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A Glimpse Inside

“A nice shade of red, I see.” Mr. Phillips chuckled and stepped toward her. His hand tapped her bottom, making her wince. “Still warm, too. Looks like you gave her a good bit of discipline.”

“Always best to start them on the right foot. Makes it clear in their minds where they stand and what they’re here for.”

“Indeed. But my…” Mr. Phillips squeezed her behind, the force of his fingers making Eleanor yelp out in pain. Her lower lips burned and pulsed in response. “What an ass on this girl. Lord Beckett will certainly be pleased.”

“I daresay. When you squeezed her, her nipples puckered immediately. I think she’s enjoying this.”

Eleanor whimpered. What did he mean she was enjoying this? Why would her nipples have anything to do with that? And how could anyone enjoy being brazenly groped, their dignity shredded away, cut down in ribbons and left scattered about like so much sheared wool? She wasn’t enjoying any of this in the least—

“By God,” Mr. Phillips said, his hand reaching between her legs to fondle her nether lips, “she’s wetter than any woman I’ve come across.”

Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut, trembling against his hand. No one had ever touched her down there. Even she hadn’t done so—not after her mother admonished her not to. It was the most shameful and indecent thing a woman could do, Mother said. So why did she feel so good?

Read on for the full story!


Eleanor’s Entrance


Chapter One

The door slammed in Eleanor’s face.

Another rejection, in a line of rejections too long to count with even both hands. The reasons were always the same. Not enough experience. Too unqualified. Lacking the ‘presence and bearing required’—whatever that even meant!

In her heart, she knew these were all fabrications. The true reason was simple. The shopkeepers and traders here in the big city looked down on country folk. They thought her a dimwit and simpleton with hay in her hair, simply for being new in this town and not yet knowing her way around as they did!

To some extent, they weren’t wrong. The city intimidated her, and the abundance of people jostling and bustling everywhere she looked made her head spin. But she knew her numbers and how to write—the nuns at Sunday school always said she was one of the brightest pupils! They’d always said she could go far, even become a nun herself one day, if she applied herself.

But no one here understood. Or perhaps they didn’t care to. And she had no way of getting through to them.

Despite coming to the big city, with opportunities all around her, Eleanor couldn’t find anyone to so much as give her a chance.

“Watch it, girl!” A crude voice called out.

She jumped out of the way just in time, narrowly avoiding a carriage pulled by a pair of beautiful horses. Living in the countryside with her mother and younger siblings, she knew a thing or two about livestock. These were the finest animals she’d ever seen.

Despite almost knocking her over, the driver seemed unconcerned. When he finally looked her way, his eyes widened. Annoyed expression turned into a leer.

She flushed and tightened the shawl around her shoulders, covering up her large bosom. Her dress covered her up to the neck, as was proper, but God had seen fit to gift her with a chest that attracted all kinds of attention no matter what she did to obscure it. Here in the city, it was even worse. People had no courtesy or patience for one another, and always sought only their own profit. The lecherous stares had been many—from men young and old—and each made her flush red and squirm in discomfort.

Discomfort combined with something else… A tingle she couldn’t quite place, but that surely meant something devilish was afoot. Lustful urges were the devil’s work, everyone knew that.

Still, she kept her head low. The emblem emblazoned on the carriage door belonged to the earl, Lord Beckett, ruler of the city and all the surrounding countryside—including her home. No matter the quality of his men, it was only right to pay it the highest respect.

A thought struck her and she clapped her hands in delight.

Of course! It was so obvious—the answer was before her eyes all along.

Though Lord Beckett was often away on business, the city remained his chief residence. Noble estates and manors always had jobs in need of doing: cooking, cleaning, laundry, and more. There would even be something for the likes of her, if she was lucky.

The thought of showing her face at a place so fine made her heart tremble, but what choice was there? The fear of working in a place so important was nothing compared to her fear of coming home empty-handed.

Worse than empty-handed. When her mother saw her off that morning, in the wee hours before first light, she’d given her money to help on her journey.

“An investment in you, Elly, for when you’re in that big city,” Mother had said.

Eleanor hitched a ride into town on the back of a farmer’s wagon, sitting alongside a whole heap of turnips. An old family friend and distant cousin of her late father’s, the farmer took her to town free of charge and would drive her back at dusk, too. That meant the money was purely to help her navigate around in the city.

“And to grease the wheels,” as Mother said. Although Eleanor didn’t quite understand what that meant or why she’d be tasked with greasing a wagon.

But regardless of its original purpose, the money was gone. In her excitement to be away from home—for the first time ever—she’d rewarded herself during her midday break with a pastry from a baker and a mug of ale to wash down her lunch.

In this manner, it was all frittered away on silly nonsense with nothing to show for it.

She just knew Mother would tan her hide when she found out. First for the failure, then double for her extravagant spending. Mother was fair and kind, but stern in the face of anything she saw as improper. There’d be no escaping her wrath if Eleanor came home empty-handed.

Like it or not, Lord Beckett’s estate was her last chance. Whether it was scrubbing floors or pots and pans in the kitchens, or even hauling water from the river for laundry, she would jump at the chance to do honest work.

A few questions were all it took to find directions to the manor, though it took a little while longer to actually reach it. Her feet were sore by the time she arrived at the grand estate.

Eleanor gasped, feeling small before its majestic grandeur. Even in this vast city, she’d never seen a finer building. Wrought iron gates led to a path through a beautiful garden. Immaculate plants and flowers bloomed everywhere, prettier than any she’d seen in the wild. Past the garden, a set of carved marble stairs led up to an expansive entryway.

The sight stole her breath away. It was much too fine for a country girl like her. Even the idea of her traipsing up there to knock on the door and inquire about a job filled her with horror.

There were no guards or servants about. No one she could ask for assistance or to deliver a message. But servants needed to work, so perhaps there was a back entrance for them… Someplace more suited for someone of her means and station.

She followed the fence, feeling the cold iron under her fingertips as she did.

Her suspicion proved accurate. In the estate’s rear, another gate waited for her. Much smaller this time, it opened to the manor grounds. From there a path led past a storage shed to a plain wooden door—and the manor’s interior.

Not a soul was in sight. Mustering her courage, Eleanor pushed the gate open and stepped through.

She was just past the shed when a shadowy figure slipped away from the shed’s wall and a heavy hand grabbed her shoulder.

“Well-well, what do we have here?”

The rough hand spun her about, bringing her face to face with a large, burly man. Dark eyes met her own, squinting suspiciously before shifting down to examine her body.

“Who are you, girl, and what are you doing here?” He demanded, not meeting her eyes. She colored, knowing he stared at her bosom.

“Elly… I mean—that is—Eleanor Ellsworth,” she squeaked, rattled and out of sorts due to his rough appearance and crude eyes, still fixed on her chest.

“That’s who you are, girl, now what’s your business?” The man grabbed her chin and patted her all over with his free hand. “You a thief? Got any weapons or other tools of mischief on you?”

“N-no!” She stammered, indignation flaring at his uncouth manner.

He ignored her, hand groping her thighs as he continued the search.

She bit her lip, swallowing down the humiliation that filled her belly with heat. Not once had anyone treated her like this! And yet—somehow—the touch wasn’t unpleasant. A small part of her rather liked his brutish hand mauling her delicate flesh.

But that was wrong. She couldn’t let this go on! “I swear I’m no thief; I’m a good girl, I am!”

“Then what are you sneaking into the manor for, girl?” The man demanded, eyes ablaze with something feral that made Eleanor shiver.

His hand reached between her legs and she shuddered, this time from a pulse of pleasure. Shame filled her, flooding her cheeks with color. Mother always told her that to feel good from the spot between her legs was something only women of the night and Satan’s minions did!

“I’m here for a job! Please—you have to believe me!”

“Tsk.” The guard grabbed her arm and stepped back. His big, rough hand encircled her bicep like it was nothing. She tried to get free but it was no use. “No wriggling! If you’re here for work, why didn’t you give it to me straight from the start, girl?”

“I wanted to—”

“Forget it—no more of your lip.” He hauled her to the door, then inside the manor. “If you’re here to work then I know who to bring you to. You sass him, and you’ll be right sorry.”

Frightened, she struggled to keep up with his long strides. First groped and now manhandled—was she in over her head?

And why had his hand felt so good? Even now, beneath the anger over his brusque use of force, she felt something stirring deep within her.

She pushed the thought aside and tried to steady her breath and gather her wits. All too soon, they reached their destination.


Chapter Two

The guard came to an abrupt halt before a plain door, much like the half dozen others they had already passed on their way through the manor. A few servants had cast curious glances as they passed. Some filled with disdain, others open amusement—no doubt wondering and guessing as to why he’d dragged in a random girl off the street.

Her captor knocked. After a moment’s pause a clear, strong voice called out, “Enter.”

“Pardon the intrusion, sir,” the guard said as he swung open the door. He shoved her inside, and Eleanor stumbled into a room dominated by a huge wooden desk, stacked high with papers and forms. A stern man sat behind it, with spectacles on his face and a pen in his hand, scribbling something in a neat hand.

He spared her a glance and Eleanor shivered. Whoever he was, he was undoubtedly very important. With just one look it felt like he’d already peered down to her soul and seen her true worth.

“Found this one out back, skulking about. Thought she was up to some mischief but she claims to be here for work, sir.”

The stern man finished a sentence and set down his pen. “Here to work or not, we can’t have strays wandering about his Lordship’s estate. You did well catching this one, Harold.”

“Thank you, sir. Just doing the job.”

The older man nodded and removed his spectacles, cleaning them with a rag. He was handsome, Eleanor realized with a start. The hair on his temples was fading to gray, lending him a distinguished air. Not at all like the guard, but a proper and stately gentleman.

“You said she was skulking?”

“Uh, yes, sir. Trying to come up the back way toward the estate. I thought she might be a thief or some gutter rat come to pilfer the kitchens, but she didn’t have nothing on her. No lockpicks or stolen goods—none of that sort of thing.”

“I see.” The man put his glasses back on and fixed her with his gaze, looking her up and down like a curious specimen.

“Sir, I’m not a thief, I swear it,” Eleanor said. “I am very sorry I troubled anyone; I simply need a job and didn’t know where else to turn or who I might ask…”

The man considered her for a moment, before speaking. “Harold, you’ve done well but you may go. I’ll handle things from here.”

“Yes, sir!” The guard looked a tad disappointed, but bowed his head and left the room without a backward glance.

Eleanor’s stomach fluttered. Should she have bowed, too? Or courtesied, rather? In her little hamlet, there was never any call for such things. It pained her to admit she wasn’t confident she even knew how to do it without tripping over. Still, it was best to show proper respect.

She courtesied, a little clumsily, and the man chuckled. “You seem an earnest and polite young girl. Have you a name?”

“Eleanor Ellsworth, my Lo—” She froze, unsure of how to address him.

“Mr. Engstrom. That’s what you may call me—or sir. I am not a noble, merely a steward for Lord Beckett.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ellsworth… I take it you’re a farmgirl?”

“Yes, Mr. Engstrom.”

He nodded and stroked his chin, examining her more thoroughly than anyone had ever looked at her before. She squirmed and tried to resist the urge to smooth her skirt or fidget.

“So you’re here to work… Why here, of all places, pray tell? We typically only hire on recommendation. There are many a would-be aristocrat’s daughters, eager to work here and earn Lord Beckett’s favor, you know.”

She didn’t know. If she had, she never would have mustered the courage to come.

Eleanor swallowed. “I-I’m desperate, Mr. Engstrom. Sir, my family is very poor. It’s just me and my mother, and she’s getting on in the years. With two little ones in the house, I have to do my part.”

“Two, you say?” His eyebrow’s rose. “Yours…?”

“My little brother and sister, sir.”

“Ah. Well then, how about you spin around for me, girl. Let me get a good look at you.”

It galled to be called a girl and ordered around in such a manner, but Eleanor didn’t dare let a retort pass her lips. Instead, she turned as he asked, eyes straight ahead. If this helped her secure the job, then she didn’t mind.

“Very good.” Mr. Engstrom leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. “You have a fine figure, girl. Presentation is important here, as you may understand. To serve Lord Beckett you must look the proper part.” He watched her like a hawk and she nodded quickly. “What manner of skills do you have?”

“I, um…” Eleanor cleared her throat. To be stared at so intensely, by a man of such power, made her light-headed and woozy. She struggled to gather her wits. “I can sew, cook, scrub and clean. Do the laundry and tend to the horses and—”

“We have plenty of servants for that sort of work.” Mr. Engstrom’s voice was flat and brooked no discussion. “But there may be a use for you yet. How old are you, girl?”

“Sir! It’s not right, asking a lady her age—”

Mr. Engstrom’s eyes hardened. He sat forward, back straight as a rod, and Eleanor instantly understood her mistake. She’d spoken out of turn to someone far above her. Just the thought of the scolding she would receive, or how Mother would flay her if she found out, made her knees weak.

“I’m eighteen, sir,” she said, stumbling over her words, eyes downcast. “I’m a woman grown, not a girl. Begging your pardon, but why does it matter?”

“Oho!” He chuckled as though pleased. “You have some fire in you, I see. But speaking out of turn to your betters like that will earn you a proper birching if you’re employed here. We will tolerate none of your lip and sass, girl. Am I clear?”

“Y-yes, sir.” She clutched her skirt and still didn’t dare meet his gaze. Not even her mother could look at her in a way that made her feel so small and frail. She didn’t want to be birched at all. Just the thought of the pain made her tremble. The image of being birched by Mr. Engstrom himself made it hard to breathe.

“As for your question… The work here is rigorous, and there are some things only adults can handle. You’re unproven, still a slip of a girl as far as I’m concerned, so you’ve a long way to go if you wish to earn my respect. Are you ready to work for it? Willing to truly work for it—like you never have in your life?”

“I am, sir! More than anything.”

“Then your first rule—look at me when I’m speaking to you.”

Eleanor looked up immediately, frightened that she’d already done something wrong. Mr. Engstrom had an appraising look in his eyes, as though he were evaluating her every movement. She knew she couldn’t disappoint him again.

“Better. You can’t tell what’s required of you when you’re looking down at your feet. This work is challenging. You’re in Lord Beckett’s manor, asking to be part of his retinue. Neither disobedience nor insolence will be tolerated. You’ll have to perform at a high level and to exacting standards. So don’t waste my time.”

The intensity of his gaze made her mouth dry. She thought of her mother and sweet, little siblings back home. If she faltered here, not only would her mother tan her behind upon her return, but they would all go hungrier for it. She had to be brave.

“I won’t, sir,” she said, with more confidence than she felt. “I’m quick to learn and pick up new skills. Whatever task you put me to, I’ll learn to do it better than anyone.”

“Good, good. That’s what I like to hear. But if I take you on, that makes you my responsibility. Your failures would be my failures. You’ll serve at the pleasure of his Lordship and his visitors, in whatever capacity they require, and you can imagine how any mistakes on your part would reflect poorly on me. So I’ll say again, just to be perfectly frank: if you have any qualms—any reservations about doing what is expected of you—voice them now so you can be escorted out. Because I will be damned if I have my time wasted by a chit of a girl.”

Eleanor swallowed hard. A voice in the back of her mind warned her to back out now, while she had the chance. For a man like Mr. Engstrom to voice such doubts made her fear that the job’s requirements would be beyond her ken. But the thought of serving someone as important as Lord Beckett directly filled her with excitement.

Besides, there were no other options for her.

“I’m ready, sir, and I swear I won’t waste your time.”

“Very good.” A small smile graced Mr. Engstrom’s lips. Again, Eleanor realized how handsome he was. “Though there’s still the matter of what position I could even offer you…”

“I’ll do anything, Mr. Engstrom.”

“Anything?”

A thrill ran through her. The way he said the word, almost like he was hinting at something dark and secret, filled her with fear… And a touch of excitement. She didn’t know what it was or what it meant, only that she felt it each time he looked at her with his keen, piercing eyes.

Eleanor licked her lips. Then, breathless, she said, “Yes sir.”


Chapter Three

Mr. Engstrom stood from his seat. Standing upright, he towered two hands over her, at the least. An imposing man, he cut a dominating figure, though a bit wider around the middle than in his prime.

The feeling of being small and defenseless in his presence rose, stronger than ever, as he stepped toward her.

“Come now, no need to fret,” he said and laid his hand on her shoulder in reassurance. The grip was strong, the hand warm. “Things here are harsh but fair. I expect everyone to serve to the measure of their ability and do such work as befits their station. Since you’re polite and easy on the eyes, there will be a place for you, too. Provided you are willing to put in the work, and are obedient. Would you say you’re a good girl, Eleanor?”

“I…” She licked her lips and looked down—disconcerted by his proximity and hand on her shoulder—before remembering what he’d said and looking back into his arresting eyes. “I’d like to think so, sir. Mother says so, and so did the nuns at Sunday school.”

He chuckled. “That’s a start, at the least. But take your outburst earlier. That would warrant a stiff punishment under normal circumstances. I’ll overlook it since you weren’t employed yet, but I reckon I ought to at least give you a taste of what discipline here is like.”

Her eyes widened and heart hammered in her chest. Punished? How? She didn’t dare ask, for the thought of being punished as though she were a child filled her with shame. Another thought drew her attention, instead. “’Yet’, sir? Does that mean you’ll take me on after all?”

“I shall. As a probationary hire, anyway. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means you’re a step closer, but you’ll have to pass all my trials before I make you a full servant in this household.”

“Sir! Thank you, I promise you won’t regret this!” Punishment or no, she smiled with delight.

“Taking the discipline I mentioned is your first test. It’s important to weed out any spineless creatures who try to weasel their way into the household, only to then bring shame on themselves and the estate when they break down and flee.”

“I’d never!” Only someone craven and wretched would betray the trust placed in them.

“Good… But an assurance isn’t enough. I have to be certain. Tell me, have you been switched before?”

Eleanor paled, then turned red. Her tummy fluttered. “D-do you mean, as in, whacked on the—pardon my language—bum, sir?”

“Just so.”

She bit her lip and glanced down, but Mr. Engstrom’s fingers tightening around her shoulder made her look back up immediately. “Only once, sir, when I was little. Mother did it, and she spanks my brother and sister often when they’ve misbehaved. Only with the bare hand, though.”

“That’s well and good, but here we use a switch or a cane for punishment. Nothing delivers the lesson quite like it, and it ensures you retain what you’ve learned. No sense in a lesson that’s forgotten too soon, is there?”

“No, sir…” Eleanor said, squirming where she stood. The fluttery sensation grew stronger. Her face was very hot.

Mr. Engstrom stepped back behind his desk and pulled out a wooden switch, lithe and smooth. He gave it a swing, cutting through the air with a menacing swish.

“If you’re frightened, you are free to leave,” Mr. Engstrom informed her as he tapped the switch against his palm. “I can call Harold to escort you out, none the worse for wear aside from wasting my time—and yours. Or you can stay, submit to the punishment you brought on yourself. It may help remedy your tongue, and give you a lesson on how to behave in the future.”

“I…” She broke off, struggling to summon the words. The fluttering in her belly was unbearable and she felt hot and feverish all over. “I’ll accept your discipline, sir.”

“Very good.” Mr. Engstrom smiled. “Go ahead and present yourself.”

Eleanor lowered her head and lifted her hands, palms facing up, parallel to the floor.

“What are you doing?”

She looked up at him. “Presenting myself, sir. You’ll strike my palms, as the nuns did for naughty children, won’t you?”

Mr. Engstrom stared at her for a moment, and then a loud laugh burst from his belly. “No, you silly girl. You’ll be disciplined on your ass—the proper way.”

She gasped. It was her turn to stare at him, now. That wasn’t something a man could do to a lady! A husband to his wife or a father to his daughter was fine, but she was a grown woman and he a stranger… Heat rose in her cheeks. The enormity of the situation filled her with frightful tingles.

“Girl… I don’t have all day. Either bend over my desk and present your bottom, or I shall send you away. There will be no discussion, this is House Beckett tradition and not for the likes of you to question!”

With a squeak, she did as he ordered. She slid a stack of papers over, clearing a space to rest her elbows as she leaned forward. The humiliation galled, but at least—

“What do you think you’re doing?” Mr. Engstrom sighed, exasperated. “I can’t punish you over all that clothing.”

Her face turned beet red. “S-sir, you can’t—you can’t possibly mean for me to—”

“That is exactly what I mean, girl.”

Eleanor bit her lip. She squeezed her eyes shut and lifted her dress and petticoat to her waist. The shame of being so exposed, covered only by her shift and drawers before the eyes of a man filled her with uncontrollable emotions that twisted and writhed through her belly.

“And the rest? Don’t dawdle, girl. Discipline must be administered on the skin or it’s no good at all.”

She whined and hung her head. What would Mother say if she saw her like this? Would she scold Eleanor for being in such a disgraceful position, or berate her for disobeying a man of Mr. Engstrom’s stature and raising a fuss?

“Are you questioning my authority yet again?” Mr. Engstrom’s voice sounded dangerous. The switch cut through the air, making her squeak in fear.

“No sir! I’ll be good.”

Eleanor chewed her lip and pulled up her shift. Cool air hit her nether regions through the opening of her drawers. Mr. Engstrom drew a sharp breath. The shame of being on display prickled her, made her feel sweaty and slick down below. It filled her with fiery heat, as though he’d already spanked her.

She struggled to think of anything else as she lowered the drawers and bared herself fully, exposing her soft, pale rear to the eyes of a man for the first time in her life.

“You will feel inclined to dance and move away,” Mr. Engstrom said. “I urge you to resist the impulse.”

“I’ll try my best—”

A scream tore from Eleanor’s throat. The first strike of the switch fell without warning, leaving a burning stripe of hellfire on her rear.

“Try not to scream too much, either—you aren’t a child, girl.”

Eleanor nodded, and the punishment began in earnest.

Mr. Engstrom was thorough. Strike after strike coated her bottom in fiery stripes. Their heat built, added and multiplied, searing her flesh. Not just the skin but deeper, too, seeping into her backside.

She squirmed and danced despite her best efforts not to. The pain of the spanking surpassed expectations. Each blow ripped pained, shameful whimpers and shuddering gasps from her lips.

After a few minutes, Mr. Engstrom tsked and laid his palm on the small of her back to still her wild movements. Heat spread from his hand into her skin. No man had ever touched her like that. His palm felt rough and calloused, pleasant on her soft skin.

Without thinking about it, she pushed back slightly, angling up toward his hand. Bringing herself closer to the blows of his switch in the process.

“Your bottom is turning a fine shade of red.” Mr. Engstrom said, his voice strained and thick. “These welts should provide a splendid lesson for you to remember, don't you agree?”

“Yes, sir!” She sniveled and dropped her head to her arms as he continued.

The heat in her rear built and seeped deeper inside, uniting and blurring together with the warmth that had been steadily rising inside her belly, ever since that rogue Harold groped her outside. She couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything. Even keeping track of the time or the number of blows proved beyond her.

Something awakened and pulsed deep inside her. An insidious hunger she couldn’t place.

Suddenly, the blows stopped and Eleanor whined.

Her eyes snapped open. When had she even closed them? Why did she just make that pathetic, needy noise? She didn’t understand what was happening to her.

Mr. Engstrom set the switch down on the table beside her, and his warm hand caressed her bare rear. The touch was soothing and gentle but ignited something within her. She had to bite her lip to keep from making another shameful noise.

She knew she should stop him, that this was crossing the line from discipline into something else. Something her mother would disapprove of most strongly. But the words wouldn’t come, no matter how embarrassed she felt. The pleasure his hand brought was too great, too distracting.

“There, there, no more sniffling.” As Mr. Engstrom spoke, his hand soothed the hurt he’d caused to her bottom. “You took that well, all things considered. I expected you to try getting away more—as most girls do their first time. Perhaps it’s a sign of how well you’ll do here. Especially now that you have these fine welts to remind you how to behave.”

He stepped back, and the absence of touch made her feel cold despite heat rising from her bottom like a furnace. She could scarcely imagine how red she must be back there, or the way it would bruise. Sitting would be uncomfortable for at least the rest of the day.

“Th-thank you, Mr. Engstrom, sir,” she said, without changing position. Despite the embarrassment it caused, she felt too weak and light-headed to move.

“Girl…” He sounded strange. “Did you wet yourself?”

“What?!” She forgot herself for a moment, horror and shame overriding whatever other emotional turmoil her mind grappled with. Now that she thought about it, her thighs were sticky. Tears welled in her eyes. “Sir, I didn’t—I wouldn’t—”

“Silence.”

She froze, utterly still, as Mr. Engstrom stepped back toward her. He crouched and she gasped, knowing without needing to check that he was peering right at her most intimate area. Shame stabbed at her like a hot poker, boiling her insides.

Mother had said to her once: “Men are like beasts, so you must always be watchful of your virtue around them, Elly. Be modest and chaste, lest anyone try to lead you toward sinful ways.”

I’m sorry, Mother, she thought as she buried her face in her arms. To be displayed in such a lewd manner before a man was surely a terrible sin.

Despite the shame, or perhaps because of it, she felt something drip from between her legs. Her body felt hotter than ever.

A chuckle came from Mr. Engstrom, one that quickly grew into booming laughter as he stood upright. “Girl, you truly are something. Fear not, you didn’t soil yourself—or my desk. There would have been hell to pay if you had, believe me. Now, make yourself decent and be quick about it.”

She pulled her drawers back up and stood, letting shift and skirts fall back into place and cover her nakedness. Her legs felt shaky and she felt most strange. Feverish and ungainly, like she wanted to crawl out of her skin.

Mr. Engstrom pulled out a pocket watch, a fancy silver piece with intricate engravings, and clicked his tongue. “That took longer than I anticipated. Come along and keep up—and don’t touch anything.”

“Where… Where are you taking me, sir—if I may ask?”

“We’re going to see about getting you a proper uniform. Can’t have you traipsing about in those rags, can we?”

She wore her Sunday best, but the look in Mr. Engstrom’s eyes told her it would be pointless to argue. Still, the thought of wearing fine livery, perhaps marked with Lord Beckett’s crest, filled her with glee. The whole shameful experience would be well worth it if that could happen!

As for the strange emotions still roiling her belly, she needed to put them out of her mind. Best to forget whatever that was, and hope Mr. Engstrom would forget, too. She never wanted her mother to hear about any of this.

“Come, girl, and do keep up,” Mr. Engstrom said, waving for her to follow as he opened the door. “There’ll be an assessment you must undergo, but I have an idea now of where to place you.”


Chapter Four

An assessment.

The words had an ominous, frightening air. She didn’t even want to imagine what more she would need to endure.

As she trotted to keep up with Mr. Engstrom’s long strides, the welts on her rear grew increasingly painful. Each step made her clothes shift and scratch at the tender flesh, aggravating the pain. Reminding her of the humiliating experience she just endured.

Still, a sore bottom was a small price to pay to secure a good job. In one stroke, she’d solve all her family’s troubles! The thought infused her with energy. No matter what, she’d persevere.

They walked down wide corridors and passed busy servants, scurrying about their tasks to and fro. Just as before, they cast curious looks toward her from the corners of their eyes.

Eleanor gripped her skirt tight. Try as she might to ignore them, it felt like they knew. Like each look was a silent accusation, confronting her with what she had done: bared her private area to a man’s investigation and received his discipline and enjoyed it, in some peculiar sense.

It was impossible, and yet she could swear that they did. Half the passing maids wore knowing smiles, like they understood exactly what the state of her rear was.

The men they passed were even worse. While the woman courtesied to Mr. Engstrom and stayed out of his way, the men always stopped for a chat and let their eyes rove over her, observing her the way a dog might a piece of meat. It felt like they knew, too, and found her condition a source of amusement.

She tried to convince herself it was all in her head, but the fluttering in her belly and feverish heat did not abate.

“Here we are.”

Mr. Engstrom pushed open a door and ushered her inside a large storeroom. A man of regal bearing, with dark hair and a bold, aquiline nose, looked up from his work.

“George, what brings you by?” He asked, voice rich and melodious. Sharp eyes took in her appearance, sizing her up much as Mr. Engstrom had done. “And who is this fresh-faced girl you’ve brought with you?”

“A prospective new hire. One I believe may be well suited to attend to his Lordship’s needs.”

“Oh?” The dark-haired man chuckled. “She does seem quite pretty, under those clothes. A touch shy, perhaps? Lord Beckett ought to be pleased.”

Mr. Engstrom chuckled, too. “Shy now, certainly, but you should have seen her earlier, Robert… She had the most intriguing response to being switched. I believe she’ll regale Lord Beckett to no end.”

She bit her lip as her face heated. Why was Mr. Engstrom telling this man such a thing? What did they want of her, and why did they think Lord Beckett would be so amused? She didn’t understand anything that was happening, and yet she still dared not speak. Alone in a room with two such powerful men, who held the power to determine her fate, she could only squirm where she stood and await their instructions.

“Intriguing, George?” The man called Robert asked. “Don’t hold back, tell me the details!”

“She got wet between her legs, she did. From nothing more than my switch on her rear. I expected her to put up a fuss but instead, she was meek as a kitten. Weren’t you, girl?”

Eleanor’s eyes darted to Robert, then to Mr. Engstrom. She squirmed, too ashamed to answer, but too frightened of the consequences not to. Finally, she squeaked out, “Yes…”

Mr. Engstrom grabbed her by the chin and looked at her sternly. “That man there is Mr. Phillips, head butler of this estate. Personal attendant to Lord Beckett, and in charge of all the servants around here. Give him your proper respect, girl.”

He released her, and she quickly courtesied to Robert—to Mr. Phillips. “I’m terribly sorry, sir, it won’t happen again, I swear it.”

“Shh, it’s quite alright. You’re still new. I allow a modicum of leniency on the first day.” He smiled at her. “Please don’t make me regret it.”

“I won’t, sir!”

“Good. Then tell me clearly, girl, is what Mr. Engstrom said true? Did you get wet between your legs?”

“I did, sir.” She forced the words out despite her face burning. But Mr. Phillips only looked at her, as though expecting something more. Embarrassment filled her once more. A flush spread through her body. “I… got wet between my legs. Sir.”

What was the use in hiding something already known? And with her job on the line and the tantalizing promise of getting to serve the Lord Beckett himself, she couldn’t afford any more mishaps.

“Well now, that wasn’t so hard, was it? Always answer me honestly and promptly and carry out your duties as specified. The same goes for when you speak with Mr. Engstrom. And, of course, Lord Beckett, but you understand that already, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir, I do. I’ll be good, I promise.” The last thing she needed was to have her bottom punished once more! She didn’t think she could handle that.

“Good… Then tell us, are you wet between your legs now?”

Her eyes widened and pulse raced. Without even checking, she couldn’t mistake the sticky sensation she felt down below—but how could she answer that? How could such a question even be countenanced?

“Go on, tell us the truth, girl.” Mr. Engstrom crossed his arms over his chest and looked at her with amusement.

“I…” Emotions warred within her. She squirmed on the spot, squeezing her legs together, and almost gasped at the pleasure that suddenly bloomed. More wetness trickled down her thighs, no doubt soiling her undergarments. What in the world was happening to her? Thoughts of her mother and stern admonishments regarding sin and virtue flashed through her mind. But her mother had also said that God abhorred liars, and good girls were to always obey their betters.

“Yes?”

“I am, sir,” she said, red-faced and ashamed.

Mr. Phillips stared at her a moment and then barked a laugh. “Good Lord, George, you’ve brought in a harlot!”

“And a fine looking one, at that. Lord Beckett will certainly be pleased. Especially with how easily she blushes. A harlot that blushes like a virgin—who could ask for better?”

“S-sir! That’s not true!” Even if it meant talking back to the two men, she couldn’t allow them to think she was some kind of loose, wanton woman! “I’ve never—that is, I’m not a—”

“Girl, don’t lie…” Mr. Engstrom growled, but Mr. Phillips raised a hand to forestall him.

“You’ve never done what, girl?”

“Never…you know. With a man.” She blushed furiously, unable to speak the horrid words. Unwed sexual congress was a great sin, her mother made that point quite clear to her when she was still young. Even the thought of such a thing made her cringe. “I’ve been a good girl all my life, I swear it, sir.”

“A good girl who gets wet between the legs?”

“I-I don’t know why that’s happening, sir.” She whimpered and looked at him, eyes brimming with tears. “I’m no harlot, I swear.”

Mr. Phillips stroked his chin, watching her. He and Mr. Engstrom shared a glance, then the former spoke. “Do you mean to tell us that you’re a maiden?”

She nodded vehemently. “That’s right, sir.”

Mr. Engstrom whistled while the head butler looked contemplative.

“You understand there are ways to confirm your words, right? And it’s very important we do. You see, Lord Beckett will be most interested in this. He prizes virtuous servants above all else.”

Eleanor didn’t understand what they meant but nodded, eager to finally put the misunderstanding to rest. “I’ll swear to it in the Lord’s name and on the grave of my father, sir.”

“No need to go that far. There’s a simple test. Would you allow me?”

She nodded her assent, and Mr. Phillips smiled. “Then remove your clothing at once.”

Eleanor stared at him. Was she dreaming? “S-sir…?”

“For the test, girl. Remove your clothes—every stitch.” He crossed his arms and looked at her, patience giving way to the brusque attitude of one used to command—and who did not take kindly to questions. “You need to be fitted for a proper uniform anyway, so we’ll do both at once. Get on with it.”

She looked to Mr. Engstrom, beseeching him, but he made no move. Rather, a small smile curled his lips and she realized he was looking forward to seeing her nakedness once again.

Eleanor hung her head and squeezed her eyes shut. What could she do? What choice did she have? To leave now would be to forfeit this job and amazing opportunity. Her mother would scold her for her failure and wasting their meager funds. And, she’d still have a sore bottom, anyway. What point would there be to that indignity if she left now?

Trying to not look at the men, she lifted her dress over her head. Immediately, she felt her skin cool and cover with gooseflesh. The men’s eyes focused on her with such intensity they felt like a physical caress. Her nether regions grew warmer and slicker. Heat roiled her belly, even as the humiliation of her position threatened to make her burst into tears.

Next came the pettiskirt. She folded it and laid it on a nearby crate, atop the dress. Left in her undergarments and boots, she felt bare as a newborn. The thin material of her shift did nothing to hide the swell of her sizable bosom, or the protruding nipples. They felt hard as pebbles, and sensitize like never before.

She chewed her lip and took one more look at the men before lifting the shift. Her breasts bounced free, and both men drew in sharp breaths.

Her face heated. The humiliation of being switched was nothing compared to what she felt now. At least that had been for the sake of discipline. Even a child could see the merit of that. But now she stood exposed, with her breasts on display for two strangers, and their eyes roved over her like hungry beasts.

Worse still, she didn’t dislike it.

Eleanor squeezed her legs together to keep her drawers from opening and attempted to cover her breasts with her arms. “Sir, please, isn’t this enough?”

“Not at all,” Mr. Phillips said. “I can’t test your virtue with you covered up like that.”

“Perhaps we should assist you?” Mr. Engstrom came up behind her. Big, strong hands encircled her slim waist and dragged down, fingers hooking through the waistband of her drawers.

She squeaked and jumped. Embarrassment, fright, and a peculiar excitement warred inside her gut. “S-sir, please…!”

“Yes, come now, George—it’s important she does this herself. There’ll be time for that later.”

Mr. Engstrom pulled back with a reluctant sigh. Eleanor was so relieved, she didn’t even think to question what Mr. Phillips meant when he said, ‘later.’

She lowered her drawers, bending forth at the waist as she did. Mr. Engstrom moved so he stood a few paces behind her, and she realized with a start he was getting a good look at her rear. She stepped out of the undergarment and immediately straightened, flushing beet red.

“Turn to Mr. Phillips and let him look at your backside,” he told her. “You’ll appreciate what I did, Robert.”

She didn’t dare disobey. No matter how much embarrassment all this caused her. She set the drawers aside and turned as he asked, coming face to face with Mr. Engstrom in the process. He didn’t look at her. Not at her eyes, anyway. His gaze focused only on her breasts. When she tried to cover herself, his glare was such that her hands dropped of their own accord.

“A nice shade of red, I see.” Mr. Phillips chuckled and stepped toward her. His hand tapped her bottom, making her wince. “Still warm, too. Looks like you gave her a good bit of discipline.”

“Always best to start them on the right foot. Makes it clear in their minds where they stand and what they’re here for.”

“Indeed. But my…” Mr. Phillips squeezed her behind, the force of his fingers making Eleanor yelp out in pain. Her lower lips burned and pulsed in response. “What an ass on this girl. Lord Beckett will certainly be pleased.”

“I daresay. When you squeezed her, her nipples puckered immediately. I think she’s enjoying this.”

Eleanor whimpered. What did he mean she was enjoying this? Why would her nipples have anything to do with that? And how could anyone enjoy being brazenly groped, their dignity shredded away, cut down in ribbons and left scattered about like so much sheared wool? She wasn’t enjoying any of this in the least—

“By God,” Mr. Phillips said, his hand reaching between her legs to fondle her nether lips, “she’s wetter than any woman I’ve come across.”

Eleanor squeezed her eyes shut, trembling against his hand. No one had ever touched her down there. Even she hadn’t done so—not after her mother admonished her not to. It was the most shameful and indecent thing a woman could do, Mother said. So why did she feel so good?

Her head grew fuzzy and breath turned labored as Mr. Phillips kept his hand there, caressing between her legs without the slightest regard for decency.

“Have a feel, George, you won’t be sorry.”

Her eyes snapped open in time to see Mr. Engstrom approach, a wicked smile on his face. They were passing her about like an object, a toy for their amusement. She opened her mouth to protest, but once Mr. Engstrom’s palm cupped between her legs the words morphed into a shameful moan.

“You’re soaking wet, girl.” Mr. Engstrom said, rubbing her lips back to front. One particular spot made her twitch each time that he touched it. Before she knew what was happening, she pressed herself on his hand. “Still going to say you’re not a harlot?”

“I…” It was a struggle to form words. She hardly knew which way was up, much less what she needed to say to convince them. “Sir, I don’t…understand. Please… It’s like there’s something possessing my mind. Like I’m going insane!”

“Insane? Silly girl.” Mr. Engstrom chuckled as his fingers focused on the sensitive spot, circling it again and again, sending waves of pleasure tumbling through her. “Haven’t you ever come before? Orgasmed?”

“S-sir…?” Her voice was breathless, odd to her own ears. Everything spun, and despite the tremendous shame she’d felt earlier, she didn’t even mind that Mr. Phillips’ hands were still on her, too. First caressing her rear, then reaching around to maul at her bosom. As his fingers dug into the soft flesh and palms rubbed her hard nipples, even greater pleasure blossomed within her. “I… I don’t… understand…”

“Oh my… Robert, we may have something truly special on our hands here.” Mr. Engstrom laughed, but his voice was husky and hoarse. He focused only on the pleasurable spot, now, rubbing it in tight circles that made Eleanor’s head swim.

“If she’s not lying… Then this will be quite the catch. Lord Beckett will be most pleased.” Mr. Phillips’ hands lifted from her breasts. Instead, he grabbed her nipples between his fingers and pinched them, hard enough to make her cry out—from pleasure, not pain. “You’re eager to please, aren’t you, girl?”

“Yes!” She wailed, the scream wrenched from her throat as though from the depths of her soul.

All the unfamiliar emotions and sensations battering her body exploded in one glorious burst. Eleanor screamed, writhing and bucking against their hands. Tears flowed from her eyes as pleasure scorched her flesh with its heat, searing her down to the bones.

How long it lasted, she couldn’t say. All she knew was that suddenly the maddening, all-consuming pleasure ran its course and she collapsed to her knees, sweaty and weak. Violent trembles racked her body as she struggled to breathe. The shame and humiliation of being bare and exposed before men tumbled back in a rush, even stronger for its long absence.

Just what had happened? She’d never experienced anything like that before… ‘Coming,’ Mr. Engstrom had called it. Whatever it meant, she suspected her mother would disapprove.

“Quite a response,” Mr. Engstrom said, chuckling wryly.

“Extraordinary. By her confusion, I can almost believe she’s a virgin…”

“Yes… Which means it’s even more of a shame we can’t have our own fun, given the sorry state she’s put us in.” Mr. Engstrom gestured toward his trousers. For the first time, Eleanor noticed a bulge. A tent had formed there, which hadn’t been there before.

She gasped. Even she knew what that meant. But surely they wouldn’t—they couldn’t—defile her like that?

Before she could ask, the storeroom door opened. A handsome blond man in fine clothes strolled inside, taking them all in at a glance.

“Screams in the manor, giggling servants, and my two chief attendants nowhere to be found,” the newcomer said. “Why am I not surprised?”


Epilogue

His attendants. Eleanor stared in mixed horror and awe at the man who could only be Lord Beckett himself. And here she was, naked as a babe on the floor! She tried to cover herself—no small feat with her bosom and nether regions both on display.

“Your pardon, my Lord.” Mr. Engstrom spread his arms and bowed. The grin on his face belied his apology. “We have a new applicant, as you can see, and we needed to vet her. She’s most… agreeable.”

“Oh yes, I can tell.” Even smirking, Lord Beckett looked handsome. “Though I could see better if she stopped trying to cover up. Girl! Stand upright. Hands at your sides and let me look at you.”

Eleanor opened her mouth, then thought better of it. Despite his easy-going rapport with Engstrom and Phillips, there was a hard edge to his eyes that said he was not to be crossed. Nor should any noble. It wasn’t for her to question their ways or deny their requests. Even if it filled her with shame like nothing she’d ever imagined.

She stood, looking down at the floor, unable to meet anyone’s gaze. Then she remembered Mr. Engstrom’s admonishment and forced her eyes to meet Lord Beckett’s.

He smiled, lush lips curling upward. He looked like a prince from a fairy book.

“You two have outdone yourselves,” Lord Beckett said. “She’ll do very nicely once broken in and properly trained. Turn around for me, girl.”

Burning with shame, she did as he ordered. To disobey was unthinkable.

“Mmm. Wonderful. Big, lovely breasts, a trim waist, shapely rear, and muscle on her thighs.” Each word he spoke felt like a caress. “I see by her rump you already punished her, and yet still she called out in that unseemly voice. That won’t do at all.”

“Our apologies, my Lord.” Mr. Phillips lowered his head. Unlike Mr. Engstrom, he seemed sincere. “That won’t happen again, we will make sure she is properly disciplined—”

“No. I’ll handle that. She intrigues me.” Lord Beckett smiled, and Eleanor felt a shudder run through her. The heat in her belly, snuffed out by her orgasm, returned. “Get her ready. Do the usual tests and make sure she understands what’s at stake. Then, once she is outfitted, bring her to me.”

Lord Beckett stepped closer, until he loomed over her. A firm hand, like a vise, grasped her chin.

“That’s when your service will truly begin.”

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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