy his Lordship’s new pet is.”

Pet. Hussy. Girl. Wanton.

She wasn’t any of these things. At least, she didn’t think she was… Or rather, she hadn’t been before. But now? Eleanor didn’t know. She hardly knew who she was at all.

The pleasure, the pain—the embarrassment of being watched and toyed with—everything blurred together in a maelstrom.

The roar in her ears grew louder. The fire in her belly flared. Mr. Engstrom’s fingers tightened around her nipples like twin vises while Mr. Phillips thumbed the sensitive button atop her lips and suddenly she was screaming. Shrieking, sobbing, and quivering like a plucked string. The pleasure exploded within her, bursting forth like a dam, carrying her to oblivion on its torrent.

She didn’t know how long it lasted. The concept of time didn’t exist in that space. All she knew was when she opened her eyes, body still spasming with the memory of past pleasure, she was slumped against Mr. Engstrom. His strong arms all that kept her from falling out of her seat.

“So sensitive…” Mari purred. “This one is will prove so much fun for his Lordship. Perhaps he’ll finally have a playmate he doesn’t have to hold back on.”

“That’s what we hope for,” Mr. Engstrom replied. “It would be a happy day if that happens.”

“Indeed.” Mr. Phillips removed his hands and stood up. “Girl—Eleanor—gather your wits and sit upright. We’ve no time for this. Mari, will you make her presentable again?”

“With pleasure, Mr. Phillips.”


Epilogue

With quick movements, Mari gathered a damp cloth and wiped Eleanor clean. The fabric was almost painful on her highly sensitized lower lips—but not unpleasant.

Eleanor bit on her lip to keep from making a noise. With the haze of lust gone, she felt properly awake once more. The shame of all she had done crashed back with a vengeance.

But there was no time for embarrassment. Mr. Engstrom pushed her to her feet and Mari fixed her dress, while Mr. Phillips examined her with a critical eye.

“Very good,” he said. “Now that you’ve orgasmed twice, would you say you’re in the right frame of mind, Eleanor? None of this is about your pleasure, you understand. You’re here for Lord Beckett’s pleasure. To service him. To be attentive to him. Are you prepared to do your duty?”

Eleanor inhaled sharply. Be brave. Be strong. This was a challenge she had to surpass, for her family’s sake.

“Yes, sir.”

“Very good. Then I shall escort you to Lord Beckett. See that you do not disappoint us.” Mr. Phillips turned to Mr. Engstrom. “Will you join us?”

“No…” Mr. Engstrom shook his head. “Not yet, anyway. I think I’ll wait until Lord Beckett has his fill of fun. Perhaps then he’ll be in an amenable mood to share.”

The two men laughed, and even Mari joined in while Eleanor blushed and looked down. This was real. This was all happening. And despite the shame and humiliation his nonchalant words wrought, Eleanor felt her pulse quicken in anticipation all over again.

“He might not grow sated until the morrow if my expectations are correct. But when he is, I will join you.” Mr. Phillips gave her rear a firm smack. “Let’s be off, then. Keep up, girl, and mind your manners. Lord Beckett is a great man.”

“Yes—I will, sir.”

“Good luck, girl,” Mari said with a wink. “You never forget your first time.”

Eleanor gulped. Then Mr. Phillips opened the door and she scurried after him, heading toward the unknown. Heart beating faster with each step they took.

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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