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1. Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant The carriage pulled up in front of the small ramshackle house where all twelve members of the Smith family lived. Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, the owner of the local steel mill, was on a tour of the small town that had sprouted not far from his factory. It was more a show of goodwill than a sincere concern for his workers' well-being. Lord Dixon was a firm believer that the social status of a person was justified by nature and preordained by God. As far as he was concerned, it was simply the way of the world that strong men were meant to rule over the dispossessed masses. 

This was the third family he was visiting for the day, and he was personally very much looking forward to being done. He did it just so the local paper could write a story of how the good Lord watched over his hard working flock. He looked up through the window of his carriage and saw his assistant already scampering up to the flimsy door of the tiny house delivering a couple of loud knocks that made the whole frame shake. 

"Open up! This is Lord Dixon’s assistant and His Highness himself coming to visit you," the man bellowed. 

The door screeched open an inch and then further revealing the most beautiful apparition. For a minute, both men forgot to breathe as they gazed upon the bright-eyed auburn-haired young girl that had gingerly opened the door and was now looking down at them. 

"Hello," she said and lowered her eyes demurely as she caught sight of the tall beautifully dressed handsome man that stepped down from the coach. 

Both men smiled broadly when they saw her shudder beneath their open gazes. The assistant looked back and seeing the big smile plastered across Lord Dixon's face finally breathed a sigh of relief at having achieved his objective for the day. 

"What's your name, sweetheart?" The assistant asked, his attention back on the girl. 

"Elizabeth, sir." The young lady replied, her eyes still downcast. Elizabeth involuntarily bit her lip realizing that whoever these two men were, they had to be important and very rich. She had heard that men such as these expected and always got what they wished for. She stepped back and opened the door wider allowing them to enter the small house. They were both in their mid-40s and while not really handsome, they had a domineering personality about

them. She noticed that the one who was taller, and also apparently the boss, smiled thinly, his expression stern and curious as he studied her openly. 

"How old are you, sweetie," asked the big tall man that she realized had to be Lord Dixon, the owner of pretty much everything in their small backwoods county. 

"I turned eighteen just last week, sir," Elizabeth replied. 

"So young," commented the Lord. "Tell me then, when are your parents coming home?" 

"My father is due back from work any minute now. My mom went to the neighbors’ to borrow some flour for the bread she is making." 

"Very well. We will wait then." The two men walked over and seated themselves at the small rickety dinner table using the only two chairs there. 

This left Elizabeth standing awkwardly by the door. 

"Tell me, sweetie, do you do housework?" The Lord asked, all of a sudden interrupting the all-encompassing silence that had befallen the tiny room. 

Elizabeth nodded meekly. 

"Good. Good. Please do me a favor and take off that silly bonnet you're wearing. I want to see your hair," he ordered, and the girl did his bidding wondering what if anything she was expected to say. 

"Come here, darling," the man motioned, and when she tiptoed to where they were sitting, the Lord reached up and slid his fingers slowly through her auburn curls that hung well past her shoulders. "Tell me, little one, have you been with a man before?" 

Elizabeth shook her head, momentarily at a loss for words. "My parents have promised me to Joey, the son of the blacksmith. I am saving myself for him, sir." Elizabeth mentally chastised herself for perhaps giving the man too much information. After all she had just barely met him, and he probably considered it inappropriate to know that level of detail anyway. 

"Tell me, Elizabeth, do you know what prima nocta is?" Lord Dixon asked. 

Suddenly Elizabeth felt lightheaded and had to lean against the wall beside where the two men were sitting. 

"It is an old medieval custom, sir. Lords back then had the right to claim the chastity of a young girl on her wedding night." She added hoarsely. She could see how astonished both men appeared to be with her surprising knowledge of history. 

"How did you know that?" 

"When I have free time from working the fields, my Lord, I help Mrs. 

Andrews, our town librarian. She allows me to borrow a book every now and then." Elizabeth explained. "I love reading history, my Lord." 

"Excellent. I can tell we will get along famously," the Lord said and just then, the door creaked open revealing her mother and father as they walked in. 

Gruff and dirty, short and stocky, the old couple couldn't look more different than the two rich, elegant men seated at their dinner table. 

Elizabeth felt her breath catch in her throat at the screaming disparity between her parents and the Lord. It was almost as if they belonged to a different species! 

"Mom and dad, this is Lord Dixon and his assistant Mr. Jeffrey," Elizabeth stammered. The two men remained seated merely acknowledging the new arrivals by a curt nod. 

It was as if her parents had somehow intruded on them and disturbed the Lord by entering their home! 

"I am in the process of doing a tour of my workers' living conditions," 

explained the Lord. "The press has been going on and on about the alleged squalor of your circumstances." 

An awkward silence followed the man's words finally interrupted when Elizabeth's father mumbled, "Yes, sir," before shifting his stare back down at the floor in obvious shame at the poverty of his family. 

"Now, now, my man, no reason to be ashamed." The Lord said his voice deep and reassuring. “Life is what it is. As Mr. Darwin has so eloquently described in his book that was published just last year, nature is simply set up that way

– God dictates the survival of the better and fitter amongst us. Who am I to interfere?" Elizabeth shuddered when she realized how with every word the Lord said, her parents seemed to shrink more and more, almost as if trying to vanish entirely. 

"However, your young daughter Elizabeth, here," the Lord said pointing at her, "has impressed me with her knowledge and poise." At his words both her parents suddenly looked up and Elizabeth noticed their faces darkened with worry. Why weren't they happy and proud at the obvious compliment the Lord had just made, Elizabeth wondered. 

"Therefore, I am prepared to help your family by hiring your daughter is my personal body-servant." The Lord announced. 

"Your body-servant?" Repeated her dad, clearly not quite grasping the meaning of the word. 

Lord Dixon looked up at his assistant who hurried to explain, "Yes, a body-

servant. She will take care of Lord Dixon's needs throughout the day and night. On especially cold days, she might even be expected to warm his bed for him. Of course, when he's not around, she will be assisting the other members of his household with the normal chores such as cleaning, dusting, and laundry. Do you have a problem with any of this?" 

"But she's only eighteen –" her mother suddenly exclaimed! 

Elizabeth saw her father raise his hand making her mother stop herself. "No disrespect, my Lord. We are honored and humbled by your interest in Elizabeth. I merely asked that you allow me to point out that our sweet Lizzie is a proper Christian girl. She is still a virgin –" 

Lord Dixon smiled broadly, "That is precisely the reason I like her so much! 

Not only is she intelligent and well educated, given the circumstances, but she's also properly behaved and very chaste. Let me make you this promise –

when and if she's done working for me, your daughter shall be returned to you still a virgin. I shall not take it upon myself to break God's will and take away from her that which you obviously value so much!" 

Elizabeth almost gasped out loud when she saw the obvious relief that washed over her parents' expressions. She couldn't believe that they were discussing her virginity with those virtual strangers right there in front of her without so much as acknowledging her feelings on the matter. 

"Thank you, my Lord!" Her father exclaimed and was accompanied by her mother's deep curtsy. 

"Not only that," Lord Dixon went on lifting his arm to stay any further outbursts from the elderly couple, "but, I also promise to make sure that you Mr. Smith, shall not be laid off from your work at my factory, so long as your daughter stays gainfully employed at my household." 

"Thank you, sir!" Elizabeth was shocked to see both her parents bow deeply. 

"Very well. Now that we've gotten this silly negotiation out of the way let us shake hands and make it a deal. Shall we?!" The Lord said offering his large manicured hand that her parents immediately ran over to shake. Elizabeth looked on in utter and shameful disbelief as her mother went so far as to cover the Lord's hand with kisses. 

It was done! Just like that, she was now made part of Lord Dixon Frederick's household! If she didn't know any better, Elizabeth could have sworn it had to be some sort of dream, or nightmare really. 

"Elizabeth, now that we have the permission of your parents, I would like you to please disrobe for us." The Lord said sitting back and crossing his legs. A

loud gasp escaped her lips at these words. Elizabeth looked to her parents for help, but the elderly couple merely took a couple of steps back and was obviously trying to avoid her eyes. 

"It is only appropriate that as your employer I first get to ascertain the quality of your goods, so to speak." 

Elizabeth fleshed crimson at the obvious implication of the Lord’s words. 

These men considered her to be no more than an object to do their bidding. 

Demurely she bowed her head so that her hair now covered her. But she looked on at the rich man and his underling, and his eyes struck him as devoid of any compassion. She felt like a tender animal of the woods standing before her hunter: her eyes wide with fear. Elizabeth's chest heaved with anxious breath as she saw how this made her future master smile with delight. 

Slowly, she slid off her clogs, and taking a moment to steel her nerves, she pushed down on her long skirt sliding it off her perfectly shaped legs, toned and tanned from the endless hours working in the fields. She looked up at her future Master, her cheeks blushing deeply and saw him nod his approval. 

Next, she collected the ends of her long white simple shirt and with one heave pulled it off revealing herself for the first time naked before a man. 

"Come, sit in my lap, innocent beauty," the man ordered. Elizabeth felt stunned but did as he said, careful to not look at her parents, lest she faint with humiliation. She gingerly sat down, placing her naked butt along the thick broad thigh of Lord Dixon. She was feeling shy like never before and tried to cover her breasts with her hands as best she could. Her long curly hair, full and heavy, of a delicate silken consistency, cascaded around her shoulders aiding in her tenuous chastity. She felt him draw himself near to her naked blushing form and lifting her hair from her right shoulder, he kissed her. He kissed her on her lips, opening her mouth with his tongue and gently holding her hands, he laid them down on her naked lap so that he now could reach her breasts that he started squeezing. Elizabeth was breathing in fast short breaths at the sensation of being touched for the very first time in her life by a man more than twice her age. 

The Lord kissed her for a long time before pulling back, "I have made a promise to preserve your chastity, but I do expect your eager acceptance of your new situation. Do you understand what I'm saying here, sweet girl?" 

Lord Dixon asked hefting her breast in his hand. Elizabeth knew exactly what he meant and nodded her understanding. This time, when he kissed her again, 

she kissed him back allowing her tongue to do its bidding and dance and wash over her master. 

They kissed for an even longer time now, and gradually Elizabeth discovered that she enjoyed it. She was just beginning to lose herself in the warm sensations that had started strumming through her abdomen when the Lord suddenly pulled back and looking over at her parents cleared his throat. They were standing by the door clearly uncomfortable and looking at the ground. 

"I expect you are busy people. I will take no umbrage if you resume whatever chores you have to do today. I only ask that you give me some space here so that my assistant and I can start Elizabeth off on some preliminaries." 

"Thank you, your highness," said her father, carefully avoiding looking in their general direction. "I have but one last question, if you permit," he added. 

"Go ahead," Lord Dixon ordered and noticed that as they were speaking Elizabeth had brought her hands up to cover her breasts again. Her cheeks had gotten moist with tears, and she was trembling slightly. He lifted a finger to stay her father so he could say something, “You are never to cover yourself like that again in my presence, sweetie." The Lord's voice sounded almost tender as he swept her hand away and lifted her auburn hair back from her face. 

"Yes, my Lord," Elizabeth whispered. She had such a lovely little voice. "But it is so difficult." 

"Of course it is," Lord Dixon said. "But for me, you will do it." He looked back at her father and nodded his permission for him to continue with his question. 

"Your highness, when will it be possible for us to see our sweet Lizzy again?" The man asked. 

"Excellent question, dear man. Usually, it takes a young impressionable girl such as herself some time to adapt to the new circumstances,” the Lord replied. His hand lingered on her inner thigh as he spoke, and he moved it forward to where now the tips of his fingers were drawing lazy circles in the tufts of auburn hair between her legs. Her breath sounded labored and raspy, but she fought to stay quiet and keep her hands by her sides as instructed. 

“Lord knows, Lizzie has a lot to learn." Just then Lord Dixon slipped the tip of his finger past her entrance eliciting a tiny yelp that she immediately stifled. "I would say three months from now would be a realistic time." 

"Thank you, my Lord," her father said bowing low. 

"Before you go, I'd like to say, Mr. Smith, ma'am, how pleased I am with

your daughter's upbringing. I find Elizabeth extremely obedient and eager to please. This makes me very, very happy, you should know," he looked on as her parents bowed again. Lord Dixon centered his attention back on Elizabeth, who had slipped her right arm around his thick neck steadying herself as she splayed her thighs further giving him access to her intimate triangle. 

"Now, tell goodbye to your parents." The Lord instructed. 

"Mom, dad, I love you," Elizabeth did all she could to control her voice and stifle the sobs threatening to erupt. "It will all be for the best, I promise." 

Her dad nodded, "Obey Lord Dixon, and be a good girl, Lizzie." 

The Lord of the county nodded permitting her parents to finally leave the room. 

He then took a moment to kiss her trembling mouth again and then slapped her breasts gently so that they wiggled lively across her tiny chest. "Do not be afraid, little one," he said. "You shall soon see that I’m not the monster you expect, but merely a busy man with some certain desires that I think you will grow to appreciate. Now please stand up and get us some wine, will you? It has been a long day and both Mr. Jeffrey and myself are quite thirsty." 

The Lord and his assistant watched with obvious appreciation as the young girl blushed violently but stood and went to the small area, off to the side of the tiny house where their little kitchen was located. Soon she came back with two clay cups full of red wine. The Lord and his assistant took a few long gulps while she stood and watched. Lord Dixon saw how the naked young beauty blushed darkly, biting her lip. 

"Are you thirsty, Elizabeth?" He asked. Lord Dixon saw that she was momentarily at a loss for words. "You should learn to speak like a proper servant girl. So when I ask a question, and you wish to reply in the affirmative, you are to say, "If it pleases you, my Lord." If you wish to indicate that no is the answer, you should say, "Not unless you wish so, my Lord." Do you understand?" 

"Yes, my Lord," Elizabeth replied. "I'm thirsty for some wine, if that pleases you, my Lord." 

The rich man smiled with pleasure at the quick ease with which she was adapting to her new life. "Mr. Jeffrey, I think I owe you an apology. I was starting to worry that today was going to be yet another boring day full of drudgery and annoyance. But I do stand corrected. It seems that we did not happen upon sweet Elizabeth here by chance, did we?" The Lord asked while

handing Elizabeth the cup with the remainder of the red wine that she quickly drank. 

Mr. Jeffrey merely smiled in response and nodded in humble appreciation of his master's acknowledgment. 

"Very good. I will think of a proper reward for your obvious diligence. But first, I'd like you to help Elizabeth here understand some of the preliminaries of what is expected of her once she's part of my household." 

Mr. Jeffrey nodded and looked at the naked girl standing before them barked, 

"Stand straight! At attention! Shoulders back, feet together, chest out!" The sound of his voice shocked Elizabeth into dropping the empty cup that shattered with a loud bang at their feet. 

"Elizabeth, from now on you are to obey without question. Lord Dixon expects absolute obedience. You are always to address him as my Lord, or master. Everybody else you call sir or ma'am. Nod that you understand." The two men waited patiently until the words sank in and Elizabeth nodded her acceptance. "Very well. Now, I will show you a couple of positions that you will need to learn immediately." 

"First, I would like you to go down on all fours, on your hands and knees," 

Mr. Jeffrey growled. He noticed her initial hesitation but quickly enough she followed through sinking down to the dirty floor. "Remember, disobedience shall not be tolerated. You will be promptly punished for any hesitations. 

This is called the doggie position." The man stood and walked around the kneeling naked teenager appraising her from all sides. "Excellent. You have a beautiful, sexy body. You have no reason to be embarrassed about it, Elizabeth." 

Mr. Jeffrey resumed his seat. "Sit." Elizabeth sat back on her heels, her knees closed. 

"Next is the presenting position. Shift your knees apart and arch your back so that your breasts are thrust out and forward. Do it now!" Immediately Elizabeth moved her knees opening herself as wide as possible flushing darkly. 

"Very good. You are a natural submissive. You shall find the coming weeks difficult, but I have the feeling that your experience in the household of Lord Dixon will prove to be quite the eye-opener for you. Next, is the prostrate position." Mr. Jeffrey instructed. "In that position, you drop down to the floor pressing your tits into the floorboards and raising your bottom as high as you can while arching your back in the process. Don't forget to shift your knees

wide as you do that." 

Elizabeth felt cold sweat bloom across her body as she followed the man's orders. They were so perverted and outrageous! She felt like a beast –

degraded and dominated by these men, and it made her insides hum with excitement she had never known existed before. Mr. Jeffrey made her repeat the positions a couple of more times and by the end of it Elizabeth was not only humiliated, but profoundly exhausted at having to display herself in such an unusual manner to these men that she had just encountered. 

Finally, she saw Lord Dixon stand. He ordered her to stand up as well and walked up to her. He gently caressed her forehead looking straight into her eyes. They were glistening with pent-up emotions, but Elizabeth had forgotten all about crying and was starting to feel the first strange hints of arousal. Lord Dixon felt the smooth flesh of her back and then her breasts again. 

"Toss your hair back, sweetie," he commanded. 

He gazed at her flushed face that was unspeakably beautiful to him, her lips trembling, her blue eyes gleaming with the dampness of her tears. Elizabeth obeyed everything he said. "Lovely," he said and could see her obvious relief at his appreciation. 

"Pass your hands behind your neck, under your hair and clasp your fingers together. There, excellent." Lord Dixon lifted her chin again. "I love how you try to keep your eyes downcast. It indicates an innate humility that I truly value. There's nothing worse than a person not knowing their place in life. 

And I can see in your eyes that you know what I'm talking about. It seems to me that you instinctively like to follow people's directions. Is that correct?" 

Elizabeth again felt she was going to cry and so merely nodded. Her eyes were blinking rapidly. She whimpered quietly as he reached out and massaged her right breast gently. Then the Lord moved his hand slowly up to her soft underarms luxuriating in the feel of her small muscle there and the small tuft of hair by it. Then, he slowly allowed his large hand to fall down along her taught abdomen and worm itself between her legs where he sought out her sick moist hair that he started gently stroking. Elizabeth trembled inside feeling her knees wobble as she stood accepting her Lord's attentions. 

"Can you elaborate?" The Lord asked. 

"I – I' am not sure I can express myself correctly, my Lord," stammered the young girl, "But I do know that people have often told me that I am good at following directions." 

"Hmmm –" the Lord’s stroking fingers were now sending small shockwaves rippling through her belly so that Elizabeth was soon anxious with breathless anticipation. "You are a very beautiful and responsive young girl, Elizabeth," 

Lord Dixon said as his fingers spread her labia, "with proper training you can have a very comfortable and rewarding life indeed. What I think will work best for you is if you let me make the decisions just like I am doing now. 

After all we both know I'm much better educated and know best what is good for you. All you have to do, sweetie, is obey. That shouldn't be difficult, after all – it is your nature." 

Elizabeth knew she had to say something, perhaps protest, tell him to stop, scream, but all she did was spread her legs wider as her mind froze while her lower body undulated of its own accord as his fingers started rubbing faster and faster along her tight virgin lips. 

Maybe it was the wine, she was uncertain, but all of a sudden she felt overwhelmed by the power and intensity of the sexual heat sweeping through her entire body as her Lord’s finger worked ever faster against her clit. She struggled to maintain her posture shivering visibly now as she whimpered beneath his stern gaze. Elizabeth felt a growl deep as thunder come from him as he kept rubbing her. 

And then she came with a wild, explosive tremor that made her whimper and leaned forward as she shuddered and trembled, her head forced to lean against his strong chest. 

Lord Dixon waited patiently for her first climax to subside and then slowly stepped back, letting go of her warm cleft and making for the door. "Say goodbye to your home, sweet little thing. For I'm not sure I will ever allow you to come back here," he said opening the door that made a cold wind wash over her shivering naked body. 


*****


2. Elizabeth Discovers a New Way to Polish Her Lord's Shoes Elizabeth decided that she found her new position in Lord Dixon's household incredibly frustrating for many different reasons. Even though she was still very inexperienced, she had a pretty good idea of the way things were supposed to work between a man and a woman. Obviously Lord Dixon Frederick had feelings for her, that was clear. What was murkier however, were her own emotions when it came to the terrible rich man. 

Their relationship was unconventional to say the least. Normally, a couple was expected to gauge each other's affinity after a period of courtship, the longer, the better. Then, usually with the permission of the parents or guardians of the girl, they'd be allowed to spend perhaps half an hour without adult supervision during which they would perhaps enjoy a leisurely stroll in the city gardens or have pastries at a downtown coffee shop. 

It was only after a number of such encounters that the future groom would be expected to initiate the question of marriage. This was usually done by visiting the girl's parents and formally asking for her hand in marriage. The entire process took time and patience. 

Neither of these appeared to form any noticeable part of Lord Dixon's character, however. She had met the man barely yesterday, and already he had gained if not the energetic endorsement of her parents, then at least, their tepid acquiescence and hustled her off from her home to join his household as his body-servant. In the meager twelve hours since she had accepted this new occupation, Elizabeth had been fondled and made to strip naked for her new Master. 

The truth was, Elizabeth decided, that Lord Dixon Frederick was the kind of person that was used to get his way no matter what. 

If it wasn't for the outrageous manner in which her elderly parents had virtually signed off on her without so much as inquiring about her own feelings on the matter, Elizabeth would have undoubtedly tried to run back home. But she knew that this simply wasn't an option. 

The Lord had made it obvious enough that she absolutely had to perform according to expectations lest her dad loses his job at the factory. Elizabeth’s apprehension was growing by the minute. In spite of her best intentions, nobody seemed willing to be bothered to explain to her what her job entailed exactly. 

She had made it to Lord Dixon's estate late last night and had been

unceremoniously ushered to the servants' sleeping quarters where she had been issued a cot to sleep and a simple uniform that made her look identical to the other household staff. She had been told that she was expected to be awake, clean and ready, with the rest of the household at 6 o'clock sharp when the Lord usually did his inspection. 

Hardly having been able to catch a couple of meager hours of rest, Elizabeth had eagerly awoken the next morning and was now waiting along with a good twenty other servants, lined up, prim and proper, for their master to inspect the staff before the start of the day. 

"His Lordship is indisposed today," came the booming voice of a tall, dark-skinned man that Elizabeth assumed had to be the butler. "Everybody's to go about their daily chores as expected. Everyone but you, Ms. Elizabeth," he pointed directly at the petite eighteen-year-old newcomer. "You, are summoned to his chambers now." The sharp edge that had materialized in his voice made Elizabeth jump and virtually run up the three flights of stairs, to where she knew the Lord's sleeping chambers were. Her heart throbbed with a mixture of anxiety and dark excitement at what lay ahead. 

It was hard to forget what he had done to her only yesterday. After having first solemnly promised to preserve her virginity, the Lord had proceeded to disrobe Elizabeth and frill her like no man had ever touched her before. He had brought her indescribable feelings that still made her knees weak and skin tingly at the memory. 

She knocked gently and recognized her Master's voice. "Come on in." 

"Lizzy." 

"My Lord," Elizabeth curtsied demurely staying by the door. 

"Come on in," the Lord beckoned. "It is time for you to start on your duties. I took the entire day off so that I have enough time to teach you a thing or two of what I expect from my body servants." Lord Dixon was seated in a big armchair and had apparently been reading the morning paper while sipping tea. 

Elizabeth walked up to him shyly afraid to look up, her eyes centered on her own shoes. 

"Disrobe for me please," Lord Dixon ordered putting the newspaper to the side. Elizabeth blushed violently and slowly proceeded to take off her shoes soon to be followed by her uniform that she carefully folded and placed by her feet on the ground. She couldn't help but notice the Lord move his hand down and push his sumptuous silk robe to the side revealing his manhood to

her for the first time. A quiet whimper escaped her tight throat at the sight. 

It was beautiful. She never quite understood how it could be that something so vile and unspeakable, a thick monster, throbbing and tumescent, could also be the object that so stole her breath in that instant. But it was. Without being ordered, Elizabeth bowed her head crossing her hands demurely over her pert little buttocks. 

The Lord bent forward and gently motioned for her to come closer. "Kneel, my dear." She whimpered this time without even realizing it, as she sunk to her jittery knees. She looked up at him when he tenderly cupped her cheek keeping his big strong palm caressing her face for a long moment. Her lips felt tingly as she opened her mouth in anticipation. 

"As my body servant, you are responsible for keeping my skin clean and healthy," the Lord said, his mouth still barely an inch from her quivering lips. 

"This includes all of me," he added and saw in her eyes that she understood. 

"There is a flask of natural oils on the table by my bed. Take it and use it to oil your breasts. Do not spare the liquid, be generous, for you will be using your own oily skin to then rub it into my cock. I want you to oil your bosom up for me and then come kneel by my feet so that you can wrap your beautiful titties around my cock." 

It was as if Elizabeth had suddenly fallen through a hole in the ground and appeared in a world where she was not a virgin schoolgirl but an experienced being of pure lust. At that moment in her life, nothing else existed other than her master's dark eyes and piercing stare. She immediately sprang to her feet to fulfill his command. 

In an instant she was back in front lathering her bosom up like she had never done before, finding her body do what was required on its own — her mind merely a spectator. 

"Oh God," moaned her Lord as he stood up removing his robe. He stepped forward and brought himself down a little bit so that now his cock was close to her breasts. "Use your hands and heft them up, little girl" his voice had grown gruff and husky as he watched the deep redness of her face now slowly grow to cover her entire chest as she put her small hands beneath her disproportionately large breasts and pushed them up. 

It was by far the most erotic image the Lord had ever seen. The nubile young virgin offering her upturned breasts as she knelt by his feet, blushed and quivering in expectation. He saw in her demeanor that something instinctive and primal had taken over the demure girl making her keen to do his bidding. 

From where she was standing, her Lord appeared not unlike a giant being from some wild ancient legend – severe and full of menace as he towered above her. He moved forward and soon her small form was almost completely engulfed between his thick muscled thighs, her face now buried against the throbbing, twitching monster between his legs. It had grown enormously, and some small rational part of her wondered how she would ever accommodate its size. 

The room was filled with the floral scent of the ointment that made her bosom glisten in the morning sun. But her nostrils detected the thick manly musk emanating from her master's center and in spite of her chaste upbringing, Elizabeth couldn't stop herself but reach out with her tongue and gingerly lick at the clear drop of liquid that had materialized along the bulbous purple head of the seething monster in front of her face. 

"Ungh! God," her Lord said as he wrapped his hands around her small fists forcing her boobs higher yet. 

Somewhere, far away, her body screamed in pain as he almost lifted her entire body suspending her midair as he clutched at her aching titties. He grunted wildly as he hefted her bosom along his huge erection as it slid between her young, firm, glistening breasts. His thick, strong fingers dug into her tender flesh jerking it up and down along his shaft – once, twice. 

She gasped and felt a liquid dribble down her thigh. Elizabeth hadn't known that people did such things, but something about the searing pain and the unnatural way he was using her body coalesced into a throbbing hum that was growing louder by the minute ringing throughout her entire body. 

Not an inch of her body was safe from this monster's passions. It was a heady thought. 

Elizabeth wasn't quite sure where to put her hands and so merely rested them along his buttocks that she felt quiver and spasm beneath her small fingers. 

He kept stretching out her boobs around his massive erection for a couple more thrusts before finally releasing his grasp. 

"You can continue on your own, now. I will sit back down while you come and kneel before me. Wrap your titties around and massage my cock until I cum," Lord Dixon said seating himself back in his huge black leather chair. 

This time, he sat slightly sideways placing his leg on the armrest thus giving Elizabeth enough space to shimmy her small rib cage between his splayed thighs. 

She obeyed, her body flushed and eager as she moved forward and cuddled

his manhood in her cleavage that she quickly started moving with her hands in rapid vertical motions along its length. Without being told, periodically she would stop and gently kiss her Lord's cock on its tip before continuing her attentive ministrations. 

She realized that at last it had stopped growing having sprouted to a size that made her think back to when, as a little girl, she had giggled when she had seen the member of her father's male donkey. 

The Lord’s member pointed straight at the ceiling now, and Elizabeth adjusted her position so that she could accommodate more of it between her breasts. She shuddered as she realized that for the first time in her life, a man's cock was brushing against her skin. She looked up, but all she could see were his thick muscled thighs, his heavy abdomen and thick chest of her master as he had sprawled himself back in the chair. His skin was covered in a thick mat of dark curly hair that made her think of a wild beast. 

Somehow, Elizabeth found it necessary to will herself and resist the new lingering obsession of wrapping her mouth around his cock and sucking on it as much as she could. 

After a few minutes the Lord said, “In a couple of moments I am going to feed you my cream, Elizabeth. It is always hard for a young girl the first time or two, but you will do it for me. When I tell you, you need to move your lips over the head of my cock. Use your pretty little soft hands and gently massage my testicles, when you do. I want you to hold my cream in your mouth until I tell you to swallow it. Do not lose any of it to the ground, or you will make me very angry. I want you to use this opportunity to start getting used to the taste. As my body servant, you will be having a lot of cum to eat from now on." 

Elizabeth knew how wrong it was that this older man, whom she had only met yesterday, was about to spew his seed into her willing little mouth. What she found most troubling, however, was the pleasure that coursed through her body making her shudder in anticipation. Somehow, being in Lord Dixon's presence made her feel like a child. He had taken absolute control of her, and she loved it! She wanted nothing more than to belong to him. 

"Now, Elizabeth. Take my cum," the Lord ordered. 

Elizabeth quickly let go of her titties and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Her hands fell to his thick scrotum and gently started massaging the throbbing balls within. 

"Oh my God, wench! This is beautiful!" 

Suddenly her Lord’s hot seed flooded her mouth. There was so much of it that Elizabeth was frightened that she was going to have to swallow to keep it from overflowing. She felt an overwhelming urge to gag at first but managed to control it as she massaged his spasming testicles. 

She felt him reach down and place his large hand along her small wrists holding her still. She looked up and saw him through the tears in her eyes as he sternly nodded and said, "You did well for a first time, Elizabeth. Thank you, sweetheart." 

Elizabeth felt his cock slowly start to soften. "Gently slide your lips off and sit back on your heels." She carefully pulled back and for the first time felt the taste of the mouthful of cream her master had given her. 

Her Lord had filled her mouth with cum! The mere thought of it sent shivers down her spine and made her feel lightheaded. Elizabeth forced herself to concentrate and began to savor the fluid in her mouth. 

She didn't find it all that agreeable. It was thick and slimy with a strong pungent texture that she wouldn't seek out again if her master didn't order her so. She did not like its taste, but she knew she would swallow his seed if he so desired. 

Lord Dixon had shifted back so that now he was leaning in his chair as he carefully picked up his cup of tea and took a careful sip. 

He couldn't suppress a nod of appreciation at the petite eighteen-year-old girl kneeling at his feet. Had he not just emptied himself in her small hot mouth, the sight of her beautiful large quivering breasts while she concentrated on breathing through her nose, would have made him cum right there and then. 

Her flesh was creamy white, and her large dark-red areolae were almost too big for her breasts. In spite of the generous and big for her body breasts, they nonetheless defied gravity, and her nipples pointed upwards as if begging to be kissed. He loved how expressive her features were. Right now, her little eyebrows were scrunched up in concentration as she undoubtedly was learning the taste of his cum. The Lord hadn't paid much attention to her bush yesterday, but today, in the open daylight of his spacious bedroom, he appreciated the thickness and the deep auburn of her pubic hair that so nicely contrasted against the white skin of her thighs. 

Lord Dixon Frederick stared at Elizabeth for a long moment without saying a word, and she could feel herself grow hotter with every heartbeat. Suddenly she wanted nothing more than to grab her clothes and run back to the safety of her home. She would have gasped had it not been for her full mouth when

Lord Dixon suddenly stood and walked up to the kneeling teenager. 

"Don't you dare swallow my come or let any of it go to waste on the ground, little one," He warned her. He placed his hands on her head and slowly ran them through her thick curly hair enjoying its lush thickness. He then let them roam down the column of her gracile neck. Delectable goosebumps immediately popped up along her arms, and he observed with delight how her succulent nipples tightened visibly. Yes indeed, she was a veritable treasure –

responsive and innocent to the very core. 

Lord Dixon knelt and kept careful observation of her face he took her nipples between the forefinger and thumb of each hand and squeezed them. As he did that, he noticed a vein in her neck begin to throb more rapidly. That was when he pinched her nipples harder yet. Elizabeth's face scrunched up in a silent pout as she groaned through her nose. Her body swayed forward toward him. 

How curious, the Lord thought, she moved closer to the source of her pain and not away? Hmmm, maybe she would also be a good test-subject for his little indoctrination experiments that were his hobby. He would have to give this some serious consideration. 

Lost in thought the Lord walked back and resumed his seat. He could see in the consternation of Elizabeth's expression that she was growing more and more anxious by the minute to be allowed to empty her mouth. 

"Perhaps now would be a good time for me to tell you about your new responsibilities here. They are not complicated, mind you." The Lord waved as he spoke. “You will be expected to do my laundry and keep my bedroom suite clean and tidy. Also, you will have the honor of emptying my night chamber and bathing me. This you shall do very much the same way like when you used your titties to massage oil into the skin of my cock – using your body. Massaging your master with your naked body is an art and takes practice. I think, however, that given your innate sensuality, you will be a fast learner." Lord Dixon enjoyed the deepening consternation that clouded the features of his beautiful young servant as he spoke. 

"Also, sometimes, I will take you with me during long trips or when I'm too busy to take a break and use the toilet. In moments like these, it shall be your duty to relieve me with your mouth. I know that you probably won’t appreciate that aspect of your obligations, but I am told it gets easier with time." 

Lord Dixon loved to see the violence with which these last words made her

blush. "You see, my little one, I am an important businessman as well as Lord of this county. Frequently I have to participate in interminable board meetings of the different companies I own. These gatherings are very intense and do not lend themselves to easy interruptions. In cases such as these, you will be placed in the corner of the room with your back to the proceedings. I will have a small service bell that I'll ring for you to come and relieve me when needed." 

He gave her a few moments to absorb what he had just told her. "Tell me, sweet girl, do you think you'll be able to do that and be a good little body-servant for your Lord? Use your head to nod yes or no." 

He admired her strength of will as he watched her gingerly and with quivering trepidation slowly inch her head up and down acquiescing to her new obligations. 

"Excellent, my dear. Clearly I chose wisely in picking you. You are a natural submissive. You should be proud for very few women in this world are born with a predisposition to serve like you." For the first time since she had met the man, Elizabeth saw the Lord smile. It was not a warm smile, but rather one of mere delight at a job well done. 

"Now, sweet wench, swallow,” he ordered. Elizabeth knew that she should have been furious. After all, she was a chaste virgin intent on staying that way. Certainly not a wench! But something about the entire situation and her new responsibilities made her shiver with excitement as she swallowed. She had to force herself and swallow a couple of times to get all of his cream down. Then, she ran her tongue around her mouth and made sure that she had swallowed it all. Finally, she looked up expectantly at her Lord. 

"Well, little one, how do you like it?" 

Elizabeth wasn't sure whether the Lord was asking about her opinion of her obligations, the taste of his cum, or the way he had used her titties earlier. 

However she answered easily enough, “If your Lordship doesn't mind, I don't think so much of the taste. But I will suck your cock again whenever you want me to." By his smile, Elizabeth could tell she had given the right answer. Her master was pleased. 

That was when she realized she was actually crying. Tears were now pouring down her face in open abandon as small hiccups convulsed her body at the humiliation she was made to endure. The young impressionable eighteen-year-old had no possible knowledge or experience to fall back upon and make sense of the new events taking place in her life. They were too much

for her young mind to grasp. 

"Very well, sweet little one,” he said. "I feel I owe you a measure of reward for your diligence and efforts so far. Here, let me teach you another way a body-servant is expected to serve," the Lord motioned her to stand. "Today I am going to London on business. I will be back in the evening. Now I will dress, and you my dear, shall shine my shoes." Elizabeth nodded her understanding and looked around the room seeing his brightly shining expensive shoes placed by his desk. They appeared quite clean indeed, but she decided not to contest her Lord's wish. 

She watched as her master slowly donned the clothes and before putting his shoes on took a seat. "Bring my shoes over and put them on my feet." That was easy enough, Elizabeth decided, and she quickly helped her Lord get his footwear on. Carefully she tied his shoelaces and diligently made sure they were properly fastened. She had never had to tie another person's shoes before and so found it a bit awkward at first but quickly learned. 

"Good. The way I want you to polish them for me is by first using your tongue to wet and clean them." She gasped audibly at that, and her master admired that even though he had not forbidden her to speak, the young girl had naturally opted to keep quiet as much as possible. Obviously, however, this last instruction had tipped some sort of balance, and she blurted out, 

"Lick your shoes with my tongue, my Lord?” she quickly added, her face aghast at the notion. 

"Yes." The Lord said a tinge of severity creeping into his voice. It made her shiver, and she submissively lowered her head. "Yes, but that is not all. You are to then use that hot little bush of yours to buff my shoes to a high shine. 

Can you do that for me?" The Lord placed his hand on her chin making her meet his eyes. Elizabeth blushed violently and moaned hopelessly before finally nodding yes. Without another word, the Lord gently patted her cheek and nodded her to commence. 

Luckily, she thought, his shoes were indeed virtually brand-new. As she licked, gingerly at first, Elizabeth slowly started losing her initial deliberation and applied herself to the task with the usual attentiveness of a schoolgirl doing her homework. It wasn't until the Lord barked his next command that Elizabeth found her reluctance surge up again. 

"The soles, don't forget to clean the soles." She moaned pitifully but knelt lower and adjusted herself so that now she could lick under his shoe that he had helpfully raised so she could lick its underside. 

Apparently his Lordship didn't walk out and about very much for the sole of his shoe was mercifully pristine below as it was on top. Elizabeth shuddered to think what it would feel like to have to lick his shoes clean after his visit to a village or a farm. Finally done with his right shoe, the Lord put down his right foot and nodded for her to commence on his left. 

"Now polish." Came the order. 

Elizabeth moaned helplessly and waited for him to cross his legs before grabbing hold onto his knee. She slowly squatted over his shoe. She placed her virginal opening across the black leather and inexplicably felt her heat down there start to rise again as she looked down at the contrast between her quite skin and the shiny black austerity of her Lord's footwear. 

Slowly Elizabeth lowered herself on the balls of her feet holding on to the man's knee with one hand and the chair with the other as she finally brought her sex against the leather. With careful deliberation, she started moving up and down along his shoe. 

"Faster, sweetie." Directed the Lord. "You need to work yourself up so that your secretions down there can lubricate my leather. Here, I think that will help," he said and brought his hand up to cup her chin in his palm as he slipped his thumb into her mouth. "Suck on my thumb and imagine it is my cock, Elizabeth. Wiggle your love triangle over my shoe and think about how you want me to take your virginity from you." 

Slowly, Elizabeth jerked back and forth and gulped in air through her nose, and she closed her eyes and concentrated on the feel of his big thumb against her tongue. She started sobbing with sensations as she felt him reach across and hold her forehead almost tenderly with his free hand. She whimpered and moaned helplessly as her legs quivered while she moved up and down his shoe as he used his grip on her chin and his thumb in her mouth to guide her this way and that. 

"Open your eyes, sweetie," he commanded. "I want to see how your soul loses itself to your building lust." Elizabeth dutifully opened her eyes and stared into Lord Dixon's pitiless orbs as she sped up her motions jerking herself to the second climax of her life while squatting naked on the balls of her feet before her master. 

Suddenly, her excitement exploded, and she felt it rippling up and down her spine with shocking power and suddenness. Elizabeth shook and trembled with only the second rapture of her young life as her lithe muscles contracted in uncontrollable spasms. Her love opening squirted a pale colorless liquid

across his shoe that she lathered up and down with her quivering pelvis. He waited for her throbbing excitement to subside before using his thumb to direct her to his other shoe. 

There her master made her undergo yet another climax as she brought his loafer to a pristine shine. 

Finally, he let go of her mouth letting her tumble back exhausted in a whimpering heap as he stood. "You did very well indeed, sweet baby,” he said collecting himself and straightening out his suit. "When I return tonight, I shall take you in my bed and show you yet other ways to serve me." 

"Yes master," Elizabeth whispered, her voice husky and low with exertion and excitement. 

"Now, go kneel facing the corner of the room and place your hands behind your neck interlacing your fingers under your hair." Lord Dixon ordered. "I shall instruct the butler to check in on you at random times and make sure you keep your assigned position. You will be severely punished if you don't." 

"Yes, my Lord," Elizabeth said wiping away the tears from her high cheekbones as she immediately stood and scurried to kneel facing the wall awaiting her master's return. 


*****


3. Elizabeth Learns That She Is a Natural-Born Submissive The seconds soon coalesced into minutes, and the minutes – into hours. Time that had been so painfully slow while she served his Lordship slowed down even more now that she was waiting for his return. Elizabeth knelt on the hardwood floor resting on the heels of her feet. Naked and facing the corner, she had been told to remain still. He would be back later tonight, he had said. 

It was too long. She wanted him here, now. It was only her first full day as a member of his household staff and Elizabeth was rapidly coming to the conclusion that there was still plenty she had to learn. 

Her legs were tired, and her knees hurt. Her hands, clasped behind her head, under her hair had grown cold and tingly. Elizabeth had long ago blinked away the tears that had been caused by the pins and needles from her kneeling position. His Lordship had said that he would be sending his butler over to check in on her. The silence in the bedroom suite was stultifying and omnipresent. He had said something about it all being a process. 

“A process of indoctrination, my dear,” he had called it. Elizabeth wondered how long it would be before she was accepted as a full ranking member of his Lordship's household. Now that her parents had virtually given up on her, he was all she had. 

Suddenly the door opened, and Elizabeth heard herself gasp. 

"Shush, little one," came a gruff male voice. "You don't have permission to speak." She felt a man stand behind her ramrod straight back and pass his hands through her thick auburn curls as they cascaded down to her waist. "I am Mr. Reginald, his Lordship's butler. Our master has asked me to check in on you, wench,” he said clinically enunciating every sound as if testing for her response. She didn't move an inch but collected herself for whatever was to follow. 

"I have a couple of things I need to do to you today, sweetheart. You can consider it all a test if you want." She almost jumped when she felt the man's big cold hand wrap itself around the nape of her neck. Soon it was joined by his other fist and his fingers circled and tightened, suddenly constricting her air. She panicked and almost released her grasp behind her neck. 

"Keep your position and don't move. You are being trained, little one. I shall not harm you, but I'm merely testing your responsiveness." 

Trained? Her responsiveness? Her responsiveness to being strangled?! What

was this man talking about? She just wanted to serve her Lord as best she could. 

His hands squeezed tighter and Elizabeth's vision narrowed and then she saw sparks flitter across her eyes. She felt uncontrollable shivers suddenly overwhelm her, and if it wasn't for the butler's support, she would have tumbled like a fluttering leaf to the ground. 

Finally, he released his hold on her small neck, and she coughed loudly as precious air filled her lungs. 

"Good,” he said. 

For some minutes, she heard the man speak but her foggy mind couldn’t make out the words. "– You will have to do better than this next time. His Lordship will like to take you up your bum. It is so much more thrilling when your insides quiver while you are being choked. Speaking of which –" the man's voice trailed off, and Elizabeth felt him suddenly spread her cheeks wide. A cold, dry, thick finger suddenly frilled her butt applying pressure against her virgin opening. 

"Please, sir –" her voice was raspy. 

"Shush, little one. Don't speak. Remember? Or do you want me to spank you?" Elizabeth flushed deeply. She had never been spanked before in her life. But neither had anybody touched her back there like that. It felt intimate and horribly shameful. 

The man increased the pressure and suddenly the first knuckle of his finger dove through her nether opening. She hissed at the sudden discomfort but forced herself to stand as still as possible. Her nails dug into the back side of her hands where she clasped them behind her neck. The man kept the tip of his finger embedded until her spasming muscle slowly calmed down. 

Then he pushed in further. 

Up to his second knuckle and stopped again. He squatted behind Elizabeth and saw cold sweat bloom along her innocent white skin. She started taking in fast, shallow breaths. 

A sharp slap echoed from the walls before the pain of his hand where it had imprinted across her left buttock reached her shocked mind. "You will hyperventilate and faint if you keep breathing like that. You need to slow down." 

Elizabeth knew he was right and forced her lungs to still themselves. But failed miserably as her labored breath suddenly caught in her throat making her hiccup and convulse. She felt dizzy and lightheaded. 

"Here, let me help you." The man reached around and suddenly placed his free hand across her panting lips, his fingers pinching her nose shut. He held it there until oxygen became a priority and her face almost went blue. Then he let go, and she was deeply grateful to be allowed to breathe. She would be good now, she told herself. She would breathe the way the man wanted and not hyperventilate. 

The finger in her butt pushed all the way in. She breathed – slowly in, and slowly out. 

"Very well," the man commented. "You are a fast learner, sweetheart. Let us just see how fast." 

"Stand up please and put on this," the man ordered holding out a blindfold –

black and silken. Gingerly Elizabeth brought it up to her eyes and covered them. Then she felt the man take her by the hand and lead her out of the room. He guided her this way and that through the large house and soon she was lost in its enormity. 

They entered what felt like a gigantic hall, perhaps a cellar? It was colder and musky somehow, and she heard water dripping somewhere in the distance. 

"Reach up as far as you can," the man ordered. "There is a metal hook hanging from the ceiling right above your head. Reach for it, and grab it. Do not let go until I allow you to do so. This shall be your only point of reference until we're done. Understood?" 

"Yes, sir," Elizabeth surprised herself with the gruff finality of her own intonation. She reached up searching with her fingers as she grabbed at the air for the elusive hook. Her shivers, almost permanent and habitual by now didn't help. But it was her blindfold that disoriented her completely. When she felt the metal finally brush against the tip of one finger, she almost screamed with joy. 

She wrapped her fists around the large object and felt how her body stretched up swaying in the air. Her entire weight now rested on the balls of her feet as she desperately tried to find balance in the all-encompassing darkness that swirled around her. 

She felt a rope being tied around her ankles. Its thick end wrapped twice, three times, four times and then – a jerk that made her suddenly lose her footing as she almost fell forward. She screamed, her fists holding on to the hook for dear life. And that was when he started hoisting her up. 

"Do not let go of that hook, little sweetie." Came the butler's voice, almost gentle and caring as she heard the clank of a winch wheel moving as the hook

went higher and higher lifting her a good distance up in the air. 

"Oh God!" She heard herself repeat, again and again. 

Suddenly her vertical stretching motion stopped and instead, the ropes around her ankles started pulling forward and to the side. Soon her body formed a suspended letter L, her legs stretched out to either side at almost right angles. 

She could only guess, but she suspected that she was now hanging a good five feet up in the air. 

This time, she heard the butler's voice come from below as it echoed throughout the cavernous chamber. "Much more comfortable. Comfortable for me, that is. Remember not to let go of that hook, sweetheart. Not if you don't want to fall and hit your head mightily, of course." 

“Time to continue from where we had stopped.” 

She took a deep breath and willed herself not to move as she felt the man start worm two long cold fingers up against her tender butt. Like before, he pushed until just their tips made it through into her virginal behind. 

"Breathe slowly, little one," came the gruff voice of the butler. He was behind her naked body as it quivered on the hook. Elizabeth whimpered softly feeling the center of the universe coalesce around the tingling of the invading fingers. 

Elizabeth felt the weight of her body pull on her taught shoulders as she hung helplessly while her calves twitched and toes wiggled. She had never felt anything quite so thick pushed up there. The butler's fingers made her want to have a bowel movement, and she moaned loudly in discomfort. Finally, her thoughts drifted away from the shame and centered themselves again onto her rapidly tiring stressed shoulders. 

The butler applied increased pressure and soon his two fingers were pushed all the way in. Elizabeth felt immeasurable gratitude when he used his strength to suspend virtually her entire weight on the two impaling digits thus relieving her exhausted arms if only for a second or two. 

"You are doing very well indeed,” the man said, and she felt his free hand gently caress along the insides of her thighs. He kept holding her with preternatural strength on the two fingers in her ass while he slowly explored higher up until his free hand found her nether lips. She could not quite see his fingers, but they felt long and gnarly as he reached up and splayed her opening making her blush in the darkness. He moved his hand along her tight virginal nether lips in slow, deliberate motions. He kept at it until the first spasm of erotic tension shook her pelvis. 

Elizabeth groaned pitifully feeling her entire body tighten at the sensation of being touched down there by a man she hardly knew. Sensing her building excitement, the butler immediately stopped his ministrations and slowly pulled out from her butt. This made Elizabeth whine pitifully and for a second she even parted her lips to beg for his attention, but she stopped herself remembering his admonitions for silence. 

"You are very pretty, my dear, and have a very responsive body." She heard the butler's voice say. "His Lordship is a very busy man indeed, and you are privileged to have been chosen by him to be his body servant like that. I know that he has promised to preserve your chastity, my dear. But I wonder if perhaps you don't feel a small measure of gratitude and obligation toward him. After all, he has taken you under his wing. He has agreed to provide you lodging, food and free tutelage. Not to mention his promise to preserve your elderly parents' employment at his workshops, thus keeping your siblings safe and fed." The man resumed frilling her tender opening as she hung naked and blindfolded. "I would like to suggest perhaps that you ponder how better you could serve our master. I don't mean that you sacrifice your virginity. But there are so many ways you could demonstrate your commitment to him." 

Elizabeth whimpered again when she felt him slowly pass his long fingers through her tight wet lips. His hands were not insistent and did not pry, but merely lingered bringing her nether parts to a throbbing heat of excitement. 

How was it that she was expected to impress upon Lord Dixon her further commitment to service? God knew she had done so much in the last eighteen hours of service alone: Hadn't she allowed herself to be taken away from her parents, to be stripped and frilled in open view? Elizabeth felt her mind throb and do somersaults of consternation as she thought about how mere hours ago she had used her own climax to polish her Lords shoes! How could they possibly expect more of her?! She almost asked the question out loud but stopped herself unsure if she had yet been granted permission to speak. 

"I can see in your face that there is something you want to say. But you are unsure whether you should do so. I did ask you to stay silent, and I admire how attentive you are to my orders. A perfect little submissive. But let me help you here – I am prepared to wager that I know what is coursing through your mind." 

He slipped his hand around her thigh where it hung quivering in the air and gently resumed rubbing her hot snatch. With his other hand, he then sought out her nether opening and Elizabeth whimpered miserably feeling the tips of

his fingers start to push up again. This time, they were three, and she caught herself between wishing for respite from the anal abuse he was about to inflict upon her and her rapidly diminishing stamina that kept her clinging to the hook. If she begged him to stop plowing her tender butt with his fingers, she would certainly soon lose her grip and tumble miserably to the floor. 

Better that she allow the man to stretch her out and offer her respite as his hand ensconced itself up her gaping rear and lifted her up in the air. 

"Here is what I think you are thinking, sweet child," the older man said. He sped up his rapidly frilling fingers against her splayed labia as he simultaneously started pushing three fingers up her rapidly tiring butt hole. 

"You feel that you have already done plenty for Lord Dixon as it is. You have probably submitted to his attentions and even probably brought him to orgasm. You've surely done a lot and gone well beyond anything that might be expected of a gentle virgin as yourself. Am I right?" 

Exactly in time with his question Elizabeth felt her pelvis explode with a thrumming sensation as if thunder had struck in her loins making her shake and vibrate. She moaned and gasped and would have surely fallen from the hook had it not been for the butler's three fingers that just then pried their way into her butt lifting her higher up in the air and relieving her aching shoulders. The man who now virtually carried her entire weight, small as she was, on the three fingers of his right hand, waited patiently for the impressionable and thoroughly bothered teenager to come down from her mind-shattering orgasm. 

"Tell me by nodding your head yes or no – am I right in suspecting the true nature of your thoughts?" The man asked gently. Elizabeth relished the fantastic respite she felt in her aching arms and looked down at the gray-haired butler who appeared to hold her like a feather in the air. Gingerly but resolutely Elizabeth nodded her head yes. 

"Ah! But let me ask you this," the butler smiled with genuine relish. "Have you done anything on your own personal initiative, sweetheart? Have you tried to improvise and do more than what had already been asked of you? 

You have my permission to speak freely now." 

Elizabeth thought about his question momentarily forgetting about her awkward situation. It was true that she hadn't initiated anything herself. But was that, in fact, something they expected from her? Hadn't his Lordship called her his sweet submissive just hours ago? Didn't willing to do a man's bidding preclude any independence of initiative? She felt her mind hurt with

the effort of working out these questions much the same way her body was hurting right now as it was forced to expand and accommodate her trainer's hand. 

"You are daydreaming, sweetheart." The man said from below and viciously turned his wrist making the fingers in her butt churn and wiggle. Elizabeth groaned. "Answer me, child." 

"I – I'm not sure, sir." Elizabeth stammered. "It is very difficult for me to suggest anything exciting that might bring satisfaction to my Lord. It is not that I am unwilling, please understand. Rather I just think I don't have the experience, or imagination, sir." Her voice grew quieter and petered out into a whisper. 

"Maybe you also don't have the will to say what you want." Suggested the butler. 

"Maybe I don't." Elizabeth hung her head ashamed and embarrassed at yet another perceived weakness, this time of her soul rather than her body. 

"A true submissive, is what you are. Nothing to be ashamed of, sweetheart," 

said the man. "You can let go of the hook, and I will bring you down now." 

Elizabeth breathed a deep sigh of surrender as she let go and the man slowly brought her down and deposited her along the cold, wet stones of the cellar. 

Slowly he pulled his fingers out from her clenching butt and then released her blindfold. For a long time, Elizabeth kept her eyes closed in shame and felt as the man knelt and undid the knots around her feet. 

"Come on now, little one," the man gently prodded at her thigh with his boot. 

"Stand up." Elizabeth had never felt quite so weak before in her life. It took all her mental strength to merely will herself up and stand straight facing the man. The butler wrapped his cold hand around her jaw and gently squeezed the sides of her cheeks as he made her open her mouth wide. "Look me in the eyes and do not look away," he ordered. He brought his fingers that had been up her ass mere seconds ago and slowly positioned them on her tongue. He waited to see her realization dawn upon her tired mind before he moved his soiled hand all the way back in down her wet tongue. 

"Suck my hand clean, little one," he ordered. Elizabeth forced herself to comply and scrunched her face in a grimace of disgust as she closed her lips around the offensive digits and suckled on them until they were clean. 

Finally, the man nodded and slowly pulled his hand out of her hot little mouth. "What if I tell you about possible things that you can do, or that can be done to you? Things that are sure to please his Lordship? Will you be able

to choose then?" 

Elizabeth had acquired that distant look of an animal cornered as she gazed up into the man's dark eyes. She doubted herself to have enough strength to speak, and so merely nodded her acquiescence. 

In that instant, Elizabeth realized her life had changed irrevocably. She had accepted that she was a natural born submissive, a woman with no independent will, but an overwhelming desire to please and satisfy. 

"Come then, sweetheart," the butler motioned her to follow him as he walked toward the distant wall of the cold cellar. "Let me introduce you to the instruments we have here. I will tell you all about them and how they can be used on you. I will offer you a few options and ideas. You tell me what you think will please his Lordship most." 

Elizabeth almost fainted when she saw the flickering light of the candles dance over the indescribable metal clamps, spiked whips, and objects she couldn't have imagined existed as they lay along tables at the back of the cellar. 


*****


4. Elizabeth is Prepared for Her Lord When will he return?  Elizabeth wondered. 

There was an aura about Lord Dixon at least as far as she was concerned. 

In the few hours she had spent in his presence, she had grown most attached to his stern demeanor and implacable will. Perhaps it was the affluence to which he had been born that had ingrained him with such an ease when it came to making decisions and getting his way. Or maybe it had been his upbringing, Elizabeth wasn't sure. Either way, she found his manner irresistible and enticing like nothing she had ever experienced before. 

She had turned eighteen less than seven days ago and last night the Lord had come to her parents' home to offer her a job with his household staff. She was to be his body servant, not that she knew quite what that meant yet. In return, he would pay her a stipend and ensure that her siblings and elderly parents were well taken care of. However, she now suspected that she would have agreed to go even if the Lord hadn't made any financial promises. There was a strength in him that drew her in like a moth was attracted to the blinding light of a candle in a dark room. 

"Are your knees hurting?" asked a gruff male voice suddenly wrenching her from her thoughts. His Lordship's butler! He had been gone for hours, having left her kneeling with her hands clasped behind her head and facing the corner of his Lordship's bedroom. 

"Yes," she replied, her voice husky and hoarse. She was thirsty and tired. 

She caught herself wondering whether she was permitted to turn around and look at the butler. She decided against it – her Lord had commanded her to stay kneeling until he returned from his trip. It wouldn't do for her to break his order merely on a whim. 

"Sir." The butler's voice said a hint of ice making an appearance in its tone. 

Elizabeth was too far gone down the rabbit hole. She was not able to understand what the man was talking about, "Huh?" 

"You are to address everybody other than his Lordship with sir or ma'am." 

The butler replied. A whooshing sound filled the room followed by an explosion of pain that blossomed across the soles of her naked feet inches from where her backside rested against her heels. 

Snap! Snap – Snap! Came three more blows in quick succession making the naked and submissive eighteen-year-old brunette lightheaded with pain and humiliation. 

"Aye!" Screamed Elizabeth. "It hurts! Sir." She added hastily. 

"I merely gave you a taste of the switch, sweet child," said the butler and she felt his fingers gently caress the soles of her feet and linger against the throbbing welts she knew were there now. Her first spanking! Elizabeth just realized she had been spanked for the very first time in her adult life! 

"Stand." The man said his voice low and implacable. Gingerly she forced herself up. She wasn't sure how many hours it had been since they had ordered her to kneel in the corner of the room. But her muscles and ligaments hurt tremendously sending bolts of searing pain as she finally stood straight on her punished feet quivering as her body stretched out. 

"Look at me," the butler ordered and she lifted her demure eyes to look at his dark pitiless glare. "His Lordship will be back soon. He will be pleased to learn how obedient you have been today. You will be taken downstairs and bathed inside and out. I will put soothing oil on your welts and bruises." He took her face that seemed childishly small in his big hands making her whimper in helplessness. "But before I take you downstairs, I wanted to ask you something. Did you think about our conversation from a couple of hours ago?" 

Elizabeth shuddered and almost fainted right then and there. She remembered with icy trepidation when earlier this morning the butler had taken her to the cavernous cellars many floors down below. Oh, how she wished she could forget what had happened then! But Elizabeth knew it wasn't going to be a memory she would ever be able to let go. 

He had made her grab onto a large metal hook and then lifted her tiny body up in the air. Blindfolded and naked in the cold dungeon-like basement, he had then used his obviously experienced hands on her virgin butt expanding her tiny puckered opening, bringing her to a mind-bending climax. 

What had really shaken the impressionable and inexperienced teenager, however, was the conversation that had followed after that. 

Almost like a caring uncle, the butler had pointed out that if Elizabeth truly wanted to demonstrate her commitment to her Lord, it wouldn't do to simply follow what others told her to do. She would have to suggest her own acts of submission. Elizabeth shook when she remembered how panic had almost overwhelmed her then. She wanted to impress the worldly Lord for she knew he was not only the single most important person in her life, but she was also starting to feel attached to his presence. 

But how could she hope to suggest something novel and exciting on her

own? She was merely a young girl, torn away from the world she knew – her parents and little siblings. She had no hope to come up with something on her own. And even if she did, she lacked the confidence to suggest it out loud. 

"A true submissive," was what the butler called her then. He had offered her a way out of the predicament. He would show her different instruments and the ways they could be used on the female body. Ways devilish and unnatural enough that would warm her Lord's heart when he saw how far his little treasure was willing to submit herself. 

She still hesitated to remember the scary clamps, awful chains and menacing whips she had been shown. It was too much for a young girl's innocent mind! 

She had fainted. 

The butler had carried her unconscious naked body back to her Lord's chambers where he had had to use smelling salts to bring her back. 

"So tell me, little one, have you come up with a choice of your own that is sure to kindle your Lord's earnest?" The butler asked an evil glint shining in his eyes. 

"Yes, sir. I – I have," stammered Elizabeth. Her breasts shook with trepidation as she spoke, "When his Lordship had me service him this morning, he asked me to lick his shoes. I – I, was thinking that perhaps –" her voice trailed off her confidence suddenly wavering. 

"Keep going, sweetheart. You're doing well," encouraged the butler. 

"Maybe you could use one of those evil looking metal things, downstairs, to – to attach to my tongue and make it longer," she blurted out the last words quickly as if afraid they would come back and bite her somehow. 

"You want me to use metal clamps on your little tongue and stretch it for his Lordship? Is that it?" The butler asked a faint hint of a smile crossing his severe lips. 

Elizabeth was not sure she could speak and so merely nodded, a single tear dropping from her long eyelashes. It dripped onto her quivering upturned breast from where it slowly meandered down her taught abdomen. 

"Excellent choice, sweetheart!" The butler lovingly caressed her cheek. "I am sure his Lordship will be most impressed with your dedication." He then took her hand and gently guided her towards the door, "Here let's go downstairs and clean you up first." 

Elizabeth felt like in a dream as she padded after the big sumptuously dressed man. The fact that he was impeccably dressed made her ever more

cognizant of her own nakedness as he led her down the expansive corridors of the vast house. 


*****

As they made their way down the four floors it took to get to the basement washroom, the butler couldn't help but glance back at the petite busty brunette as she followed him. He held her by the hand like a father would a child and saw how easy it was for her to instinctively blush and lower her eyes every time she caught his open stare. 

She was a true find – docile and naturally agreeable, she was also beautiful beyond measure. Thick curls cascaded down her small body enveloping her almost all the way to her waist in their lush auburn waterfall. Her breasts were definitely something to make a poet rave with delight – big for her body, pale skinned, they were topped with large aureolas and thick pointy nipples that tightened at the mere hint of a cold wisp of a draft. 

However what made her more precious than her weight in money, the butler knew, was her innate desire to please. He chuckled to himself when he thought of how Lord Dixon would surely put the young girl through her paces and enjoy unveiling her true submissive nature. For the first time in a long time, the butler really felt grateful for the position fate had given him in life. The Lord was a very busy man and would surely rely heavily on his butler's expertise when it came to training young Elizabeth. 

He couldn't wait to start. 

Finally, they entered a large room. Inside was a massive, cast iron tub, while at the far end of the room, and along the wall, was a long table covered with rubber mats. 

With practiced efficiency, the butler turned on the spigot and then crossed to the table where he started placing out various looking items. Elizabeth watched mesmerized as she saw the steam rise from the water. Heated tapwater was something she had heard of but never seen. 

"Before we work on your tongue, however, we will have to wash you out nicely. Have you ever had an enema before?" Elizabeth bit her tongue. She wanted to submit, she truly did. But wasn't there a way to do it and avoid humiliation, she wondered. 

"I didn't hear your answer?" The man turned around tiny wisps of anger in his voice. 

"No, sir." Elizabeth stood in the center of the cold room as she awkwardly squirmed trying to cover her breasts with one arm and her legs with the other. 

The big heavy butler smiled, "There is no such thing as privacy in this household, sweetheart. Don't cover yourself from me, or anyone else for that matter. Not as long as you are in service with Lord Dixon." The butler patiently waited and finally with a little sigh of exasperation Elizabeth lowered her hands to her side. 

"Up on the table and on your knees, little one," the butler instructed. 

"Down on your elbows, I want you to lean in against those big breasts of yours. Put your bum in the air!" The butler placed his hand on Elizabeth's back forcing her down into position. "Sometimes it is necessary to strap a girl in. But I don't think you'll need restraints. You're just too submissive for that. 

Now stand still and try to breathe deeply." The butler opened a jar for ointment and coated his fingers liberally in it. Pressing his thumbs down into the crease between Elizabeth's butt cheeks he slowly opened her up. He admired how tight and supple her young body was. Only hours ago he had stretched her butt out using his fingers and yet here she was – tight as if nothing had happened. A hiccup escaped Elizabeth’s anguished lips at the unwelcome sensations of the man's thick oily fingers as they circled her small puckered entrance. Elizabeth brought her fists against her mouth stifling a scream of humiliation. 

"Remember to breathe. I don't want you hyperventilating like earlier," the man instructed and watched with delight as the small brunette obeyed forcing little anguished gulps of air through her lips. "Arch your back and push your butt higher. Submit to me by bearing down as I push my fingers in you." 

"Why are you doing this to me, sir?" asked the girl through clenched teeth. 

Elizabeth looked back to see the elderly butler had rolled up his sleeves and was obviously concentrated on administering her enema. 

"Shush, little one. Keep quiet and submit yourself as I know you want. 

You don't have permission to speak,” the man said, and Elizabeth reluctantly closed her eyes concentrating on her breathing. 

"I need to loosen you up for the enema nozzle. You're tight again," the man explained. Elizabeth felt the blunt tip of the butler's finger as it slowly pushed past her resisting rosebud. Almost immediately her sensitive ring gave way under the unrelenting pressure as the older man's digit plunged to the second knuckle. She felt the sensation of his finger as he wiggled it inside her eliciting a strange desire to make a bowel movement. She squirmed in an

instinctive attempt to expel the unwanted digit that immediately caused the butler to painfully smack her on the cheek. She meekly gulped and forced herself to stand as still as possible. Soon the butler placed two more fingers inside and started rubbing them around expanding her resistant butt. 

Elizabeth could feel them deep inside as her muscles stretched and clenched trying to accommodate the painful invaders. 

Finally, satisfied that ointment was spread nicely, the butler replaced his fingers with the tip of the enema nozzle. Elizabeth felt tears start to pour down her pained expression when she felt warm water push its way into her bottom. She held her breath, trying to become as accustomed as possible to the odd sensation. As the water continued to flow, Elizabeth could feel her body start to expand, and the first cramps hit her belly. Elizabeth groaned as she rocked from side to side attempting to alleviate the throbbing pain. 

Slowly her belly distended and she could feel how it now touched the rubber mat of her which she was kneeling. 

"I have elected to give you an extremely large enema. Since it is your first time, it is important to clean you out nicely." The man explained. Elizabeth knew that any protests would only result in further spankings and so quietly submitted herself to the degrading experience. 

"Very good, you're doing extremely well, my child," said the butler gently caressing her twitching buttocks. She felt him slowly detach the tube from the enema bag and could see it now dangle between her legs. "Now please scoot back and stand." Suddenly Elizabeth felt as if she was pregnant. Awkward fullness dominated her entire lower body and together with the cramps it made her cry openly. She forced herself off the table and clinging onto its edge gingerly stood up as best she could. 

With her full breasts and distended abdomen, the butler couldn't help but admire how Elizabeth suddenly looked as if she was in her third trimester with child. He felt terribly hard as his cock pushed against the confines of his trousers. He willed himself however to resist the temptation of shoving his manhood deep into her hot little mouth. Indoctrinating a young submissive like Elizabeth demanded patience and he knew there would be plenty of time ahead to satisfy his own urges. 

"Try to stand still and not squirm, little one," the old man instructed. 

It was difficult. She never had in the eighteen years of her life experienced anything like it. A loud gurgling sound escaped her abdomen, and she blushed violently. She saw it elicited a broad smile on the butler's face. 

Through teary eyes, she saw him pick up a strange device and hold it up for her to see. 

It had leather straps all around and two square leather patches on either side. In its center was what appeared to be a rubber cylinder attached on either side with short metal pivots. She had never seen anything like it before. 

"Do you know what this is?" 

She shook her head too weak to speak. 

"This is the device we use when tongue-stretching is in order." He saw her expression change into one of pure terror as her eyes grew wide and she stared at the device. "I was extremely surprised to hear you ask that you submit to your Lord by having your tongue stretched. It is very commendable indeed. This is what we will use." 

Before Elizabeth had a chance to voice an objection, the butler expertly moved forward and with a couple swift motions attached the awkward device around her head securing it tightly in place with a leather collar that viciously held at her neck. 

As he went about securing her head harness and ensuring that the blinders covered either side of her face so that she could only see straight ahead, the butler couldn't help but be amazed at the graceful ease with which this young girl was submitting herself to him in the name of her Lord. He had never before had the experience of somebody so naturally docile and willing to push her own boundaries. 

He collected the long thick curls of her hair and gathered them up into a ponytail that he passed between the leather straps on the back of her head. 

Finally, he had everything in place and now took the metal bit with the rubber cylinder at its center. It had two screw-like devices on either side. 

"This will go in your mouth, and you will put your tongue through the cylinder. I will tighten the screws on either side holding it in place. That way with time it will start forcing the muscle that runs along your tongue's center to relax and stretch out as you requested. Of course, once placed in your mouth, you will not be able to speak. So tell me now — do you still want to go ahead with this ordeal of your choice?" 

He looked at the girl and saw in her big non-blinking eyes the clear and obvious fight that was taking place in her soul. He could only try to imagine what her mind was going through as it tried to adapt to her innate desire to please and the new situation she was in. This time yesterday she had been just another teenager frolicking around her parents' home. Today — here she was

with the biggest possible enema in her belly, sweating and wondering how best to please her Lord. 

"Y – yes," she stammered, "I do want to do that, I do want you to stretch my tongue, so I can better service his Lordship." Elizabeth finally said, her voice gaining strength as she spoke the words. 

The butler's admiration for the girl grew immensely in that instant for he saw in her not the weakness of a pushover, but the resolute will of a truly submissive woman. He nodded and slowly and carefully placed the rubber cylinder into the small mouth of the petite brunette. Cold sweat poured down the beautiful girl's features as she furrowed her brow in concentration while she pushed her tongue through the opening in the center forcing her muscle to stretch. Her mouth watered reflexively, and a long string of saliva poured out around her tongue and lips slowly dripping down between her trembling breasts to the floor where it fell between her feet. 

"Don't worry about dripping saliva. It is par for the course," the butler heard himself say. He had never before offered any consolation to a submissive-in-training. Yet, here he was – trying to console this small waif of a thing. 

He wondered whether she was indeed the only one having a learning experience today. 


*****


5. Elizabeth Comforts Her Lord

Finally, his Lordship was back! 

Elizabeth's heart was doing little somersaults of joy. The ordeal of waiting was over. He had left her alone and virtually deprived of any meaningful presence all day now. Alone in his bedroom, expecting him eagerly, she had only been interrupted when the butler had stopped by a couple of times to ensure that she was properly prepared and ready for his Lordship's return. 

Merely yesterday Elizabeth had still been just another eighteen-year-old girl worried about her livelihood. That was before the most powerful man she had ever known had deigned to bless her family with an offer no one could possibly refuse. There was still so much she had to learn, but Elizabeth felt she had been graced by fate itself and had been found by a man whose dominant and severe demeanor was like bedrock to her roiling insecurities. 

He knew exactly what lay in the most secluded parts of her soul – those corners of her mind that even she wasn't fully aware of. His presence had shone a stark light into her darkness and given her purpose! 

And now she waited for him eagerly hoping to demonstrate her gratitude! 


*****

"Stand still and turn around for me slowly, sweetheart," the Lord said. 

Elizabeth did as ordered, her chest thrumming with excitement at what unknown experience was to follow. She almost scurried away but somehow willed herself to stay. 

"You are so sweet and submissive, little one. We will get along just fine, you and I. Won't we?" She felt the Lord circle her body and strained to remain facing the way she had been told. The leather blinders they had tied onto her head allowed her only the narrowest view forward. She only had her master's voice to go by in trying to determine his exact position. She hated the way the rubber bit in her mouth made her drool in long sticky drops that gently dribbled onto her quivering nipples. 

Slap! 

His Lordship's large hand left a radiating imprint across her butt. "I asked you a question, sweetie." 

"Eeek!" 

Her tongue felt numb where it was squeezed tight between the painful clamps

of the device in her mouth. 

And to think she had asked for it herself?! It was now almost four hours since the butler had obliged her and placed her tongue in a contraption meant to stretch it out. 

She had told him she wanted to be able to better polish her Lordship's shoes. 

And she meant it. But God was it painful and disconcerting! 

"Ungh!" The Lord had suddenly spread her cheeks and pushed in a long probing finger up her nether passage. It was still sensitive from the distending enema she had been given. Goosebumps of anguish formed all across her body. 

"Shush, little one. I know it must be painful down there. Andrews told me he gave you a distending cleanse earlier. But I need you to bear down and submit yourself to me. Your pain makes it so much easier for you to learn to adapt and relinquish any lingering notions from before." He pulled out his finger and this time pushed three fingers into her tight butt in one smooth motion making her shudder uncontrollably. 

"At first it might hurt," the Lord spoke as she felt him rolling up the sleeve of the hand that was embedded deep in her nether passage. "But with time, you will get used to it. Pain is the way your body tells you that you love me. 

Breathe in deep through your nose and concentrate on your will to submit." 

Elizabeth slowly felt her mind go numb as she forced herself to concentrate on her Lord's ministrations. "Don't make a sound. Let me make the decisions for both of us, as you know, I'm best equipped to do." His voice was so quiet and peaceful she felt herself slowly succumb into a trance. Yesterday, when he had gifted her the first climax of her life, Lord Dixon had been so gentle, so tender, and had made it so pleasurable that the contrast now was almost blinding. And yet she found the rapidly moving, churning digits slowly start to feel natural and blushed at the thought of what was being done to her. 

"There, I can feel your body start to relax." 

She felt and heard him gently bend and kiss the dimples on the small of her back. 

"Most people do not realize that we all descend from wild beasts. Men were always meant to be warriors and decision-makers," the Lord accelerated the pistonning motion of his fingers in her butt and for the first time since he had started, Elizabeth felt a tremor shake her entire body. It felt exquisite, dirty and beyond naughty. Suddenly a drop materialized along her nether lips, and she felt its gentle tickle as it dripped off and fell to the ground between her

feet. She widened her stance to give her master better access. "Women are prey – meant to be taken and dominated. Modernity tells us this is wrong, but you only have to listen to your body to realize that I am correct." 

Elizabeth screamed through her gag, her voice echoing from the walls of the sumptuous suite when somewhere deep in her body a bubble of lust exploded. She lost all control and peed herself where she was standing. 

She was beyond caring however when she felt the wetness gush between her legs and onto the unimaginably expensive Persian carpet. The Lord did not stop his motions and continued until the last trickle of liquid had escaped her wet triangle of auburn curls between her legs. Her knees were visibly shaking when he carefully pulled out his fingers. He collected the girl and tenderly carried her over to his bed where he placed her to sit. Then he kissed her on the forehead taking a long moment to look into her unblinking brown eyes. 

"You're so beautiful," he said and for the first time in her life Elizabeth felt pride. 

The cool bedsheets felt exquisite on her abused buttocks and spasming rosebud as she gingerly relaxed on the bed. 

Slowly he reached out, and one by one unclasped the leather straps of her head harness. Then, he unscrewed with studied and obviously expert deliberation the metal prongs holding her tongue splayed through the rubber cylinder in her mouth. With every twist of the screws Elizabeth groaned as blood rushed into her abused organ. Finally, he slowly pulled out the contraption from her tight little mouth and threw the leather harness all the way across the room. 

"Does it hurt?" The Lord asked, and she saw the first sparks of tenderness in his severe expression. 

Elizabeth nodded meekly. "I am so proud with you that you chose to do that for me," the Lord said as he slowly reached out and gently massaged the sides of her head and cheeks bringing relief to her distended muscles. Slowly she felt the pain subside, and her muscles relax. She had never before been pampered like that in her life. The tenderness of the most powerful man she had ever known overwhelmed her, and she started crying. The Lord bent down and carefully kissed away her tears taking time to playfully bite at her earlobes. 

She was just about to say how grateful she was for his tenderness when he lifted a finger and placed it on her lips. 

"You don't have permission to speak yet, dear one." He gathered her hair in

his hands and swept it back to reveal her beautiful face to him. "I want you to lie back in my bed. I want you to serve me now, little one. Your Lord needs relief," he said, and Elizabeth scampered backward with a quiet whimper across his giant and very soft mattress. She laid herself back waiting for his orders. 

"It is your first time doing this for me, I know. It will feel awkward, especially at first. It might help if you reach back and wrap your little hands in those beautiful auburn curls of yours." The Lord motioned at her mane of brown hair that had spilled across the crisp white bedsheets. "When you feel discomfort, I want you to pull on your hair and not let go until I'm finished. 

Do you understand?" 

Elizabeth did not understand. 

But she took a deep breath trying as best she could to relax and nodded her submission. She reached back and wrapped her fists in her hair stealing her nerves for her first real penetration ever. 

She looked down between her heaving breasts as Lord Dixon moved to the foot of the bed. "Open your legs wide for me, sweetheart," the rich man ordered. Elizabeth obeyed and opened her legs feeling a deep blush of humiliation as her pussy opened for the Lord to see. Tiny rose petals of flesh peeked from between her thick curls. 

"Very good, my dear. I want you now to bend your knees and put your feet flat on the bed. If you feel discomfort, distract yourself with your hair. 

Remember what I told you about pain – it is the way you submit to me. Now I want you to slowly spread your legs open. Don't stop until I tell you." 

The Lord's heart warmed with feeling at the young teenager submitting herself to him so willingly and quietly accepting her fate as a quiet hiccup escaped her clenched lips. He wouldn't think of braking his promise to this delectable virgin. Her chastity was safe with him. He would instead start her training by breaking her in anally. 

Elizabeth kept herself in position and forced her body to display itself widely for her first anal taking. 

The Lord watched with obvious hunger as she revealed her virgin passage, her legs spreading wider yet, making the tendons on the inside of her thighs stand out with the strain. Her legs were spread over three feet, but she continued submissively forcing them further apart yet. Elizabeth could feel her pussy lips parting and the cold air of the room brush over the curly hairs of her love triangle and exposed rosebud of her anus below. 

"Stay that way, now," the Lord said, and Elizabeth watched as her master started undressing. She had never seen him naked. It was true he had relieved himself in her mouth this morning, but it had been twilight, and he had been wearing his robe. She gasped when she saw the man as he stood and revealed himself in all his male glory before her trembling tenderness. 

She knew he had to be at least fifty years old – almost three times her own age, but he was obviously in outstanding shape. His neck was thick like a bull's and easily flowed into his gigantic chest and shoulders. Her eyes stared unblinkingly as she absorbed the enormity that was Lord Dixon Frederick. 

His abdomen was big and nicely transitioned into his gigantic and muscled thighs. Elizabeth gawked at his rock hard tumescence that had to measure at least ten inches in length and stood proudly as he leisurely stroked it. She watched mesmerized as he took a couple of steps closer to the bed. 

What she found most striking, however, was how thickly covered in hair his entire body was! If it wasn't for his perfectly groomed head, face and delicate hands, Elizabeth felt as if she was in the presence of a wild beast from times ancient and evil! 

Not an inch of his abdomen or thighs was free from thick black-and-white curls of hair. She could see his nipples pointing out from his chest which together with his proud manhood where the only vestiges of humanity on his torso. 

Involuntarily her legs started closing again. 

"Open your legs, Elizabeth! Be obedient and submit yourself to your Lord. I will now come into your body and ravish you like the prey you were meant to be." 

Elizabeth trembled and loudly whimpered when she felt him grab her legs and use his strong muscles to effortlessly force her thighs further apart as he crawled in between her legs. He slowly situated his body so that his hard cock gently nuzzled itself against her widely splayed and very wet pussy. He moved his hips ever so slightly coating his thick sex in her juices. He used his left hand to lean in and envelop her breast as he used his right fist to reposition the head of his cock down against the rosebud of her tightness. 

He was so heavy leaning against her aching chest that she involuntarily cried out and from the glint in his eye saw that he liked that. He slowly pushed forward so that the tip of his cock now gained purchase against her spasming sphincter. 

Then he moved down and kissed her open panting lips. Elizabeth felt the

Lord's mouth press against hers, and she thrust her own tongue meeting his as they sought each other out in a lustful dance of beastly passion. 

Elizabeth felt him move around exploring her mouth and caressing her tongue as she felt his hard manhood slowly start on its inexorable journey ahead. He pushed forward nudging his way relentlessly into her hot body. 

Elizabeth took a deep breath knowing that any moment now Lord Dixon would spear right through her body's last defenses and take her anal virginity from her forever. Just then she felt his mouth latch onto her hers and his body plunge into her as if trying to meld them both into one being. His manhood traveled well past her reluctant opening as she screamed into his hungry mouth, her cries muffled by his insatiable kiss. 

He was relentless. He plowed on mashing their mouths together and joining their lower bodies in a convulsion of ecstatic passion. Elizabeth suddenly felt a strange numbness in her fingers and realized she had been pulling on her hair so tightly that it had cut off the circulation in her hands. The pain in her scalp was almost indistinguishable from the plethora of sensations that coursed through her lower body. At one point, the Lord interrupted his slow plunge into her quivering tummy. He waited a minute and gave her a few moments to gather her wits before continuing to plow into her. This time, he didn't stop until all ten inches of his manhood were buried to the hilt and she felt the tingling sensation of his big hairy balls rub against her tiny pale cheeks. 

When he bottomed out in her butt, the Lord breathed a deep sigh still keeping his mouth ensconced on her lips and almost suffocated her by drawing in all the air from her weekend lungs. Then he slowly resumed his back and forth slowly building up momentum. 

She felt grateful then that he had taken the time to open her up with his hand earlier. Now his cock was forcing her tiny butt hole to stretch like it had never stretched before. Occasionally, he would pull himself out to where only his head lingered at her entrance and then plunge back, in one swift motion. 

She felt her insides move and adjust to his girth as he fucked her hard and fast riding his teenage servant for the first time ever. Elizabeth's cramps soon subsided replaced by a delicate wisp of warmth that soon grew and ballooned into a throbbing heat. She felt his Lordship move his hand down in between their bodies and having found her clit, he rapidly started pinching it in time to his forward thrusts. 

Her screams echoed through the entire house as her body exploded with the

pleasure of her first true anal orgasm. 

Her butt had long ago given up the fight, and she felt him push forward and start convulsing as he emptied himself straight into her center. Elizabeth could only stare at her master’s hairy chest as he lifted himself and covered her entire body almost crushing her nose against his thick pectoral muscles. 

Finally, his cock stopped shooting up her butt, and she felt it slowly begin to shrink. She whimpered in quiet shame realizing what was to follow. The Lord lifted himself on his elbows and looked down on her flushed and beautiful face covered in his sweat. 

"Look at me, Elizabeth. Do not look away, do you understand?" His eyes were dead serious, and the petite girl nodded her understanding. 

Soon she felt a hot sensation blossom in her insides where her Lord had suddenly started filling her tight little behind with his pee. He continued for a long time all the while keenly observing her expressive face as he drank in every last sign of her humiliation. Soon the first little cramp made her gasp in surprise as her eyes teared up and she openly started crying. He kissed her again and moved gently to the side leaning himself on the plush pillows as he continued ravishing his body-servant. He placed a possessive hand across her swelling abdomen and carefully caressed it. 

At long last she felt him finish and slowly pull out."You can let go of your hair now," the Lord said. He kissed her again, this time on her perfect little nose. "You did beautifully. Your muscles down there shall remain relaxed for some time,” the Lord added as he pulled out his manhood with a loud pop followed by a quiet little fart that made them both chuckle. 

"It is important that you try and keep most of what I put in there, in you. Do not allow any of it to dribble out and mess up the expensive rugs and floors. 

Okay?" As he spoke, he scooted up the bed and used her thick mane of shiny auburn curls to clean off his semi-erect tumescence. This made her head bob sideways a couple of times as his hold on her hair tugged at it. 

"As my body-servant, I expect you to share my bed at night," he explained stretching himself out by the girl. "But first I want you to use my private washroom next door and clean yourself up. You can go now but come back quickly. I feel my bed growing cold and lonely without your presence, sweetheart," Lord Dixon said as he gently pinched her rosy cheeks. 

The fullness in her belly and the absolute dominance of this powerful man somehow made her feel oddly complete. She scooted out of the bed and carefully holding both hands to her bottom lest offending droplets dribbled to

the floor, she turned around and looked back at the clearly happy Lord. 

"Thank you, my Lord." 

"You're too sweet," he replied, and she saw a genuine smile bathe his rugged features. 

Having done her business on the commode, the beautiful eighteen-year-old then took a soothing warm bath before drying herself with the softest cotton towels she had ever seen. 

Soon she was cuddled back in the arms of her Lord as he hugged her tightly. 

She didn't know if she was allowed to speak yet and so without even asking she reached back between their spooning bodies and having found his throbbing tumescence, she took it in her little fist. She heard the Lord gasp almost in surprise and for the first time she giggled. 

Then she placed his tip back against her nether passage and felt him slowly push forward. He wasn't fully hard, but her fist helped him ensconce himself back into her tight confines. As she did it, she felt his big hand wrap itself around her breast that he gently squeezed as he nuzzled into her ear. 

"Good night, my dear," he whispered. 

"Good night, my Lord." For the first time in a long time, Elizabeth fell asleep with a big smile on her face. 


*****


Elizabeth Begs for Her Lord's Guidance Elizabeth’s eyes shot wide open as the brisk morning air suffused her lungs. 

Where was she? Who’s bed? Why was she naked like that? Oh Lord, there was somebody with her! A man? For an awful moment Elizabeth almost screamed for the creature sleeping beside her looked less like a person and more like one of those apes she had once seen at the zoo. Instinctively she covered her eyes and then peaked through her fingers looking up at his face. 

Finally, she breathed a sigh of relief. Everything came back like a surging tide and she remembered it all. My God, Lord Dixon was just so hairy, she thought. If it wasn’t for his face, he could easily pass for some scary creature of Greek legend. Again, she looked up to check. No, he was still sleeping. 

She snuggled up against her master’s warm body and buried her face into his side. 

A warm flush washed over her as she remembered how it was that they had fallen asleep. He had used his tongue on her. He had teased her tiny jewel of pleasure as he held her legs open causing her untold shame and ecstasy until she had coated his face with the fruits of her passions. 

As she lay in bed that morning, and patiently waited for him to wake up, she luxuriated in the heavy musk of his body. His scent made her think of wide open spaces and hay, and men on horseback. When she felt him stir, she carefully placed her hand down between his legs that he obligingly spread. 

His scrotum felt heavy and so very big in the palm of her hand. Had it only been a fortnight since she had agreed to become his body servant? It certainly felt more like an year! 

Surely the events of the past days would suffice to render a young maiden’s imagination aflutter for many months. How had it all come about? 

Elizabeth frowned silently to herself. Maybe it was God’s answer to her feverish prayers she had made all those late nights begging Him to guide her to a life of more than the sullen drudgery typical in the slums of Birmingham. 

Then she silently rebuked her naughty thoughts. God would certainly have not encouraged the immorality that had so overwhelmed her every waking moment since she had met Lord Dixon! She ought to be ashamed of herself! 

Elizabeth felt deep embarrassment at the memories that now threatened to overwhelm her impressionable mind. Dear God, some of the things Lord Dixon had made her do! They would surely make a seasoned street whore blush! How could she ever go back home after having behaved like that? Oh, 

dear God!  Oh, the pleasure, the ecstasy, the humiliation — the pain! 

She felt her master move by her, his skin cool to the touch, his body almost big enough to make her look like a toddler lying naked beside him like that. It was his fault. Yes, yes, it was! It had to be! She was a chaste girl, her parents’

little doe, naïve and virginal before she had met the dark Lord and his ways had corrupted her very soul. Penance was what was required. She shuddered. 

“What is my little dove thinking of,” his voice was like a rumble of distant thunder — full of menace and adventure, its boom emanating directly into her as she lay pressed to his side. The tiny hairs at the nape of her neck stood on edge. 

“Of you, my Lord, and of God.” 

He chuckled. “That seems a bold way to describe me even if it comes from you, my sweet girl,” he laughed. 

All of a sudden, Elizabeth felt like she wanted to cry. “I feel lost,” she said in a small voice and then buried her face pressing her lips and nose tightly against his side as if the pressure could somehow stifle the sobs threatening to burst out. 

“You feel lost with me?” There was no rebuke in his voice, but merely concerned curiosity. She nodded her head and felt his big hands on her shoulders. He was such a big man.  Everything about him was big, Elizabeth thought with a tremor. She looked up at him. 

“But it is more than that,” she said sniffling. “I think that when I agreed to come work for you, I was just running away.” 

The man yawned, stretched, and turned to face her in the large four-post bed. It now gently enveloped them with the heat of a long night’s sleep. 

Gently, tenderly, almost gingerly, he reached under her arms and pulled her up resting her head on his pillow. He brushed back her chestnut curls unveiling her frown as he looked straight into her eyes that were moist with tears. 

“Tell me more, sweet child. I want you to share what troubles you.” His arms relaxed on her back holding her chest tightly pressed against his. She felt his strong heart beating against her breasts that suddenly felt heavy and tingly. 

“My parents take me to church every Sunday,” she explained. “We are Presbyterian.” 

“Of course,” he smiled. “Aren’t we all.” 

She nodded. “You have to hear our pastor’s sermons. They are simply awful.” Her disgust made Lord Dixon chuckle. “Trite and simple, I don’t know if the man has even read the Bible. It sounds like he’s merely going through the motions, my Lord,” she said. “I had always hated going to church even as a little girl, but now -- I think it is the pastor’s fault. It is not my doing that I find his services boring, for I truly, truly long for God to inspire me and fill my heart with the grace I know it is capable of.” 

Lord Dixon brought his right hand out from between their bodies and gently caressed her face, his fingers trailing across her delicate oval cheeks. 

His palm almost engulfed her entire head and she suppressed an involuntary shudder. He was so big and strong… And yet – also so very gentle with her. 

In his presence she felt safe and secure like never before in her entire life. 

“Go on, sweet child,” he encouraged her gently. 

“I don’t know –,” for a moment she seemed at a loss for words but then looked up. “Sometimes I feel like I’m a musical instrument, a harp perhaps, and there are chords in me that yearn to be plucked for the first time – – at least once.” 

“I see.” 



“You do?” She was surprised to hear genuine understanding in her master’s voice. He inhaled deeply and slowly breathed out the morning air through his aquiline nose. His sparkling dark eyes lost their focus and for a moment made him appear distant, as if his soul had floated away. 

“Yes, I do he said. Some time ago, when I was about your age, I was taken to India, by my parents. My father, God rest his soul, was Viceroy there for a couple of years.” Elizabeth felt herself relax. Lord Dixon’s words sounded like a fairytale. His life and the world he called his own might as well have been a different universe to the one she had grown up in. 

She had always loved stories and it felt like her master was sharing secret magic with her. 

“While on the subcontinent, I experienced a crisis of faith similar to the

one you feel now. However, I was blessed that I was able to share my tribulations with a very wise old man. My parents’ good friend was a famous Hindu philosopher. He taught me a lot about that country’s myriad customs and religions.” 

“I think it was fate, I just happened to feel spiritual thirst exactly when I happened to be in the presence of a fountainhead of knowledge and experience. I learned a lot then and I believe it has stayed with me ever since. 

He guided me and helped me partake in a number of ceremonies and practices normally closed off to foreigners. I don’t think I would have the strength to be the man I am today without the guidance of this old guru.” 

“Can you teach me about the spiritual secrets he told you?” Elizabeth suddenly felt uncharacteristically emboldened and brave. “Share with me what this man told you. Please my Lord! Show me and teach me those mysteries, I beseech you. I don’t know what is wrong with me, but I am afraid that without proper inspiration and guidance I will simply degenerate into yet another hollow soul like the people I have grown up with. Their only concern is how to make ends meet and survive another day. It is as if their souls have long since died and it is the mere husks of their bodies that shuffle about in the streets.” The quailing intonation of her own pleas surprised even herself. Was she truly that desperate, she wondered? 

There was something about Lord Dixon that had infused her with strength and boldness to question the very essence of her existence. Perhaps it was his vigor and decisiveness that inspired her to be that way. He had claimed her not unlike a king of old would have claimed a peasant girl to be his bed wench. Even now feeling his big muscular body by her, Elizabeth shivered to imagine how his famous ancestors had probably claimed peasant virgins for rights of  prima nocta. 

“I will be good with you if you do,” she added in a husky voice with a mischievous twinkle in her brown eyes. 

“I know you would, sweet child,” the Lord said. “I would love to tell you about Buddhism and Tantric yoga, I truly would. But surely you must be able to understand that there is more to it than merely a lecture on Eastern mysticism, sweetheart.” Elizabeth felt her master’s reluctance in his voice and her heart quailed at being denied something to which, with the spirit and

optimism characteristic of her youth, she had suddenly felt entitled to. 

A very naughty thought occurred to her and she blushed crimson suddenly grateful that the morning twilight seeping through the curtains was insufficient to reveal the color that had suffused her skin. The man’s body was big and hers was small, so she had to shimmy and stretch as she positioned her warm soft triangle over his still dormant cock. 

He smiled. “You are making it very difficult for your Lord to deny your little plea. And here I was laboring under the assumption that a maiden would behave with the timid demeanor appropriate to her virginal state. Apparently I was much in error.” 

Her blush deepened and dark desires in her belly stirred as her quim watered dripping wetness upon her master’s quickly hardening prick. She didn’t know what to say feeling rational thought quickly ebbing from her mind, her actions now suddenly under the control of something ancient and primal. 

Lord Dixon’s big hands came down and insinuated themselves between her throbbing breasts. His smile turned to a grin, his teeth sparkling white in the blue darkness of the early morning as his fingers closed around her sensitive throbbing nipples and squeezed. Elizabeth’s eyes sparkled and then tears formed but her hips started little undulating movements upon his cock massaging her juices into his skin as her outer lips engulfed him sliding up and down its length. 

“Take me,” she whispered into his ear utter disbelief at her own wantonness squeezing her heart and yet she said it again this time louder and in a husky voice, “Take me my Lord please!” 

“I cannot, sweet child,” he said, his voice full of regret, and yet husky and breathless as his hands twisted mashing her nipples flat. She whimpered and whinnied like a filly but her hips only increased their fantastic vibrations across his thick member. 

“Take me,” she said and lifted herself up on her knees reaching down with her left hand to guide him up against her wet center. Lord Dixon closed his eyes and summoned every ounce of willpower in his possession. It was early in the day and fate was already testing him. 

A part of him was screaming delicious delight edging him on to plunder the succulent little virgin and sheer away her maidenhead claiming her as his forever. He had known from the moment he laid eyes on the blushing girl that

a lustful creature lay hidden and in wait beneath her demure façade. But he had made a promise, one he considered amongst the holiest of all – – a promise to her parents. 

He had given them his word to return her, her hymen intact, her virginal chastity preserved. The danger this little vixen was causing him was almost too much to bear. He would not be able to live with himself if he went back on his word. There was nothing he valued more than the sanctity of a promise especially if he had been the one that had given it. 

“No!” He growled and wrapped the fist of his right hand around the graceful neck of his wench squeezing the blood out of her arteries and lifting her effortlessly up from his panting body. The girl froze as if petrified, her eyes suddenly big and scared, her breath – – nonexistent, her voice gone, her muscles taut, her sinews standing on end. 

“I. Made. A. Promise.” The Lord hissed angry at himself, the threat of his own weakness almost overwhelming him. “I will not go back on my word. 

You shall not make a liar out of me, little vixen.” He lifted her like a small vibrating, squirming, shivering ragdoll, up in the air. He sat up in the bed and pivoted, placing her down again, her body flopping like a fish out of water, embedding her into his soft mattress. Pure bewilderment clouded the virgin’s features as her eyes slowly surrendered their focus. Her vision blurred and narrowed into a tunnel centered upon the Lord’s tense face. Blackness slowly edged its way from all sides like ink across a dry sheet of paper. 

When Lord Dixon released his hold, she coughed and choked grateful to be alive, grateful for precious air and her Lord’s mercy. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she breathed panting and exhaling, sputtering and coughing like an engine pushed to its limit. Her body screamed in protest, every last nerve shredded in pain, and yet she had never felt a rush of pure raw sexual excitement like the one causing her quim to pulse and water now. 

Even her toes curled and squeezed, making little useless fists, trying to grasp at this beast of a man that had claimed such vast control over her begging body. In the darkness of the early morning, her vision still clouded from lack of oxygen, the hulking giant knelt between her splayed legs like a creature from a nightmare long forgotten, a gargoyle perhaps. Droplets of sweat dripped from his thick muscles onto her quivering belly gently pooling before pouring down onto the warm linen beneath. 

“You shall remain a virgin until I say otherwise, until I inform your parents that I intend to claim you as a woman,” the man said and grasped her knees pushing her legs open and back, lifting her lower body up in the air and placing her weight almost entirely on her neck. “But you have started an inferno that only your butt can now extinguish.” 

Elizabeth gasped. He had already claimed her there but she still couldn’t quite get used to the idea that the man could put his thing up her ass. It didn’t seem natural. But then, he wasn’t asking for permission anyway. 

Elizabeth used the palm of her hands to wipe away the sweat and tears from her eyes and then wrapped her little fists in her long chestnut curls pulling them up tightly to her head like he had told her, preparing herself for her ravishment. 

“That’s a good girl. Remember what I taught you last time. I need you to bear down and submit to me. Your discomfort is important, especially if you really want to learn how to achieve spiritual enlightenment through the thrills of your body. Feel what your body feels and surrender yourself to it. Learn to relinquish and forget whatever notions you might have had before. Listen to the sound of my voice and concentrate on your breathing I will do the rest sweet girl.” 

Again, as before, Elizabeth slowly felt her mind relax and go numb as she obeyed him and loosened herself up to accept his probing girth. She was mesmerized by how serene and self-assured her master was every time he chose to mount her like that. He was persistent and she knew he would not stop until he had achieved his goal. But Elizabeth also was certain that he would never hurt her either. He was always gentle and tender, almost as if his mind could read her thoughts and worked double time to ensure her pleasure came first. She felt his finger gently brush around her rosebud. 

“You are already so very wet. Your sex is leaking and it has moistened your butt for me already. Your body now knows to whom it belongs and yearns for me to master it.” Elizabeth was past feeling shame. She nodded in agreement, too numb to speak. Holding her knees back pressed against her chest with his left hand, he placed the tip of the index finger on his right hand against her puckered opening. “Bear down for me and submit,” he said. 

“Imagine you are in the bathroom and trying to go.” 

She whimpered in frustration but did as he had ordered. “That’s a good girl. Try again. Take a deep breath and bear down. Push! I want you to open up. Don’t be afraid, I have you. There is nothing to be ashamed of and

besides, I know the butler gave you a cleansing enema just last night. It will be okay.” 


She felt him bend down and gently kiss the back of her thighs. Elizabeth took a deep breath and pushed tightening her abdomen and opening up her sphincter muscles. She felt a tremor shake her entire body as she did it and scrunched up her face in concentration. “There, that’s a good girl. Take another breath and do it again.” His voice had taken control of the young submissive servant and she obeyed his every word. 

She felt tiny droplets ooze out from between her nether lips to dribble onto her perineum from where they slid onto her gently quivering sphincter. He lifted his finger from there and she gasped softly feeling the bulbous head of his glans take its place. Just then something gave in her mind and she realized with a deep shame her mistake at not having taken the time to empty her bladder earlier. 

Somewhere deep within her body her anxiety caused a bubble of ecstasy to burst and squirming vibrations squeezed her lower abdomen twisting her insides and making her womb vibrate. It was all too much for her untrained pelvic muscles and she lost all control and started peeing. 

“Oh, my God, I’m so terrible! I’m sorry!” She said covering her face with her hands. She was mortified, but her master didn’t even move back. Instead she heard him chuckle softly and felt his wide tumescence push forward slowly. 

“Don’t you worry one bit, sweet girl. Your papa has you,” His voice was like honey and she took strength from it. “You are so beautiful. Too precious for words.” Her entire body was shaking visibly and yet she somehow was able to find the strength to speak. “Thank you, papa…  Papa...” 

He laughed and gently slapped the upturned soles of her feet. It made her butt tighten in exquisite little grasps against his hardness. “Shush, little one, don’t speak. Just feel and experience,” he said and she obeyed. “Use your hair like before. If you feel discomfort, pull your hair and distract yourself with it, if necessary.” She nodded meekly and did just as he said taking a deep breath and trying as best she could to steel herself for her submission. 

Slowly the young body servant was learning a new way to submit and impress upon her own mind her servitude. 

Her Lord drank in the beauty of her face. There was still so much she had to learn. Perhaps it was destiny guiding her to him. Just like he had been guided all those years ago to seek the tutelage of the guru in India. Perhaps

by accepting her as his submissive trainee, he was meant to return the favor. 

He would teach her the beauty of tantra. He would acquiesce to her pleas and become her teacher. 

There was still so much she had to learn. Young, naïve and uneducated, she had no appreciation for the profound aesthetics of physical experience. 

Would he have the necessary strength to carry her through on her voyage of discovery, Lord Dixon wondered. 

For her journey could not be an affair of half measures. He would have to show her the entire rainbow of human emotions and the beauty of their colors. If one only saw happiness, one was missing more than half of life. 

He would have to teach her the beauty of all experiences showing her anger, pain and anguish had tastes all their own. Lord Dixon was officially a practicing Presbyterian, just like herself. But that was all merely a pretense. 

Deep down he was a committed Eastern Mystic and now he realized that the gods must have decided that little Elizabeth needed him in her life to help her soul progress on its eternal journey. Yes, it would be his honor to be her guide on it. He would bear up and steel his nerve and be his beautiful Elizabeth’s teacher if she still wanted him. 

Of course he would make sure he would seek her approval on every stage of the way. Looking down on her squirming little body writhing in delicious discomfort and ecstasy beneath him as he slowly probed his way into her bowel, Lord Dixon knew the choice she would inevitably make and smiled. 

He slowly pushed down on her knees forcing her body to sink further into the mattress bringing her ass up to meet his unremitting head. With careful restraint he watched her face gauging whether to pause or persevere. 

Elizabeth groaned and he stopped for a moment giving her time to adjust, fighting his raw instinctive need to plow into her gripping heat. This was not the time to teach, but merely to assuage the pent-up lust of both of them. She had placed her trust in him and it was his duty to not betray it by causing her unexpected pain. 

He looked down to check and saw he was halfway there. He made a mental note to later start stretching her out with plugs more in line with his own girth. It would be best for both of them if she was better prepared to take him there for he was well aware of the intense pleasure that could be experienced

from a well intended and patient anal fuck. 

He loved the way her soft downy hair looked around her tiny hole. Above it, the soft petals of her virgin quim were swollen and red, and so very wet, begging for his attention in confused arousal at being so mischievously neglected. A soft moan of pleasure escaped her lips and he smiled with genuine warmth at his young charge. He was almost there. Slowly he pushed in another inch and then paused again waiting for her labored breath to quiet. 

Sweat broke out on Lord Dixon’s brow as he felt almost overwhelmed by his lust. 

One more push, and finally he was all the way in, his soft curly hairs tightly pressed against hers. He looked down on her and saw pure desire painted across her small face. 

“Ask me to fuck your bum, baby girl,” he commanded. He loved to hear her speak those lewd words with her pretty little lips. But more than that, he wanted her to learn that it was acceptable for her to bare her emotions to him. 

Earlier she had tried to assume control by mounting him and almost having herself fuck down on his rod, all on her own, but that was unacceptable. He was her master and he was the only one who could be in charge. She was his servant, and now soon to become his student too. There was a lot she would have to learn but first she would first need to accept her own openness and unrestrained honesty. 

“Please, my Lord, take me, fuck my bum,” Elizabeth gasped in labored syllables. She so wanted to please him. If only he would stop making her say such dirty things. 

“Ask me to use my cock and ream you out.” 

“Please, my Lord, if it pleases you, use your – – your cock and – – ream me – – ream me out – –,” please she panted. 

Lord Dixon pulled slowly back and grasped his engorged staff. He gently stroked it spreading the sweat and moisture that the girl’s body had deposited onto it. He could feel her nervously try to shift around beneath his steely grasp, her tiny hands curling and opening in her hair. She was well on her way to hyperventilating. Lord Dixon didn’t want her to faint. That wouldn’t do. Elizabeth had to stay lucid and partake in the experience of her anal plunder. 

“Deep breaths. Count to three every time you inhale before you let it out.” 

He marveled at the high level of control he had so easily achieved over his

young charge. He watched as she hesitated only a brief moment before heeding his advice and applying herself to attain a more measured cadence of breathing. 

He touched her small puckered rosebud watching it quiver beneath his fingertip. He edged forward and returned the bulbous head of his cock that loomed like a giant club at her back entrance. It was almost obscene how big it was in comparison to her still semi-virginal opening. He leaned in and pushed. He winced with the expected resistance and then immediately looked down to see his grimace mimicked by the girl. He chuckled to himself not without a small measure of sadistic enjoyment for he knew that even though they shared similar reactions, Elizabeth’s was caused by a perception of shame and maybe even a tinge of discomfort. 

Applying a little more of his weight behind it he pressed his cock until her tiny sensitive ring opened giving way to his inevitable progress. A gentle fart escaped and she whimpered. 

“Shush, Papa has you. Don’t worry.” It was not the first time the Lord was taking her there and he knew that her little protestations had more to do with the unusual nature of her ravishment than with any real pain. One small additional push and her bowels sealed around his head gently commencing to suction it into her body. Her tiny sphincter felt exquisitely tight around his girth as he edged forth. 

Elizabeth’s hands were now pulling tightly against her hair in futile little attempts to distract herself from her body’s struggles to accept him. Even though Lord Dixon did not want to cause her any pain, he was intent on eliciting at least a measure of strain on her part as she struggled to adapt to his cock as it pushed deeper and deeper into her. He let go of her knees and leaned himself forward gently gripping her narrow waist. Then he brought himself down covering her quivering body with his massive chest as he held himself over her with his hands so as not to touch her except for where his cock lay buried inside. 

He felt her start to tremble with the onset of her orgasm, her neck straining, her lips moist and flushed. Slowly he brought his mouth up against hers allowing her to pry at his lips with her feverish tongue. He kissed her back. 

She was panting now, breathing through him as she started hungrily sucking at his tongue. He was almost all the way in and froze in place giving her a moment to re-adjust to his presence. He was surprised to feel moisture blossom along his cock’s surface as he slowly drew it back and forth without

any sort of apparent pain from her. Her bowel was secreting a soft lacquer coating the pistoning intruder and smoothing out the experience into a veritable delight for both of them. 

He looked down at her radiant face. Her eyes were wide and staring back at him. She was a real beauty. But more than that, he thought, “There’s a whole universe waiting to be unveiled in her soul.” 

He made himself a promise to learn more about her right then, and felt a welcoming joy fill his heart at the future that lay ahead. He reached down placing his hand on the girls hot, moist pussy and he started to gently agitate it as he languidly fucked her ass. She groaned, and he felt his cock begin to pulse and jerk. Their grunts of pleasure mingled and filled the room. He increased his pace as he thrust deep within her feverishly fondling her clit as he thrilled at the passion he had caused his nubile apprentice. 

She was a sensual and beautiful creature and Lord Benedict silently commended himself for having perceived earlier her innate need for his dominance. She needed him as badly as he needed her. He opened his eyes and drank in the image of her gorgeous face, flush with her excitement, her nostrils flaring as she looked back at him with grateful eyes. 

Lord Dixon realized he was beginning to like Elizabeth. In fact, he was starting to like her quite a lot indeed. 


******


Elizabeth Bathes Her Master

It took them the better part of a long delicious hour to recover from the ecstasy they had just experienced. From the way their bodies lay intertwined in the giant four-poster bed, Elizabeth couldn’t quite say where her feet ended and her master’s legs began. It was a delicious feeling and she stubbornly refused to open her eyes. She was breathing in small gasps, the weight of his massive torso and shoulders pressing down on her as if attempting to imprint her pointy nipples and womanly form into the soft mattress of the bed. 

She couldn’t quite see him behind her but she felt his long languid member still tightly ensconced within her bum, its tip all the way in, somewhere behind where her bellybutton was. She felt a sharp tingle of tremors down her spine as she imagined his manhood to be a live creature, a snake perhaps, with a mind and soul of its own. It was asleep now, snug and warm having devoured its meal and now patiently digesting it, extracting nourishment before it reawakened to hunt again. 

“Dandrig Yogi?” she whispered. Lord Dixon chuckled softly, his breath felt wonderfully effervescent against the nape of her neck where it lifted tufts of curls like a cool breeze on a hot spring day. 

“Tantric Yoga,” he corrected her with a big smile in his voice. 

“Tantric Yoga” she repeated diligently enunciating the words. 

“Tantric Yoga is the art of finding spiritual enlightenment by challenging the human body’s perception of pleasure and pain, sweetheart.” 

“Pain, my Lord?” She heard her own voice catch. 

“Yes, indeed, pain, my dear Elizabeth,” Lord Benedict said. “You will find that what common people say is hurtful, is pleasure taken to an extreme. I will show you what I mean at some point, but for now perhaps just imagine me licking you down here,” he placed one of his long fingers across her

clitoral hood gently pushing it back until her private button of shame was unveiled. “But imagine me licking you there incessantly for days on end-,” he flicked at her clit sending tight sparks through her body. She whined softly. “-

Until it felt like that!” 

“Ouch!” She jumped as if a thunderbolt had struck her. He had grasped her jewel using only the nails on his forefinger and thumb squeezing it remorselessly like with pliers before letting it go. Sparks of throbbing agony shot all the way from the roots of her hair down to her twitching toes. A familiar wetness blossomed hidden deep within her soft triangle of chastity. 

With shameful anguish she felt the python pushed within her belly awake. 

“But this hurts!” Elizabeth whimpered. 

“It is supposed to hurt, young lady,” her master chided her softly kissing the back of her graceful neck. He licked a drop of moisture from her skin. “Your sweat tastes better than honey, honey,” he laughed. “Especially when it is your shame that makes you blush.” 

“Oh, my Lord, you are evil,” she sniveled in halfhearted protest. 

“Yes, indeed, that I am, sweet child. Very evil indeed.” The way he said it made Elizabeth wonder whether he was jesting or truly meant it. Why did she always feel such strife and conflict in his presence, she wondered. 

“I think, sweet Lizzy, that you rather like it when I am evil. Especially when I am evil with you.” Before Elizabeth had an opportunity to reply, he sucked in viciously lifting a morsel of delectable soft skin and holding it pinched between his teeth marking her neck. 

Elizabeth hissed sucking in air between clenched teeth, her body rigid with discomfort but did not scream or even pull away. Her tormentor felt his cock slowly come back to life as it lay buried deep within her bowel. 

Elizabeth was a true little natural submissive. Fate had guided the docile girl straight to him and it made Lord Benedict feel blessed. He closed his eyes

and gave thanks to the myriad spirits of the universe and his ancestors for having made him the way he was and placed him in a position of power that permitted him to enact the deepest and darkest of his desires with impunity. 

With a loud sucking noise, he released her neck and looked to see the sharp pointy marks that his canines had left upon the young flesh. 

“Can you feel me? I am coming awake again,” he asked in a semi-playful whisper against Elizabeth’s ear. 

She nodded. “Yes, my Lord I do feel – you… come a-awake,” she said in a quivering voice attempting to gather herself for yet another anal plunder. Her master was insatiable. 

“Shhhhh, little one. Don’t cry. Don’t worry. I have work to do today. If I give in to your seductive charms and take you yet again, I might just surrender and decide to spend the entire day in your company.” Elizabeth’s breath caught in her chest. Would he really do it? Even though every time they spent together was saturated with naughtiness and dirty acts that would leave her soul squirming for many hours afterwards, Elizabeth pined for her Lord’s company every moment he was away. 

“Unfortunately, I cannot. I will have to leave you at least for a while and try to apply myself to the mundane activities that go with my title,” the Lord said. “I have to go to London for work. But first, be a good little body servant and service me.” 

“Yes, my Lord,” Elizabeth smiled with genuine pleasure. She was grateful that the heavy curtains were still drawn across the big floor-to-ceiling windows. She didn’t want her master to see the deep blush that had just bloomed across her face and chest. Naughty thoughts washed over her as she gently squirmed out from under his prostrate body extricating herself from its weight. She had to pull and strain against him before his semi-erect penis pulled free from her sphincter with an audible pop. Taking a deep breath and marshaling her strength she turned to face her master’s grinning face. 

She smiled timidly. “Could you please lie on your back, my Lord?” 

“I could, but I shall not,” he laughed quietly again, his voice making her breasts feel heavy and hot all of a sudden. “It is a body-servant’s duty to service her master, not the other way round. You arrange me the way you want me. It is true, you are young and rather small, but there is no time like the present to start getting accustomed to your work. Bear up and put your back into it.” 

He watched her dumbfounded expression. It made him want to pinch her cheeks and kiss her lips. She was so innocent. But even though he understood he was being harsh and unnecessarily coarse with the girl, Lord Benedict had a reason to behave the way he was. 

The last couple of days he had become aware of a change that had started to come over him. Regardless of how hard he tried to combat them, he had started to develop feelings for his young servant-girl. This was a serious problem. One he was completely unaccustomed to experiencing. Never before had he found it difficult to steel his heart and control his emotions. Up until the moment he had met young virginal Elizabeth, he had never had a problem using a girl and then, once her services had been properly remunerated, dropping her by the wayside. Recently he was finding it ever more difficult to picture himself letting go of his little Lizzie. He had decided to try to distance himself from her emotionally by making her do ever more demeaning and awkward tasks. Now, seeing her charming little pout, he was starting to question that approach as well. 

Elizabeth grumbled quietly and sat up on her haunches squaring her shoulders and calling out her muscles to do the heavy lifting necessary to move her master’s body the way she needed in the bed. His arms weighed almost as much as tree trunks. Yet, she somehow managed to arrange them gently angled sideways from his torso. But when it came to maneuvering his lower limbs, she had to stand and crouch as if lifting a barrel. Elizabeth was sure his legs and thighs weighed more than she did herself. Finally, her body covered with a glistening sheen of sweat, she managed to set him up lying with limbs stretched in the form of the letter X and waiting for her true work to begin. 

Being a body-slave was still very new to the young woman. Instinctively

however, she sensed that it was precisely the novelty of her situation and timidity of her actions that truly excited not only the Lord but also her. She lay back down in the bed placing herself on her right side along her master and licked her lips moistening her mouth in preparation for what she intended to do. She snuck a quick glance up at him and saw him smile like a little boy on Christmas morning, his eyes closed, a picture of contentment washing across his noble features. 

She brought herself closer to him and kissed her master just beneath his armpit. She flattened her tongue letting her saliva moisten it as she began licking him like a kitten lapping at milk. A gentle hum of encouragement escaped his lips as she wound her way up under his dark bush beneath his shoulder. Unexpectedly Elizabeth felt wetness blossom between her legs and for a stultifying instant she worried that she might have wet herself again. But the musky aroma that quickly wafted up to her flared nostrils told her otherwise. 

As much as Elizabeth still found it difficult to admit, even to herself, she enjoyed the way her master tasted. She liked to savor him  everywhere. This realization made her breath catch as a wild tremor convulsed her lithe muscles. She took in a deep breath allowing her mind to drift. Her mouth watered as she remembered how his cream had felt in her mouth when he had spilled himself there for the first time. She had been completely unprepared. 

He had had to hold her down using his hands to grip her tightly in place. She had been petrified by the nasty act. But once she had swallowed his gift and her tremors of anxiety had subsided, Elizabeth had realized with shameful trepidation she wanted more. 

Now she carefully licked his skin diligently washing inch by square inch every precious spot of his body as he quietly relaxed under her efforts. Soon she heard him drift back into light sleep as his breath evened out. Elizabeth felt warm pride fill her heart. She was doing well at her main responsibility --

to diligently make sure of her master’s comforts and cleanliness. Slowly, with practiced industry, she gave herself to the task at hand. Elizabeth smiled silently for she had realized some days ago how much she loved her job and she knew it would take a while before she would be done. Lord Dixon was a big man and her tongue was so very small. 

Outside the sun was climbing higher in the sky, and now purple rays were lancing through the heavy curtains coloring everything in bawdy tones as they washed over the room. Elizabeth gently licked her way out from under his left armpit sliding across his bulging pectoral muscles. Even though his arms and back and most of his torso were thickly covered in hair, Lord Benedict’s chest was sleek and smooth, his areolas were a dark sensual color that made Elizabeth’s belly thrum with excitement. She kissed her way up to his nipple that she then lovingly subsumed into her mouth suckling on it and feeling it grow taut under her tongue. Little whimpers involuntarily escaped her throat as she tried to concentrate on her master’s body careful to pace herself so that she didn’t get to the prize between his legs too quickly. 

Leisurely, she licked across his broad chest laving his skin and then nibbling playfully at his neck before gingerly letting her lips trace onto his face. Now her moans were positively audible and she couldn’t stop herself. With a start Elizabeth realized his eyes were open and locked on hers. So green, they looked like shining emeralds. It was the first time she noticed his eyes were green and not dark-brown. How strange, she thought. Maybe it was because of the odd reflections from outside. 

Elizabeth’s breath caught in her throat as she saw the look he gave her. It had been relaxed and gleeful before, but now it appeared hungry and ravenous. 

Even though it had been almost a month since she last wore any clothing in his presence, now Elizabeth felt uncomfortably naked as if stripped for the very first time before him. She paused for a long minute trying to decide whether she ought to kiss him on the mouth. 

Smack! 

“Ouch!” She gaped down at him starting to raise into a sitting position indignant at his treatment. He had just smacked her ass! It wasn’t painful, just tingly, but the humiliation made her entire body shimmer with shame. Before she could sit back, his left hand went around the small of her back holding her down over him while his right began peppering her quivering buttocks with a series of fluttering smacks. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! 

She started squirming and whining but the smacks only grew in intensity and speed. Elizabeth quickly realized the reason for his displeasure and licked her lips in earnest and resumed the gentle caress of her moist tongue along the line of his massive jaw. Immediately his hold on her relaxed, and the thrashing relented. 

She had never felt so alive. It was as if her entire body was overcome with sparkling tingles of passion and fervor that roiled across her even as she held herself immobile across his chest licking his face like a bitch in heat. He closed his eyes, and she kissed across his face peppering his long eyelashes and broad forehead with moist little pecks of love and adoration. He kept his lips closed even as she tentatively licked across them. Elizabeth sighed in disappointment but made her way down and onto his chest again. 

With deliberate slowness, she licked across the broad right side of his chest before going down to suckle on his right nipple. She paced herself squirming with impatience trying as best she could to rein in her lust before making her way down to give him the gift of her mouth upon his manhood that she could feel was more than awake now. 

Lord Dixon was an impressive man not only in life but also physically. The way she was curled up along his side like a blanket of soft virginal flesh, Elizabeth felt his growing tumescence brush against the toes of her feet as they lay draped across his midriff. She moved the blankets back for suddenly the room felt warmer. As his manhood slowly engorged and filled with blood which made it pulse and throb with the steady beats of his heart, she felt a warm pride fill her from head to blushing toes at being allowed to influence her master's power in such a direct and intimate way. 

Slowly, carefully, she licked her way down his abdomen and watched how he leisurely crossed his hands underneath his heavy head. The big smile plastered across his face made her happy. She was bringing him pleasure. 

Her shoulder-length chestnut curls fell like a waterfall curtaining her face while she flattened her tongue and moved her neck up and down, and left and

right, laving her master’s skin. She moved slowly, sampling him like an exquisite dish and savoring his taste, committing it to memory as she slowly found her way lower and lower down his big hard belly. 

“Go drink some water in the bathroom,” he growled. Elizabeth giggled and scurried immediately to do his bidding. As always, he was right. Her efforts were approaching the summit of her work and it wouldn’t do for her mouth to suddenly go dry just when she reached her prize. In a flash she was back up against his naked form. 

This time she placed her own body lower down wrapping herself along his left leg and side, her breasts pressed against where his enormous thighs flowed up into his waist. 

As she resumed her ministrations, Elizabeth noticed that the morning sun was finally shining bright, its rays playfully reflecting from the trail of wetness her mouth was leaving along her master’s body. At last, having closed her eyes, using only the memory of his body for guidance, she took one long luxurious lick down the length of his lower belly until she tasted the curly base of his beckoning cock. Elizabeth heard a low rumble and looked up. His sparkling eyes were riveted on her and for a moment she was at a loss. 

“Look at me,” he said. “I want to see you.” 

Oh that is easy, she thought. She wanted to see him too. She loved watching her master’s body and face. Just seeing him, made her blush with excitement. 

She reached with one hand and scooped back her unruly hair tossing it out of the way. Her eyes festooned upon his, she wiggled down just a little and allowed a long string of saliva to dribble from her bottom lip to his throbbing cock. 

He groaned. 

She smiled. 

His head fell back against the pillow but almost immediately came back up again to look down on his slave. Then she lowered her lips and kissed his tip. 

The sound of her sucking echoed back from the ceiling and she felt her skin tingle. Slowly, like as if licking a delicious dessert, she pressed her lips along the broad and meandering veins along the side of his cock. It felt like licking thick silk over a bronze statue. He was allowing her to take possession of a part of him and claim it as her own very special treat. 

She lingered on it enjoying the sensations in her own body as she slowly reacquainted herself with his most prized part of his body. A wild shiver shook Elizabeth as she suddenly understood that she not only had feelings for her master, but had now developed a deep affection for his cock too. 

What kind of woman was she becoming? The feelings that filled her mind and soul where nothing like what she had been led to believe a chaste girl ought to feel. Was she a slut? Had she always been that way, or was this Lord of dark passions dragging her down a road to hell and perdition? Was she expected to resist and fight the lusts that he made her feel? Was it all a test that God had somehow placed in her path? 

Just then her mind ceased all reasonable thought and her body froze. Her eyes still riveted on her master’s dark irises, her lips tightly pressed along the side of his steely cock, her body had just made new and wonderful contact of a most unexpected nature. 

She trembled visibly and he smiled. Without realizing it, the way she had positioned her body had placed her sopping triangle almost directly on top of his knee. Consumed with the travails of her mouth across his penis, she had been completely oblivious to his slow and targeted repositioning of his other leg such that he had turned it to the side and then bent it at the knee bringing his toes under and within reach of her wet quim. It was a gentle flicker of his big toe across the apex of her love lips that had wrenched her away from all reasoned thought. 

“What?” He asked in absolute seriousness. “You think you can frill me and intimately know me, and I can’t?” 

His expression was deadly serious and for a moment she was completely at a loss for words. Then he grinned sparkling his pearly white canines at her. She

let out a breath she wasn’t aware she had been holding and resumed her wet trail down the left side of his cock. 

Elizabeth’s mind drifted and she thought how from the moment she had met her master, she had commenced a journey of titillating discovery that appeared to know no bounds. From the youngest age she had always been told that the private parts of one’s body were dirty and she should keep them to herself. And yet here she was being frilled there by his  foot while ministering to his  cock with her  mouth! 

She shuddered to think where this voyage could possibly end? 

There was a strong sense of freedom and thrill at allowing somebody else, let alone somebody as rich and powerful as Lord Benedict access to her intimacies like that. Instinctively Elizabeth felt that what they were doing right now was an act of acceptance and bonding that flowed not only from her to the Lord, but the other way too. 

Was that what love was supposed to feel like? Her mouth's motions slowed and then stopped completely. Was  she  in  love? Was that the reason why she had asked him less than an hour ago to become her guide and teacher in the ancient Eastern Mystic tradition of Tantric Yoga? 

“If you don’t get back to it immediately, I might just have to resume thrashing your pert little behind,” he growled. Elizabeth raised her big hazel eyes to his and nodded immediately rushing to wrap her lips around his head cupping his huge balls in her small hand. She kissed his crown with a loud smooch suckling like her life depended on it. The Lord leaned back relaxing against his pillow and exhaled loudly. This was turning into an auspicious start of the day. 

Elizabeth pulled back a fraction and stuck out her tongue curling it across his meaty tip before flicking it against the wide slit at the end. Her belly tingled. 

That was where his cum and pee came from, she thought. 

Elizabeth shivered at the thought that once exuded from his body, his liquids would find themselves in her bowel or tummy. Her lips surrounded the crown

of his manhood taking it into her hot mouth as she bobbed her head lightly back and forth. A few strands of her long shiny brown hair tumbled across her face. Immediately she swept them back behind her ear as she carefully rolled his testes in one hand while wrapping her fingers around his shaft with the other. She paused and opened her mouth as wide as she could pressing down as she tried to push her throat further onto his cock. Lord Dixon rose slightly to help. He was hardening rapidly and each time she accepted him in, she was able to take less and less. 

Elizabeth moaned in disappointment as soon he was rock hard and she could only take the head inside her mouth while her lips sealed tightly on the girth behind it. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked attentively. 

The Lord placed a light hand in her hair guiding her as she orally worshipped him. He propped himself up on one elbow admiring the fascinating way her pretty face sucked his large member. Something about the size of his cock in her mouth never failed to do it for him. Even though he had just spent himself in her bum, he felt his cock stir and come to life yet again. He smiled broadly as Elizabeth sucked harder and bobbed faster upon his girth. Every now and then delicious sounds of gagging would fill the room. He looked to see any signs of reluctance but the lovely blushing virgin between his thighs appeared to relish the moment at least as much as he did. She was forcing his meet deeper and deeper every time she could. 

In that instant Lord Benedict made himself a promise. 

He would personally visit her parents. He would ask them to permit him to rescind the promise he had given them. When he had taken in Elizabeth to work as his servant, he had given his word to preserve her vaginal chastity. 

Now, his mind enthralled with the young girl’s efforts upon his groin, he couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to claim her maidenhead. 

He had no doubt that given her small body and his own length and girth, he would have no trouble traveling all the way up to her cervix before he even bottomed out. 

He felt his huge balls lift up closer to the base of his staff as he got ready to come. The telltale signs obviously did not escape Elizabeth for she wrapped

both hands around his shaft now pumping in time with her suckling lips. His hands drifted along her curls. “Here it comes, sweetheart. You will swallow every drop I give you. Do you understand?” 

Elizabeth raised her big doe-like eyes and nodded, a hint of a smile shimmering across her stretched lips. Then she looked down and moaned, the vibrations in her throat tickling his shaft as she sucked harder. 

Lord Dixon gushed, his hips jerking into her face as Elizabeth gripped his butt pulling him in deep. She kept swallowing, her lips white with strain as they remained sealed tight around his shaft. Her eyes were pressed shut, her face frozen in lust as she swallowed again and again drinking her master’s cum. Tiny mewling sounds escaped the young girl’s throat making her sound like a kitten as she fed straight from the source. 

Bit by bit his shaft relinquished its hardness but Elizabeth kept her face pressed against his cock impaling her throat as deep as it would go pleasuring him with her moist heat that surrounded his softening pole. She looked up at him, her eyes watery and dazed. 

“Perhaps now would be a good time to show you an element of Tantric Yoga,” Lord Benedict said. She didn’t dare to relinquish her lips’ hold on his cock and so merely arranged her expression to convey an air of puzzlement. 

“As my body-servant, you have already experienced what it feels like when I pour myself in your belly.” 

A quiet moan escaped Elizabeth’s throat. Soon after he had first taken her to be his servant, Lord Benedict had introduced her to an element of her responsibilities that had caused her immense shame. It was an act of ultimate submission that even now, after having done it multiple times, still made her body blush head to toe. 

“As I have explained to you before, a healthy man’s urine is perfectly safe to accept. Sometimes when in the field and in absence of proper medicine, soldiers are trained to use their own urine to anesthetize open scrapes and wounds.” 

A wave of warmth spread from the top of her head and down her neck and chest all the way to her belly and between her legs. Elizabeth could guess what her master was about to ask her to do and much to her own shame, her body was already looking forward to it. 

“Good, I can see in your eyes you have already accepted to receive what I am about to offer you,” Lord Benedict said lightly caressing her cheek. “This is called Shivambu in Sanskrit. When it is done to heal, it is called Shivambu Shasta. One of the great Hindu gods, Shiva, was a great proponent of doing it and even to this day millions of people practice this custom in India. You asked me earlier to help initiate you into a different level of spirituality. This is but a small element of what I can expose you to. Would you be willing to accept it and become my pupil, Elizabeth?” 

Elizabeth blinked away tears and looked straight at him. In his face she saw open honesty and a deep caring she had never experienced before. Not even with her ever-busy and overwhelmed parents. He wanted to make sure she accepted willingly what he wanted to do. Something about the way he was about to use her triggered a deep recess in her soul. She wasn’t sure if he was trying to drive out all self-respect from her, or quite the contrary? Perhaps his aim was to build her up into a sophisticated creature that had been exposed to much more than anyone else. 

Naturally optimistic and full of youthful verve, Elizabeth decided to choose the latter. She made up her mind that her master truly cared for her. After all, hadn’t he said as much? He could have always just gone about molesting and mistreating her without bothering to ask her opinion. He was the ultimate ruler in the region and his word was as good as law in the county. And yet, he had always been extremely gentle and caring with her. Not once had he forced himself upon her, Elizabeth realized. 

She couldn’t speak because her mouth was still full with his long but soft member. She looked up into his eyes and nodded her acquiescence to his question. 

“Good girl,” Lord Benedict said and she felt pride bloom in her heart for she

saw that her agreement had made him truly happy. 

“Good girl,” the Lord repeated sitting straight up against the headboard of the large bed. Elizabeth saw new thoughts had clouded his features. “But first, I want you to come sit in my lap and look me in the eye, and tell me what it is you want to do and why you think I should let you do it.” 

All this was almost too much, Elizabeth thought. Why couldn’t he just let her get on with it. He was intent on pissing in her mouth and she had just acquiesced to it. Why did he have to drag it on like that! With a resigned squeal of disappointment Elizabeth let go of his length and climbed up into bed scooting herself so that she was now sitting across his lap while he leaned back against the headboard. Her skin felt like a third eye feeling every prick and caress where it touched his vast muscles. 

“You are sweaty,” he laughed and she looked at him indignant. “Never mind, I will have the butler give you a bath later,” he added. “Now just put your right arm around my neck and look at me.” Elizabeth obeyed, her mind in turmoil with the notion of the butler washing her later. Oh God, she thought. 

“Tell me why you think I should spend time teaching you anything, dear child. You are a common servant girl, after all. I could just use you and not waste my time with you after that. My overLordship over you and everyone who lives in my county entitles me to do whatever pleases me. Why do you think I should take time away from doing my work for the King, and perhaps waste it on an illiterate little tramp like yourself?” 

The words struck her like a slap in the face. He could see it clearly in her shocked expression and it pained him. It hurt him deeply to question the innocent girl. She was so terribly naïve and oblivious to the ways of the world. But he did have his own soul at stake here. 

Lord Dixon felt as if he was on the verge of wagering his reputation on a flight of fancy. His feelings for the soft creature in his lap only kept growing and now threatened to overwhelm him. He was hoping that his bluntness would push her away, would make her recoil and beg to be let go. If she so much as hinted at any reluctance, he would do the gentlemanly thing and

send her home after having generously compensated her for her company. 

The open harshness of Lord Benedict’s words stunned Elizabeth like a thousand bees and she squirmed in his lap looking down at her hands which had just moments ago been wrapped around his cock. Maybe that was all she was – – destined to become a common street whore once he tired of her and cast her away. With a start Elizabeth realized that her heart ached at the thought of leaving him more than returning to the squalor of her childhood. 

During the month she had been with Lord Benedict, she had hardly seen the outside of his estate or anyone besides him or a member of his staff. She was almost a prisoner here, even if by her own choice. She had hardly experienced any of the niceties normally associated with somebody of her master’s social standing. When not naked and on her knees scrubbing the floor, Elizabeth was usually either being washed by the Butler or just lounging about in a perpetual state of undress. She hadn’t worn clothes for almost four weeks now. 

No, it was not the place, but his company that she truly craved. 

“I want to feel alive,” she suddenly heard herself say looking straight up at him. They were so very close -- she could feel his breath on her lips. His deep dark-green eyes washed over her face drinking in her expression. 

“Most people would kill to be you right now, sweet wench,” the Lord said half jokingly. “Even as we speak, the vast majority of this country is barely subsisting above the level of starvation. Don’t you think it is disrespectful of you to imply that you have somehow been dealt the short end of a draw?” 

“This is not at all what I meant, my Lord,” Elizabeth said looking down demurely. “It is just that, with your permission, master, I am thrilled to be with you and every second I spend in your company, I am in agony that I am missing out on the opportunities your knowledge and experience can provide me.” She was panting with anxiety now and looked back up at him. His eyes were gleaming, his expression -- one of pure focus as he studied her face. 

“Go on,” he encouraged her sternly. 

“I am afraid that I will squander the gift that fate has bestowed me. I’m afraid that when you tire of me, as all men are wont to do after having spent time with a girl, I will be chucked by the wayside and though tragic that may be, my Lord…,” she took a deep breath trying to contain the emotions that had suddenly boiled up in her chest. She was afraid her voice would crack and she would dissolve in tears. 

She summoned her strength reigning in her wayward thoughts. “Even though losing you will be sure to break my heart, I am most anxious that I will depart without ever having gleaned at least a measure of your vast knowledge and experience. I am worried, panicked, anxious, that other than the puerile enjoyment I experience in your caresses, my time with you will have been a waste,” she twisted her mouth in a little mien of resigned guilt for she was quite sure the Lord was about to chastise her for her impertinence. “I just want to learn more, feel more, be able to experience what you experience, my Lord. I do want to be more…” 

She looked down choosing to center her eyes on her quivering breasts where her nipples nearly brushed against his muscled chest. She could feel him breathing and thinking over what she had just said. For a few long moments Elizabeth wandered how long it would take her to find somebody willing to give her a cart ride back to the old slum where her parents’ house was. How was she going to pay for the ride? 

She almost jumped when she felt his fingers take her by the chin and lift her eyes to face him. He opened his mouth as if to speak and then closed it again. 

He did that a couple of times and she realized he was at a loss for words. 

Elizabeth did not understand how that could be. Lord Benedict was not one to lose his train of thought or find himself searching for the right words to say. 

Finally, she saw him exhale an exasperated sigh. 

“Lizzie, baby, I do not ever want to leave you,” Lord Benedict said his voice uncharacteristically horse and soft. “I want you to be mine forever.” 

“But –“ he put a finger on her lips silencing her. 

“Hear me out – Please – This is not easy for me… My feelings for you…

have run way ahead of anything I had previously planned or considered. They have taken me — by surprise…” 

Lord Dixon squared his shoulders and sat up straight. “I do not want you to ever go back to the slums. You will never have to work or worry about anything beyond pleasing me. All I want is to treat you like a pampered mistress, a baby, a disciple perhaps, and teach you everything you want to know… And then perhaps even have us learn things together. Eventually I want you to become completely dependent on me for your every need…” 

“But what when you tire of me?” Elizabeth blurted out and bit her lip. “What if you should marry?” she whispered hoarsely. 

He was a very powerful member of Parliament, and perhaps destined to become Prime Minister one day. It was more than expected of him to marry someone from his own class, if he ever wanted to maintain his position. 

Lord Dixon however was way past being able to contemplate anything so mundane and trivial as marriage and politics right now. They seemed so unimportant and ordinary to him that, if anything, he would be willing to give it all up – his title, his prospects, everything -- just so that he could be with his little destitute Elizabeth. 

He closed his eyes, stilled his racing pulse, and then looked at her again. He had made up his mind. He truly had not expected the little uneducated eighteen-year-old Elizabeth to so convincingly and elaborately describe almost exactly what he himself was feeling. He needed her as much as she needed him. He needed to dominate her, teach her, train her, at least as much as she instinctively wanted to be his student, his apprentice, his submissive. 

Inexplicably, this simple girl had managed to put into words the very core of his own attraction to her. She wanted to learn. And he wanted to teach her. 

For now, that she had said it, Lord Benedict realized that what he felt towards the young woman was more than physical attraction. It was a desire to share in experiences that could only happen with a like-minded person like herself. 

He cleared his throat. 

“One day I might indeed marry. But if that were to happen, it would only be to a woman at least as enamored with you as I am now. I give you my word.” 

Elizabeth had long since realized that much as she wished to marry him, that could never happen. He would never be able to wed her. The disparity between their social standing was just too great. Regardless of that however, for some indescribable reason, her heart had just dissolved into mush with adoration for her master. 

She looked at him and she saw he cherished her at least as much as she treasured him. Elizabeth knew she would do anything for her master. 

She nodded even though he had not really asked a question. Elizabeth agreed to the unspoken plea in his eyes and slowly brought her forehead forward to rest against his broad temple. “Thank you, my Lord, I want to always be with you too,” she said simply and she felt his broad arm tightly pull her tight against his chest. 

They stayed that way for a long while, their hearts syncing into one rhythm as they leaned against each other thinking about what had just happened. 


******


Elizabeth Learns to Squirt

Lord Dixon closed his eyes relishing the moment. It would never be the same again and in that fact there was a sort of poetic beauty. His eyes flitted to the heavy antique clock tick-tacking on the wall. Seven twenty-three in the morning. A new day was about to begin, a new life had started already. 

His decision was made and being the person he was, it might as well be cast in granite. Of course that did not preclude him from dwelling upon the past and the way fate had so delicately interwoven disparate strands of emotions, actions and histories to bring about his resolute determination to accept Elizabeth into his life as more than a humble body servant. 

His hand slid along the graceful back of the eighteen-year-old woman. She had fallen into an exhausted sleep, and he could not blame her. If it weren't for his feverish mind, he too would have surrendered to the embraces of Hypnos. He looked down and felt his tumescence grow and stir. His hand was grotesquely big and rough in contrast to the gentle lithe curves of the girl. 

Elizabeth’s auburn curls streamed outpouring across the soft satin sheets like a waterfall. She was dreaming something, little gasps and whimpers escaping her full lips, her breath washing over his side where her face was almost pressed against it. Her hips and buttocks were pleasantly rounded and though in repose now, he could all too easily remember how they had jiggled and bounced with delirious passion earlier. 

Her breasts were hidden from his hungry eyes, mere hints of their promising contours pushing out from under her armpit. Oh, how they had leaped with his thrusts moments ago. Her legs were long and muscled in the naturally athletic way typical for children and teens. At only eighteen, there was not a trace of unnecessary flab on her body. 

Suddenly, she gasped for breath and stirred awake. Big hazel eyes blinked searching his face and then remembering. A smile. 

“You were dreaming,” he said warmly. His fingers swept back lazy curls pushing them away from her open forehead. 

“My Lord,” she said distractedly. 

All he had wanted was a simple girl. Pretty and obedient, uneducated and docile, to be his body slave just like he had seen rich men own in the Orient. 

He had traveled extensively in China and the East Indies. Lord Dixon had always wanted a girl like that, and when his eyes had set upon Elizabeth, his offer to her parents had been a foregone conclusion. Oh, but how things had changed since those last couple of weeks! 

She gently brought her lips forward and kissed his side. 

He had made a promise to her. It carried the weight of his word and implied so much more than mere actions. It carried the inevitability of deep intimate experiences together in the near future. 

He felt his girth stir awake for the third time since he had awoken this morning. If he didn’t rein in the little vixen by his side, this day was going to shape up to be one endless dance of delicious ecstasy and little else. Perhaps it was time to teach Elizabeth something new. He shifted around and turned to face her. A mischievous smile played upon his lips as he gently caressed her face. 

He wanted to show her a new level of comfort that with any help from the fates would engender an even deeper emotional bond between them. The Lord felt reasonably certain that the conditions were propitious for what he intended to do next. The massive bed cradled them both with the warmth of their earlier exertions. The little whimpers escaping Elizabeth’s mouth perhaps without her even realizing it, indicated she was primed. Elizabeth was a naturally sensuous woman, and he couldn’t wait to help her flower into the seductress she could truly become. There was no time like the present to get her started on the delicious journey that lay ahead. 

“Tell me, sweet child,” he said gently lifting her face up and kissing her forehead lightly. “Do you know what the G-spot is?” He smiled tenderly

seeing her bewilderment. 

She shook her head. Her ignorance of her own sexual anatomy did not surprise him one bit. Lord Dixon was sadly aware of the deep ignorance that prevailed even among the most educated members of British society when it came to the secrets of lovemaking and passion. In some ways, he felt they might as well be living on a different planet from the oriental mystics who had been his guides. 

“Very few people do, sweetheart. It is a part deep within your body that helps you feel emotions and strengthens your passions.” 

“It is a part of my body, master?” She asked in wonderful amazement. “How come I have never known it existed?” She propped herself up on one elbow her breasts – young and firm gently pulling her chest down with their generous heft. “Where is it?” 

Lord Dixon chuckled. She was so impatient. 

“It is positioned within your yoni, your quim.” Her eyes grew big, and he gently kissed the tip of her delicate nose. The question that filled her mind in that instant even though unspoken might as well have been screamed at the top of her lungs and it warmed his heart. 

“No, sweetheart. I’m not going to take you there now. I have made a promise to your parents to keep your chastity intact. Until I travel to visit them next week, that is. Then I shall ask them to release me from my pledge, and if they do, I shall take away from you that last barrier and make you a woman,” he smiled. 

Elizabeth blushed deep crimson and fell back covering her face with her hands. 

“Oh just do it, master. They will never know. I will not tell them, and they don’t have to know!” She was whining now, and this made him smile broadly. 

“Shush, little one,” he said putting a finger on her lips. She was begging him to take her virginity. Little did she know how taxing her pleas were for him. 

If she kept at it, he might not have the will to hold back much longer and jump and shred away her maidenhead before she even had a chance to scream. 

“Your parents might never know, but I will,” he said his voice suddenly stern. “And so will you. We will do this the proper way and at the proper time,” he said. “But until that happens, I want to show you a new way to receive pleasure. Would you like that?” 

His question surprised her. Timidly she looked up at him and nodded. 

“Good. I will show you how to find and pleasure your G-spot without even entering your quim. It will be somewhat challenging, I have to say,” Lord Benedict stated, his face suddenly acquiring a serious mien. “I have never before had an opportunity to pleasure a virgin like that. But that doesn’t mean we cannot try. I want to give you divine bliss or as they call it in tantra, the joy of ananda.” 

Lord Dixon saw her toes wiggle as if shaking off lingering stress. Perfect. 

Her body was already on the way to accepting whatever he wanted to do to it without question. She was a perfect natural little submissive. 

“Thank you, my Lord,” she said and closed her eyes. 

“Don’t thank me just yet, innocent girl. I will have each into your body to get at your inside pleasure spot.” Her eyes shot wide open at that. He smiled gently rubbing her shoulder. “I will be careful, and you will tell me if you feel any discomfort. Is that understood?” 

“Yes, my Lord,” she said her voice now faltering. His cock started rapidly filling with blood and renewed vigor. This girl was going to be the end of him, he thought. 

“First, however, I need to get some things ready.” He jumped and quickly walked over to the washroom. There he opened a cupboard and selected a

bottle of fragrant oils and a sterilized glass jar with a lid. Lord Dixon was a firm believer in the superior experience and knowledge of Eastern mystics. 

While he had been in India as part of the British government there, he had learned of the deep respect Hindu yogis held for the ejaculate of a woman. 

They called it amrita and considered it to be a very powerful healing substance. He knew how wet his little Lizzie became when she was excited, but he had yet to see her actually lose herself so that her quim squirted. He wanted to be prepared for it just in case. 

As he walked back to the anxiously awaiting naked virgin on the bed, his mind idly wondered whether the first amrita of a virgin held different, perhaps more potent, qualities. A diligent and systematic man, his mind naturally moved on to considering ways in which to test that hypothesis. 

He placed the jars on the floor by the foot of the bed and climbed in to join his lover there. 

He gently stroked her long legs flattening the palms of his hands across her smooth skin. In contrast to his hirsute appearance, one that had caused him to be called general Ape Man by his friends when he had been in the military, young Elizabeth was naturally devoid of any but the daintiest little wisps of hair follicles. Even now, with his face mere inches from her thighs, he could hardly see any hairs there. He was quite certain she had not yet started shaving her legs and had even checked with his butler who was responsible for the girl’s daily hygiene. The man had shrugged confirming the Lord’s suspicions. 

What her body and limbs lacked in natural hairiness, however, was more than made up for by the luscious forest of soft brown curls that covered her pudenda. When she had first joined the household, the butler had inquired about shaving her there and after some deliberation the two men had decided to leave her triangle as it was at least for the moment. It hadn’t been an easy decision for Lord Benedict who normally liked his mistresses well groomed, and even shaved between their legs. But little Lizzie was so gentle and shy, that the thick bush of her pudenda was a welcome contrast to her small body and naïve demeanor. 

As he sat by her on the bed, he couldn’t stop himself and gently bent forward to kiss her lovely round navel. His mouth watered as he sucked noisily on it. 

He could feel the wonderful aroma of her body and felt her skin grow hot beneath his lips. She moaned deliciously and he thought how millimeters below where his lips were now, was where his long girth would eventually find itself in the near future. 

With difficulty Lord Benedict forced his head up from her tremulous tummy and looked at her blushing face. “Here is what we shall do, sweetheart. This is perhaps our first more or less formal lesson in Tantric sex. You asked me to be your teacher in Eastern spirituality, and I accepted. For this to work, it is important that you know in advance what we shall do. I want you to trust me.” 

“I trust you with all my heart,” she said surprising the big rough man with her open honesty. He kissed her belly again and smiled. 

“First, I will stimulate your button gently and then I will wait for your body to guide me. I will kindle your passions until your skin and tremors start doing all the talking. It will take time, and I have brought oils. Finally, I will press deep into your back passage and push up against the skin separating your chute from your birth channel.” Lord Dixon noticed how Elizabeth squirmed at his words. 

“What if it hurts? It sounds painful,” she whimpered yet he noticed that the girl instinctively spread her legs wider and gently arched her belly up from the bed. 

“You will feel no pain whatsoever, I promise you. Time is of the essence, and we shall make sure we don’t rush. I will do everything in my power to prevent you from losing your trust in me.” He looked deep into her eyes showing her that he meant every word. 

“When I have my fingers up in your bum, I will stroke them so that I elicit the fluid from your quim to pour out. You will feel pressure, and it might make you want to pee. Don’t hold back. Do whatever you feel your body tells you, and most importantly, do not feel embarrassed. Papa has you.” 

A smile fluttered across her lips, and his heart melted. Elizabeth brought up her hands and pressed them to his cheeks. “It is the second time you call yourself my Papa.” The first time had been just moments ago when he had spent himself in her bum. 

“That is because I treasure you so much,” he said, his voice suddenly husky with emotion. 

“I love you, Papa,” she said and for an agonizing instant his whole world almost collapsed around him. He didn’t trust himself to speak. And that shocked him deeply. Lord Dixon had never before quailed even when he had led cavalry charges in the colonies facing off hordes of enemies, intent on killing him. Now for the first time in his life, he felt his heart lurch sideways. 

He sat up and the girl grimaced in disappointment her hands flopping down by her sides. “I almost forgot. It is most important that we stay well hydrated,” he said and went to fill two large cups with water from the carafe by the window. “Drink it all. Our previous exertions have proved quite draining for the both of us.” Elizabeth giggled and did his bidding. They both downed the cold refreshing water and soon he was back by her side. 

“Like I was saying, young lady,” he said, and she giggled again clearly enjoying his attempt at seriousness. “I want you to do whatever comes naturally and not feel embarrassed. Some women in that instant experience an event not unlike what happens to men.” Elizabeth’s eyes grew wide in bewilderment. 

“I don’t understand, master.” 

“You know how I often cream when you take me in your mouth?” 

The blush that had just recently vanished came back in force coloring her cheeks a delicious pink. She nodded. 

“This is the event I am talking about.” 

“But I have never before…” 

“I know, sweetheart, and that is fine too. Not all women can squirt. But something tells me that your body might still hold some mysteries for us to unveil.” 

“Oh…” 

“Don’t think about it,” he said gently caressing her belly. “Just enjoy the feelings as they course through your body and do what they tell you. Can you do that?” 

“Yes, master,” her voice was husky and barely audible as her breathing had gotten suddenly labored again. 

Lord Dixon couldn’t help but marvel at how responsive and sensual the young girl was. He could feel the musk of her excitement fill his nostrils. She was on the verge of coming right now just from having glistened to his description of what he was about to do to her. And that was after he had made her climax two times already! Lord Dixon closed his eyes and gave silent thanks to his fate for having allowed him to cross paths with this sensuous and beautiful creature. 

He gave her a couple of moments of respite trying to imagine the excitement she was feeling. He patiently waited for her quivering chest to still itself. 

“Your words, my Lord,” Elizabeth said in a quivering voice. “They made my whole body grow hot somehow. My tummy felt like it was squirming with a life of its own.” Her hands reached out for his, and he met them allowing her to interlace her fingers in his. 

“What you feel is coming straight from my very heart, sweet child,” the Lord said, his expression grave, his tone husky and deep. “Now I want you to try and relax, I want you to breathe in deeply and exhale slowly,” he instructed her. “Air coming into your lungs will renew your energy and revitalize you.” 

He watched as Elizabeth closed her eyes and allowed herself to be subsumed by the breathing process. The sight of her body virtually melting into the

mattress was divine. After she had spent a month almost perpetually naked in his company, the young girl that had at first been shy and jumpy around him, had clearly grown rather comfortable with her naked body. 

Soon, her entire being settled into a rhythm. “Turn on your tummy for me, please,” Lord Benedict asked. As Elizabeth hurried to comply and stretched out across the bed, his eyes were immediately drawn as if of their own accord to the angular shape of her ribs and shoulders. Her body was beckoning him, so he softly ran his hands across her neck and felt her tremble as he touched her. Gently with loving tenderness, he increased the pressure working her knotted muscles. As he rubbed her arms and shoulders, he watched as her body undulate in response to his pressure. 

With excruciating slowness, he wound his way along the muscles of her back allowing her spine to guide him down. Little beads of sweat prickled along the trails left by his fingers. His hands were now rubbing deeply against the youthful muscles of her buttocks. She spread her legs without being told, crouching down, her knees splayed sideways her belly sliding towards him. 

She was amazingly supple, able to have her entire body lying flat across the soft satin sheets as she pushed her butt down to meet his warm hands. Her knees formed a letter M as her feet came to rest almost touching her butt cheeks. Lord Dixon found it to be a remarkable sight – it was as if she was squatting, but her entire body was pressed firmly flat. 

“Yes, master, yes,” she breathed heavily, her hands forming small fists by her head. Her hips rolled side to side with his movements as he softly kneaded her butt. Her body was talking to him, and he was listening entranced by what he saw. 

He reached out and spread the oil, pouring it out in generous amounts onto his hands before allowing it to warm before lathering it up on her gluts and anus. The girl squirmed pushing her face down at the pillows, her hands opening and closing like little heartbeats as he found his way into her bum. 

“Yes, please, pleeeease," she was moaning with every deep massaging pulse of his finger. Soon he followed up his probing index with his middle finger. 

And then his ring finger. With his right hand, he reached under her, parting her lips, searching out her moist hood. He pulled it back and then pressed in again gently rubbing the delicious jewel, the sensation making her pussy blossom open like a flower. Her entire lower body was pulsing as her lips vocalized incomprehensible little sounds that echoed like little chirps across the room. 

“Oh, oh, oh,” she started saying as he pushed in deeper and then curved his fingers pushing down forward against her still virginal quim. The barrier between her two delicate orifices was thin and stretched, and he could feel the other side through the hot, humid little membrane. The girl whipped her hair back, sending chestnut curls flowing back like a waterfall as she curved her spine down like a snake. “Oh. Oh. Oh.” 

Elizabeth shivered inside and out opened up like a letter envelope for her master’s prying eyes. Tremors convulsed against her straining muscles, her fists opening and closing her toes – curling as he pressed in and felt the warm spongy recess on the other side of her perineum in her quim. He could see deep within the young girl’s body, her insides – bright red and gleaming as her master ravished them knowingly. The moment was upon them. The release of Tantric suspense had built up in the girl’s body, and her master sensed her ready to burst, to enjoy the feel of her deepest intimacies. 

Her body was singing to him, and he was exhilarated with the intimacy of the moment. Lord Dixon carefully hooked his fingers back and up gently using her own contours to massage the spot deep within her quim. Elizabeth’s body wrapped against his fingers pumping them with little vibrations of her butt. 

“Please, please, please, moooore! Give me more!” Her subconscious had taken control now and was begging him. She wanted him to slip his hand in so that she could ride his fist as if it was a cock. In the last moment Lord Benedict managed to restrain himself as he hissed in pent-up frustration grinding his teeth like a tiger sensing prey. He did not want to tear her or make it so that when she came down from the euphoria of the moment she would be in discomfort. Still, however, he slammed down mashing her pelvis against the mattress as if squashing an invisible insect with a hand gloved in flesh. 

Loud squishy sounds filled the room, and he reached to grab the jar from the floor slipping off the lid and placing it at the edge of the bed. With directed strength he guided her pulsating butt down the bed, his hand still deep within her ass until her quim was on the very edge of the mattress. Elizabeth’s entire body was covered in sweat as the girl screamed in heart-rendering delirium. 

Never once did her hips stop their rocking motion slamming ever harder against the bedsheets. 

“Oh, Loooooooooooord!” The girl howled writhing on his fist. Lord Dixon felt his own sweat running down in rivulets across his face dripping onto her back. He looked between her legs and smiled. 

Elizabeth had come. She had not only come, but she had also squirted for the very first time in her life! 

He waited patiently for the droplets of milky liquid to dribble down her quivering lips and join the musky substance already there. Its delightful perfume was like an explosion to the senses as it filled the room. 

Lord Dixon felt his cock strain as it swung beneath him in frustrated excitement. As he carefully pulled back his fingers and unsheathed his hand from her gaping hole, more liquid poured out from her wet pussy. He caught it all in the jar and stood up by the bed and closed the lid. The vessel was now half-full with the gift of her loins. He cradled it in his large hand and sat back down by her now exhausted body. 

He gently stroked her bottom. “How are you feeling?” 

Barely audible gasps came in reply followed by a laugh, and then a giggle, and then another laugh, and then whimpers. The girl was still lost in the aftershocks of her first real mind-blowing climax. He reached and pulled the warm bed covers over her. 

“Take your time, sweetheart. Catch your breath and relax. Stay warm. I will be back.” Lord Benedict smiled as he stood to go order them breakfast. 


******


Prepared for Naked Sushi

Being afraid carried a very specific taste to Elizabeth. It felt metallic somehow, but with a tingly, electrifying consistency. It reminded her of her master’s cum, but less sweet. She felt her face redden. Why was it that recently every other thought she had was cross-referenced and compared to something raunchy and oh, so very deliciously debauched, something her master had done to her or had her do to him? She was still a virgin! She certainly should not be having such thoughts! And yet…

Maybe her maidenly state was precisely the reason her mind had grown fevered with naughty ideas. Elizabeth felt herself hanging on a precipice. 

Instinctively, like an animal, the young woman felt her whole life was about to change, to be transformed, shattered, broken past any resemblance to the childishly naïve state of grace she still inhabited. 

The butler made her follow him down many flights of steps, deep into the bowels of her master’s ancient castle. Elizabeth was barefoot and naked beneath the coarse brown linen tunic she had been given to wear before he had led her out of her master’s bed chambers. The large steps felt well-worn and ice-cold beneath the soft, smooth skin of her small feet. She felt her fingers involuntarily grip tighter the man’s big hand that pulled her relentlessly forward deeper and deeper and deeper into the bowels of the old fortress. She gasped, but clung on desperately to that one connection out of the world of darkness that enveloped her. Her blindfold pressed tightly against her high cheekbones, its soft leather tightly wound against her head, robbing her of even the most ephemeral glimmers of light. A tiny kitten-like whimper escaped Elizabeth’s parched throat. She had just realized that only too soon this inch-wide strip of material would be the only garment of sorts she would be allowed to keep on her body. 

It was so very cold! And getting colder yet with every step they took down into the damp sellers. Suddenly Elizabeth felt a panicked thought rise in the roiling uncertainty of her frenzied mind. Perhaps she should run? Surely they won’t stop her. No, they wouldn’t even think of slowing her escape. If anything, they might even provide her a carriage to take her back, back home, back to the slums of Birmingham. She was certain she was free to go. And that certainty robbed her of the will to resist her pending fate. 

It had been less than a couple of hours ago when she had still been warmly

ensconced amidst the soft, cozy sheets in her master’s bed. Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, had virtually inexhaustible stamina. 

After the veritable carnal marathon this morning, they had both fallen into an exhausted slumber snug against each other. Elizabeth was certain that this was how paradise ought to be like. 

It wasn’t until nine, when the sun was high up in the sky, glaring through the floor to ceiling windows, that they were both awakened by two cautious knocks at the door. 

“Your Lordship, you have a phone call from London, my Lord,” came the butler’s rough voice from the other side. 

“Come on in and bring me the phone,” Lord Dixon said, and before Elizabeth had a chance to assimilate what was happening, he threw away the covers and stepped out of bed. The butler was immaculately dressed as always in a dark cutaway morning coat and gray pants and black tie beneath the winged collars of his starched white fine cotton shirt. He appeared completely oblivious to his master’s nudity. Instead, his beady little pale eyes were riveted on the body-servant’s nakedness. Elizabeth muffled a groan when she saw his pink tongue dart across his thin lips. She brought her knees up to her chest gathering herself up in a little ball blushing with shame at being so displayed before the man. Memories of what he had done to her flooded her innocent mind. Her embarrassment did not escape either the Lord’s attention or that of his minion, and she squealed quietly hearing them both chuckle. 

Lord Dixon walked over to the butler and took the proffered device he had brought in on a heavy silver tray, its long cord weaving like a snake in his trails. The telephone usually rested on a small circular table out in front of the bedroom. How it operated was a complete mystery to Elizabeth who had only first seen one when she had joined Lord Dixon’s household a fortnight ago. 

She had yet to use a telephone for the first time. It seemed somehow magical to the young street urchin. 

“Hello, James is that you?” Lord Dixon said loudly into the mouthpiece as he held the other part of the device up against his ear. From where she was lying on the bed, Elizabeth could hear the tinny voice on the other end but not make out what was said. “I see… And you think there is a real danger we might lose the contract? Hmmm… Let me think.” 

Without even looking up, Elizabeth felt her master’s eyes slowly rake her naked form where she lay in the gargantuan bed. “Tell me, my friend, if I remember correctly, ambassador Yamamoto had expressed interest in meeting your little one, hadn’t he? Were you ever able to satisfy his curiosity? – – No? – – Hmmm… I see, she is still in training… – – Tell you what, dear chap, what if you suggest to his Excellency that you both pay me a visit at the estate for a late dinner tonight? Yes… There is a certain little someone here who you will both be quite pleased to meet, I think.” Elizabeth felt an involuntary shudder rock her body at Lord Dixon’s words. 

She looked up to see his dark eyes sparkling down on her. “Ha-ha-ha, yes that’s right… Just inform him we will be having sushi, and she will be the dish… I promise you he will not want to miss it. How about 8 PM? That should give us enough time to prepare her. Thank you. I’ll see you then. You too my friend.” 

The receiver made a loud clicking sound as Lord Dixon replaced it in its cradle. The butler made to leave, but he stopped him. 

“Hold on a minute, Reginald, there is something I want you to take care of concerning little Lizzie here.” Lord Dixon padded over across the room and sat making the bed groan beneath his weight. Elizabeth felt his big warm hand gently come to rest against her thigh. 

“Master –,” Elizabeth started to complain but immediately stopped herself seeing the dark, ominous look Lord Dixon shot her. 

“The truth, dear girl, is that you need to learn to do away with your feelings of shame. I just saw the way you turned beet red when Reginald brought me the telephone. Even though I find your childish naïvety endearing, I’m afraid I cannot accept your continued reluctance when it comes to enjoying your sexuality and displaying your charms to others.” 

“But, my Lord,” Elizabeth started to say, “I have done everything you asked of me and then some.” Her voice sounded pathetically whiny now, but she truly meant what she was saying. Her tongue still tingled with the aftereffects of the long hours she had spent in a brace having it stretched just so that she could please and impress her master. Hadn’t she done enough to satisfy him without having to humiliate herself before others? Lord Dixon smiled, and she felt that preternatural sensation at the very back of her neck as if centipedes were marching up and down in neat rows all along her spine. She

always felt that way when she realized words were not necessary because her master had already divined her most intimate thoughts. 

“Therein lies the problem, sweetheart. You do what you are told, even when it causes you discomfort and shame. I want you to move past this state and forget your prudish upbringing and learn to revel in your natural state that I have to tell you is unbridled sexuality. I merely want to push you past the stage where you think all these acts of submission are somehow sacrifices on your part. You believe that by doing them you will somehow impress me, and while that may be correct, and I do find it endearing, I want more from you. I want you to get past those hang-ups of yours. I want to bring you into accepting that you are a creature of pure lust and wanton need whose only reason to exist is to bask in the acceptance of your body’s charms and innate female nature.” 

“But, if it pleases you, Master, I already thought I had accomplished that,” 

Elizabeth protested. “We have done so much together…” He leaned in and placed his long index finger across her lips silencing her. 

“Shush, little one, I know, and we will do so much more together yet. But you are still holding yourself back, roiling with unnecessary guilt and emotions that you have to throw by the wayside if you ever want to achieve the enlightened state of being I can offer you.” His voice was gentle and reasoned in its intonation and made Elizabeth feel loved as his words washed over her. She looked up at him and met his eyes. 

A long moment passed as the older man, and the younger girl exchanged a seemingly endless stream of sensual information by merely delving into each other’s eyes. 

Lord Dixon drank in the raw beauty of his servant girl. Even though still deeply humiliated, he could see the signs of arousal on the young slut’s face. 

Elizabeth was pleading with him to spare her what she had cleverly divined was going to be her fate tonight, and yet her cheeks had become flush, and her nostrils were dilating at the mere idea he was going to make her do something bawdy and revealing for his guests. Her eyelids fluttered, and her lips parted and gained color. 

Elizabeth looked up at the powerful Lord and knew she would do anything he commanded not only because he was her overLord but also because she felt a deep desire to please the man. Over the last month, he had coldly and

methodically molded her into a passion-driven vixen. No, she did not want to embarrass the dominant Lord, who had accepted her into his life, if only as a slave of sorts. 

Slowly, imperceptibly almost, with every day that had passed Elizabeth had learned to better accept her new life as body servant to Lord Dixon, who was rapidly becoming her only source of comfort and hope. With a start, she realized that to say she loved him would not do justice to the strength of her feelings. She adored him like a creature worships a God. 

Elizabeth was aware that something had passed between them earlier this morning during their delirious coupling. In his eyes, she had seen a human side she knew he kept hidden from others. Now he reached up and cupped her face in the palm of his large hand, and she leaned into it relishing his strength. 

“I want you to learn acceptance and surrender, sweet slave,” he said his voice barely audible. She loved the notion of being his sweet slave. The air about them felt electric like a thunderstorm was about to break and blow them to smithereens. “I want you to forget pride and learn humility. Can you do that for me, Elizabeth?” 

“Yes, master,” she whispered and then heard herself say, “I will do anything for you.” She blushed and looked down ashamed for she truly meant what she had just said. 

She felt his lips tenderly kiss the top of her head. “Lord James Alfred Cunningham is a very good friend of mine. Tonight you will present yourself naked. No, he will not plunder you, not like that. He will bring a guest, a very important man from Japan, the ambassador. His name is Kaito Yamamoto. 

The ambassador is a close relative of the Emperor of that country and a member of the Heishi noble clan of Japan. You will be the centerpiece of our dinner gathering and participate in an old Japanese custom called Nyotaimori. 

You will be naked and prepared to lay upon a table covered in nothing but morsels of Oriental food.” 

Elizabeth felt her eyes grow big as saucers as she nodded in mindless acquiescence to her master’s explanation. “My butler will have you washed, perfumed and prepared for the event. If you do this for me, you will not only impress us with your resolve, but you will also commence on the first step of your journey into acceptance of who you truly are.” He kissed her once on

every cheek and then stood. 

“Stand and kneel before me, girl,” the Lord ordered, and Elizabeth scurried to comply. Smoothly, effortlessly, Elizabeth stepped out of the bed, oblivious to the gawking butler and in one fluid motion sank to her knees. 

For a minute, both men felt their hearts lurch as they gazed upon the bright-eyed auburn-haired naked beauty kneeling before them. Elizabeth felt her breath catch as she shifted her legs widely apart displaying her unshaved sex. 

She blushed in spite of herself and placed her hands demurely resting them upon her knees with their palms facing up as she had been taught. 

Lord Dixon took a step closer. “Good. From now on, unless instructed otherwise, when you see me for the first time that day or evening, you are to kneel like that. Then, if I offer my left hand, you are to kiss it fervently and look up at me and ask permission to do obeisance. Obeisance simply means reaching up with both hands, and if I am dressed, reveal my manhood, and fervently kiss its head. Then, unless directed otherwise, you are to carefully place it back and zipper my fly shut. Do you understand your instructions, girl?” 

Elizabeth felt herself like in a dream. Still she was eager to please. “Yes, master, I understand.” 

“Good then, go ahead and do obeisance now.” 


***

You can reach up and hold onto the metal hook hanging above your head now, the butler said, his voice reverberating in the cavernous cellar. 

Slowly, with trembling fingers, Elizabeth reached up until her fingers brushed up against the harsh cold iron of the meat hook hanging from the ceiling. Last time Reginald had made her do that, he had done terrible things and most horribly she had found her body enjoyed them tremendously. 

Elizabeth stifled a whimper wondering what would happen to her now. 

She could imagine herself the way she appeared to the rough butler as she stood with her arms stretched above her head, her muscles taut, her naked breasts pointing forward begging for attention, her buttocks clenching as her

body squirmed in anguish. Her long curly hair, full and heavy, delicate and silken in consistency, fell around her shoulders like a waterfall. Elizabeth realized she was breathing in fast short little breaths now and immediately focused on controlling her anxiety. She didn’t want to faint. 

Then she felt it! The scent of her master’s body! Immediately Elizabeth felt herself relax if only a smidge, her heart settling into a more languorous beat. 

He was here! She was no longer alone with the brute. Elizabeth felt her heart swell with emotions and her courage triple knowing that his Lordship was by her side. 

“You are lovely, sweet child,” Lord Dixon’s voice reverberated in her very chest as he spoke. She felt his hand traverse her cheek and then explore downwards. The Lord was yet again taking possession of what was his. He hefted her left breast tenderly as if admiring its size and shape and then did the same with her right. She felt his breath wash over her body and reveled in it. His fingers left her tits and rose again to gently slide along her forehead brushing back her thick bangs. Elizabeth was grateful that she had been given the crude iron hook to hold on as she felt her legs go weak. Her lips were moist and parted as she blinked beneath the blindfold. 

“Your perfume is lovely as always,” her master whispered and she felt him leaning in, breathing, his lips brushing along her neck. “Too bad we need to bathe you and remove the natural beauty of your scent before tonight.” She felt his chest push ever so briefly against her quivering nipples. He was naked, and Elizabeth felt the sparks of passion jump like tiny lightning across her skin. Her breasts were so tight and swollen, painfully throbbing with the slightest hint of moving air. 

Lord Dixon sighed deeply, and she felt his hand press flat against her chest as he pushed back with obvious reluctance. 

“Here is what we will do. Tonight, for a couple of hours, your body will no longer be yours,” Elizabeth felt sparkles of anxiety tingle all across her skin her body. “We will wash you, dry you, and brush your hair, up on your head, but also down there,” Elizabeth felt a gentle tug against her pubic hair. “So that the food that shall be placed upon your body will remain untainted by your flavors. Your quim will then be infused with a mild oriental-style wine that will stay within until one of the guests or myself choose to take a sip.” 

Elizabeth gasped loudly now. 

“My M-maidenhead, my Lord,” she squeaked. 

“Shush little one, don’t worry,” the powerful Lord said quietly. “The liquid we shall place in you is more water than wine and intended mostly for show. 

People in Japan appear to enjoy drinking from a girl’s purse like that and even have a name for it. Your maidenhead will be preserved and so will your health. I promise.” 

“Thank you, my Lord,” the young body servant felt genuinely grateful that her master was going to the trouble to alleviate her trepidations. 

“You don’t need to thank me, sweetheart,” Lord Dixon said. “I am the one who ought to be grateful to you, little one. You are doing so much more than merely satisfying the perverse desires of a bunch of older men,” he chuckled. 

“You will be helping this country secure a much-needed contract to expand our influence in the kingdom of Japan. Ambassador Yamamoto, who will be the guest of honor tonight, has a deciding vote on establishing who will secure a contract of paramount importance to her Majesty’s government. 

However, to be honest with you, my dear, I wouldn’t have even thought of suggesting that we go through with the ceremony, if I didn’t believe it would be instructional in your training as a willing submissive. I will not think less of you, or chastise you in any way, if you choose to shrink away from the task, Elizabeth. Just let me know, and I will have Reginald return you safely to my bed chambers. I can always tell the guests that you fell ill with a cold.” 

Elizabeth felt her emotions rise and threaten to overwhelm her. Lord Dixon was more than caring, she could feel his deep affection in the way he spoke and this brought tears to her eyes. 

Elizabeth shook her head. “No, master, thank you, but no. I  do want to go through with it. I am so much happier if my small act of submission helps our country.” She smiled. A single tear rolled down her cheek, but Lord Dixon brushed it away with his finger. 

“You make me proud, child,” he said. She heard him take a step back and pick something up from the floor. “First, however, as a sign of your devotion and will to submit, you will receive twenty-one strokes of the cane across your front.” This news particularly disconcerted the naked girl. Elizabeth almost broke down in tears but remembered her resolve and managed to restrain herself. Lord Edward Benedict Frederick Dixon waited for her to get

accustomed to the idea of what was to follow before he continued. 

“This will not only serve as your first chastisement that from now on will become routine before every training session, but it will also help to mark your skin appropriately for tonight. I know that Mr. Yamamoto has a reputation for wanting a certain type of service from his concubines. Your submission to the cane will be sure to impress him immensely. I’m sure he will be surprised to find a beautiful young English girl so willing and able to submit. It is my feeling that rich Oriental men have a very skewed understanding of our womenfolk, and most routinely take them to be spoilt naïve little things, far inferior to their ladies. Tonight you will prove them all wrong. Won’t you, Elizabeth?” 

“Y-yes, my Lord,” hiccuped the girl still trying to come to terms with what he had just told her. Elizabeth had never before been beaten in her life. 

Never, that is, if one didn’t count the three strokes of the butler’s cane that he had delivered across her feet a couple of weeks ago. Those had hurt like high hell. Now Elizabeth failed to imagine how she would be able to take twenty-one of the punishing blows. 

“You can do it, sweet Lizzie, I know you can. Reginald will be delivering your thrashing. He has a steady hand and measured stroke. He will space the strikes out so that the red welts from the caning are evenly positioned from your chest all the way down to your knees. If you want him to stop, all you have to say is the word  Benedict. As you know, it is my middle name and will serve as your safe word today. Do you understand, Elizabeth?” She felt the Lord’s voice come close to her face as he waited for her reply. 

“Yes, my Lord, I understand.” She managed to reply through lips clenched in anguish. Elizabeth realized she was sweating heavily, the snug leather blindfold was already soaked with her tears and perspiration. She almost screamed when she felt the Lord come up behind her outstretched body and press himself snugly up against it. His cock felt hot and resolutely hard as it pushed in between her cheeks. She was more than ready for him there and with a deep shame realized that she was actually looking forward to him plundering her like that. At least that way he would be right here with her helping her on through the storm of pain that she knew was going to follow all too soon. 

Lord Dixon’s thick rod spread past her soft cheeks and speared the ring of

flesh pushing steadily into her hot tummy. By now Elizabeth had learned to get aroused by the presence of her master’s tumescence in her butt. The skin around her tight ring felt energized by the presence of his hot tool, and she felt her passion begin to rise as she squeezed her buttocks forcing her muscles to tighten around the Lord’s manhood. It felt strange to be standing in the middle of a cold, damp cellar, naked and on edge, holding on to a steel hook hanging from the ceiling, while one man pressed himself tightly up against her back, his cock snugly embedded in her ass, while another man was about to cane her titties. Elizabeth gave up trying to understand how or why fate had arranged her to end up in that situation. Instead, she resigned herself to the moment and set her mind on riding it out and making most of the experience. 

She heard a whooshing sound and gasped. The butler was standing close in front of her, whipping back and forth through the air the stick that was soon going to punish her soft young flesh. 

“You need to count out loud for me,” the rough man said. “Start from one. If you don’t count out loud my strokes, they will not count.” Before Elizabeth had a chance to acknowledge his instruction, her mind was split in two by the first shuddering blow. 

Slap! 

“One, sir!” She squeaked. 

The thick cock up her ass pulsed as it lay snugly embedded in her abdomen. 

Elizabeth whimpered softly feeling Lord Dixon’s long finger worm itself between their thighs and come to frill gently across her outer lips from bellow. 

Slap! 

“Two, sir!” Her hips began to roll lewdly as her sexual buildup gained strength. Her master moved in her belly, his fingers gently caressing her quivering lips below. He kissed the top of her head. “My strong, little girl.” 

The first strikes had landed a couple of inches below her collarbone. The cane

descended again drawing a cry of pain and denial from Elizabeth as it chastised the flesh where her young quivering breasts began their steep slopes. Slap! 

“Three, sir!” Her hips were rolling as if taken with a life of their own, while her mind took a leave of absence, her body subsumed by pure lust and maddened by the powerful intensity of pain and pleasure dancing with each other. 

Slap! The universe ceased to exist for a split second and then blinked back into agonizing focus as the pain across her breasts registered. Elizabeth lost all coherent thought. 

Slap! Pain turned to agony that turned to fire as the cane fell exactly where it had landed just seconds before. 

“I didn’t hear you count, girl!” Hissed the butler.  God!  Elizabeth felt panic-stricken for a moment trying to remember how far along they had come. Was it three or six or ten strokes?  Oh God, please! 

“Four, sir!” She screamed. When the cane landed one inch lower along her breasts, and an inch above her areolae, Elizabeth actually felt grateful that she had gotten it right. 

When the infernal instrument sliced across her nipples, Elizabeth was certain she would have fainted except that somehow, her soul felt to be drawing strength from her master’s giant steel hardness that quivered all the way up in the center of her body. 

And so it went, Reginald slowly leveling one strike after another, in measured succession, each one an inch below the one before it. He didn’t hurry. Not one bit. He seemed to wait a full minute before every subsequent descent of the cane. By now it felt like a team effort, everybody doing their share to aid in her experience: The sadistic butler with his infernal cane, her master and his glorious cock, Elizabeth, and her voluptuous body. 

By the time they reached ten, she was afraid she was going to hyperventilate. 

Every time he struck her, it made her breasts jiggle back and forth causing her injured nipples to tingle with a bittersweet sensation, unlike anything she had never felt before. 

By the time they made it to fifteen, Elizabeth felt herself burning with embarrassment at the realization that her insides were actually milking the

Lord’s cock without him having to move even an inch! Elizabeth found her mind drift as she imagined herself taking the place of the men using her. She felt their pleasure and pride fill her heart with strength and resolve. The cane felt glorious, an instrument of fate molding the girl into an object of pleasure for everyone, even herself. 

Slap! 

“Twenty-one, sir!”  The end!  

Elizabeth squeaked and felt her orgasm blast across her body in time to her master’s cock which spewed its essence deep into her belly. Her hands held the heavy iron hook that vibrated and jingled obscenely in the dark, damp cellar. 

“Gawwwwd!” She screamed her toes curling against the hard flagstones covered with her dripping juices as she struggled to maintain her foothold. 

Her legs felt rubbery as she relaxed back against Lord Dixon, who helped her gently down to the floor. Panting weekly and still whimpering and sniffling, Elizabeth made herself into a heap of hot flesh – – raw and striped with lines of pink and red crisscrossing her in even intervals across her breasts belly and thighs. She felt them as lines of heat and pain, yet the sensations were dulling rapidly, morphing into a source of pride and sexual heat fanned by the incredible intensity of the arousal roiling through her mind and body. 

Somewhere far away she heard Lord Dixon’s deep husky voice give directions to her tormentor. “Wash her, oil her, prepare her and bring her to the dinner table when you are ready. Take your time and be thorough.” 

“Yes, my Lord,” Reginald replied as the heavy door slammed shut behind their master who had left. 


******


Elizabeth Tastes Different Men

“Tell me, sweetheart, what do you think? Would you be able to taste the difference?” Asked the high-pitched voice of the powerful Lord. Elizabeth felt mortified by the question. A deep crimson heat rapidly covered her face and chest. 

“Yes, I think I would,” she said meekly. 

She felt somebody gently pinch her little toe. “Yes, sir, girl. You should learn respect. Lord Cunningham deserves it just as much as any other man.” 

“Yes, master,” Elizabeth quickly said. For a few long moments, she just blinked up at the tall, stern man whose severe face glowered down on her from what felt like a dizzying height. 

Elizabeth knew she would have been shivering like a leaf in a thunderstorm right now if it weren’t for the iced tea concoction her master had made her drink earlier. It had a soothing effect on her muscles and nerves. Yet it did nothing to prevent her from feeling the chilling cold of the hard granite countertop upon which she was made to lay. 

The question had caught her completely by surprise. “Could she taste the difference between the essence of different men?” Of course, she could! She could even tell the difference between whether her master had dined on veal or lamb at lunch that day just based on the way his cream tasted. 

However, her deep feelings of mortification were caused by more than the fact that they were asking her something so embarrassingly intimate. She had never expected that anybody would even think of inquiring about how her lover tasted. Her anguish was further aggravated by her deep instinctive desire not to displease her master and cause him embarrassment. When he had prepared her for tonight’s occasion, Lord Dixon had been adamant that she ought to stay completely immobile while the food was displayed upon her body. Elizabeth was concerned that if the guests chose to engage her in some conversation, she would inadvertently squirm and spill something. 

It would be mortifying for many different reasons. Lord Dixon’s house cook had spent almost three hours carefully arranging every morsel of sushi precisely across her naked body. 

That was merely the end of what had turned out to be a day-long preparation. 

First Reginald, the butler, had used his infernal bamboo cane to thrash an agonizing trail of strikes from her neck all the way down to just above her knees. He had done that while she was made to hold onto a hard iron hook hanging from the ceiling as Lord Dixon sheathed himself in her bum. The long and the short of it was now she had a neat row of angry red welts spaced evenly across her from. Then the Butler had given her daily enema, washed her, brushed her hair for almost an hour until every last lose strand had been picked away and oiled her head to toe with a vegetable oil type of material that had a faint smell of mint. 

Then they had given her a thimble-full of liquid that tasted somewhere between tea and medicine. 

“Drink this, Lizzie,” ordered the Butler. “It will sooth your nerves and stop you from shivering when you’re naked on the table.” 

Through it all she had been made to wear a blindfold that had only just been removed before the guests arrived. 

Once up on the table, there was nothing between her naked skin and the cold granite of the four-foot-high surface upon which she was to serve as centerpiece. As she shimmied around wiggling in a desperate effort to find a semi-comfortable position, Elizabeth felt the reality of what she had agreed to do begin to set in. All sorts of questions suddenly assaulted her feverish mind. What if her feet suddenly cramped? What if the guests think she looks ugly in this position? What if she suddenly couldn’t stop herself from laughing? Oh, the shame, and the disgrace! The one person Elizabeth trusted to help her through the ordeal was her master, Lord Edward Benedict Frederick Dixon. He was the one hosting the event and had somehow convinced her that the humiliating display would not only serve to teach her to come to terms with her own body but would also help mollify the guest of honor, the Ambassador of the Empire of Japan. Lord Dixon had explained how important it was for Her Majesty’s government to secure a contract to build a new railway in Japan. Somehow, the notion of being part of her master’s overall vision had a calming effect on Elizabeth’s frayed nerves. 

When the cook came to arrange the morsels of raw fish and rice across her body, she felt her mind drift. The movements of the man prove to be intensely erotic as he carefully maneuvered around the table, decorating her with flowers and little bits and pieces of colored cloth. As the minutes passed, Elizabeth began to feel like a piece of art. That was until she felt a thick white towel being pressed under her buttocks lifting her pelvis a couple of inches

from the table. Then, just when she was wondering what all that was about, she gasped when with preternatural slowness something cold and smooth and thin started making its way past her nether lips. 

Elizabeth stifled a grunt when she recalled that they were going to fill her virgin quim with weak Japanese rice wine through a glass funnel delicately fitted past the protective membrane of her maidenhead. Apparently rich Japanese men had a tradition of drinking alcoholic beverages from their ladies’ nether parts. They even had a name for it, but her master hadn’t thought to tell her what it was. 

“Ouch!” The neck of the funnel had just made its way deep into her tight little purse. 

“You stay quiet now, girl!” Hissed the cook from between her legs. “Your maidenhead is safe, the cold glass of the funnel is all you’re feeling. 

Remember to stay quiet for dinner or master will have you thrashed, wench,” 

he growled, and Elizabeth muffled a whimper. She hated the rough words but bit down on her tongue keeping herself from distracting the man further. 

Soon she felt a cold liquid begin to fill her belly in the most unusual fashion. 

“There, pretty girl,” the man said evidently pleased with his work. She felt him slowly and carefully pull out the very thin neck of the glass funnel leaving her belly sloshing with embarrassment. “Now we will leave you for a little while until your body adjusts to the temperature of the room and the guests arrive.” 

Soon Elizabeth felt herself relax into poised happiness glad to be part of her powerful owner’s dinner event. That only lasted until she heard the guests arrive. Staring at the ceiling and quite unable to move, Elizabeth realized she was not able to see their faces. She knew Lord Dixon had only invited two men, his close friend Lord James Alfred Cunningham, and the ambassador Kaito Yamamoto. Were they bearded, short and chubby, or were they tall, young and handsome? How were they dressed? Elizabeth felt afraid and very lonely as her heart threatened to burst out of her chest. 

Soon they were seated by her, and she felt them eat, stare and drink, and sometimes poke at her nakedness. Minutes became an hour as the important men fell into jovial conversation about business and history. Now and then, Elizabeth felt somebody carefully edge over between the apex of her thighs and take a sip from the long wide straw that went all the way in brushing up against her cervix. 

Even her forehead was made use of by a white linen cloth that had been folded and draped across just beneath her hairline. It had been wet and hot at first, and the Lords had used it to wipe their hands before commencing their dinner. With time, it had cooled off, and now it only added to the omnipresent chill that she felt to the very core. 

Now Elizabeth twisted her eyes left and right trying to glean if her master had any guidance for her. What was she supposed to do if one of the other two Lords asked her another question? Was she supposed to go on chitchatting with them? It felt horribly wrong somehow. Not only was she base-born and felt way out of her depth in the presence of the three illustrious gentlemen, but she was naked, and lying on a table, for crying out loud! But try as she might she couldn’t get a proper look at Lord Dixon from the angle her body was positioned and the height of the table. Elizabeth could hear his deep chuckle however and immediately she knew her anguish had caused him delight. Somehow, through some deep and very awkward emotional mechanism, her master’s delight made her feel happy. Some cold analytical part of her marveled at how fast she had grown accustomed to seeking her master’s approval and how it warmed her heart when she found it. 

As if reading her mind and sensing her quandary, Lord Dixon instructed her to elaborate. “Be more explicit and explain what tasting your master’ cum felt like, girl,” her master ordered. His wish didn’t make her situation easier in any way. In fact, it only deepened her tribulation. He knew she had never been with anybody besides himself. Was Lord Dixon expecting her to describe to these strange men the different way he tasted depending on what he had had for dinner? 

Oh, the shame! It was unbearable! Lying naked on the table, forced to stay immobile while her master and his friends dined on morsels of food placed upon her body, she was now asked to talk about some of her most intimate experiences! Oh God! And what if she said something that might embarrass her master?  That would be unacceptable! It was almost too much for the shy, timid girl that she was. 

It hadn’t been easy for her back in school when her curves had started coming in earlier than those of the other girls. Almost all of the boys in school had asked her to go out with them on a stroll by the river, and she had denied them all. She had denied all except the butcher’s boy. Elizabeth had agreed to go out with him only because he was a big mean looking strong lad and she had been too afraid to say no. Her breath caught, and a deep shudder

ran through her body making her tremble. 

Mr. Yamamoto, the Japanese ambassador, noticed her tremor and laughed out loud. 

“I believe Lord Cunningham’s question has set your impressionable young servant’s mind aflutter, Lord Dixon. I’m afraid she might spill the food,” the Japanese man said chuckling. His voice was uncharacteristically deep and very accented making it almost incomprehensible to understand. “I think the girl feels embarrassed.” Elizabeth could hear a twinkle in the man's voice. “I think she is also worried she might dishonor you, Lord Dixon.” Elizabeth's breath caught in her chest. How could the man see her inner turmoil that clearly? Were her thoughts so obvious to all? The naked girl felt more exposed than ever lying on the table covered in tasty little morsels as she fought to control her breathing and anxiety. 

“It is so very generous of you, my Lord, to offer us the services of your concubine. You do us great honor.” Elizabeth heard the voice of the Japanese man move lower as he spoke and at first she was puzzled but then realized he was bowing deeply. He was thanking Lord Dixon, her master, for her service tonight! 

How exciting! For the first time in her life, Elizabeth felt something akin to the pride she had seen in the eyes of all those soldiers coming back from the trenches abroad. Battered, bruised, wounded and suffering, they all somehow seemed to have a spring in their steps and a sparkle in their eyes. They had served the Queen and the country laying their lives down for a greater cause. 

Elizabeth felt that even now she was doing something not entirely different by offering her body up as part of these powerful men's feast tonight. 

The deep respect of the Japanese ambassador for Lord Dixon was palpable and made Elizabeth proud to be her master’s servant. Lord Dixon was somewhere behind her, out of her field of view, but she could still feel his leonine presence bathe her in the fierce passion of his stare. 

She felt him step closer to the table and barely managed to suppress her instinctive desire to turn and face him. 

“Don't move, little one,” he said his voice satanic in its richness and promise as she felt him come to stand mere inches from her body. The heat emanating

from his body was tangible, and Elizabeth bit down on her bottom lip. He reached out, and she felt his hand on her chin. He positioned it just so that she could kiss his knuckles which she did with a fervor that surprised even herself. It was as if she was trying to draw on her master's strength and fortify herself for the submission she was offering them right now. 

“Go on, sweet Lizzie, answer Lord Cunningham’s question. Do not be afraid of embarrassing me, sweetheart. These men feel your adoration for me, and they’re merely jealous.” Polite chuckles filled the room. 

“Quite so, my Lord, quite so indeed,” Elizabeth heard Lord Cunningham say. 

She swooned mentally at her master’s words. She believed him with all her heart. She, Elizabeth Smith, from the slums of Birmingham, was making two of the world’s most powerful men envious of her love for her master. How glorious life was! 

“I gagged a little the first time, my Lords,” Elizabeth said trying to steel her voice as she spoke. “The taste of his cream made me think of raw oysters only it was much more watery and salty.” 

“Did you like it, sweet child? Did it bring you pleasure to swallow your Lords cream?” It was Lord Cunningham's voice, shrill and rather unpleasant with the hissing undertone it seemed to have. 

“Well, other than its rather rich consistency, my Lords cream was quite delicious.” Elizabeth heard herself reply. She closed her eyes pressing them tightly shut to blot out the snickers and chuckles that filled the room. In spite of the shame that threatened to overwhelm her, Elizabeth pressed on. “Once I got used to the pervasive taste of salt which I’m not that fond of, I deeply enjoyed the pleasure I was able to give my master.” 

Thunderous applause almost made her jump out of her skin. 

“She is precious,” Lord Cunningham said. 

“You are a very lucky man, my Lord.” The Japanese ambassador added clapping his hands with enthusiasm. 

“Thank you, Ambassador. I couldn’t disagree one bit. Elizabeth makes me feel proud to have her in my service.” Lord Dixon’s hand returned caressing

her chestnut curls that had been combed and spread like an aura around her head. 

“May I ask the young lady if her master’s essence changes in taste depending on his mood perhaps?” Mr. Yamamoto asked. 

Elizabeth smiled broadly. 

“I don’t know that it changes based on his mood, my Lord, but sometimes it does taste very bitter and other times, after he has had dessert, his cream is quite sweet.” Elizabeth tried to suppress a giggle. “The other day we had truffles in bed and a couple of hours later… I think he tasted that way too.” 

“She blushes delightfully, Lord Dixon,” the Japanese man observed. “May I ask your lovely servant what she enjoys best about servicing you?” 

Now Elizabeth scrunched up her face trying to think. “I don’t know… I guess I feel somehow validated and empowered when I make my Lord happy. It does help that my master’s seed tastes really good.” As she spoke, she had closed her eyes trying to blot out the man staring down on her naked form. At this point, Elizabeth’s mortification had reached an intensity such that she felt a surge of courage. It couldn’t possibly get any more humiliating than that. 

She opened her eyes and saw the three powerful men towering above her. 

Her master looked proud as he smiled down on his beautiful body servant. 

“Her markings are very beautiful, Lord Dixon,” remarked the Japanese man in his rough accented voice. “Her skin is the perfect tone for punishment. I can tell she will bring you much enjoyment in the years ahead.” 

“Thank you, your Excellency.” Her master replied. 

Emotions suddenly flooded her heart making her feel suffused with a deep need that made Elizabeth feel fragile as though a single pinprick or a callous word could send her very soul streaming out. She felt deep insecurity and an overwhelming urge to reach out and grab at her master’s hand seeking his approval. Her eyes moistened as she realized that the men were not only

eating food from her body but were actually feasting on the roiling emotions her face and skin so clearly displayed for them. She was their canvas, and the three of them were like master painters eliciting color, sweat, and roiling emotions from the young impressionable servant. 

Then her emotions shifted, and Elizabeth felt a resurgence of will as she recognized that she had already traversed a seemingly unfathomable distance since that day almost a month ago when she had first accepted to become Lord Dixon’s body servant. Yes, she was feeling needy but in him she had now found a fountainhead of strength and raw male power from which she drew energy like a rose fed on sunlight. 

Elizabeth heard her belly growl loudly she was mortified. 

“It appears that all this talk of cum has made your young charge hungry,” 

Lord Cunningham said. 

Elizabeth felt deeply embarrassed by his words. But she also felt a certain unfathomable pride fill her heart. Three of the most powerful men in the country were gawking over her! A simple girl from the slums of Birmingham! Oh! My! God! Elizabeth thought. With every moment that passed by as she lay displayed for the three powerful Lords, the innocent girl felt a dark lustful need to fill her very soul growing more intense by the minute. 

The men laughed and then her master said, "You need to learn to keep quiet." 

“Maybe she is hungry indeed. All this food probably makes her mouth water. 

The poor girl has surely never seen a feast quite like that before in her life.” 

“Perhaps we can help her. Maybe we can do a tasting of sorts,” she could hear a playful note make its appearance in her Lords deep voice. “I’m quite sure Elizabeth would be thrilled to tell us the difference between how we all taste.” 

“Brilliant!” Without further ado, the men sprang into action clearing off the food and decorations from the naked girl’s body. Elizabeth felt her skin glow

hot for she was quite certain she knew what they were talking about. They were going to make her drink their cum. She was going to be body slave to all three of them! 

When her master spoke next, she heard his voice acquire that distant intonation it so often did when he was lost in thought. 

“I think we will have her blindfolded. That way we can test to see if a woman can discern her master’s cum from a group of samples.” Loud claps echoed in the room as the two other men were clearly enthralled with Lord Dixon’s suggestion. 

“When was the girl's period?” It was Lord Cunningham. 

“Why do you ask?” Lord Dixon’s voice sounded deep like the growl of a bear. 

“I have heard that ovulating girls have a better sense of taste and smell than most.” Lord Cunningham answered rather breathlessly. 

A long moment of silence was interrupted by Lord Dixon looking down on the naked girl. “Good point. Please tell us, Elizabeth, when was your last period?” 

“Almost ten days ago, my Lord,” she said wishing to God she could make herself invisible. 

“I guess we are in luck.” 

Before she knew it, the food and plates were removed from the table, and Elizabeth felt her master’s strong hands gently help her down. 

“Kneel, girl,” Lord Dixon growled, and Elizabeth was only too happy to comply. She felt emotionally drained, tears straining to burst as she forced her muscles to obey. They felt like rubber, but the experience was most almost over! Her master had wanted her to train her to accept the shame of publicly displaying herself to his guests and she had survived it! She only had

one more job to do before it was all over. 

With superhuman effort, Elizabeth forced herself to crawl forward and sat up on her knees. She splayed her thighs widely as she had been taught, offering her body’s intimacies for all to see. 

“Good girl,” her master’s closer to her and offered her his hand. Elizabeth felt her face redden, but she knew exactly what he wanted her to do. She was to perform obeisance by kissing his hand and then honoring his manhood. 

Demurely the young body servant kissed the knuckles of the large hand drawing strength from her master. Gingerly she then reached up and undid his fly. Her hand felt small as she pushed it forward and snuck past his undergarment reaching for the thick throbbing tumescence she had become so familiar with these last couple of weeks. 

Little sounds of girlish excitement escaped her quivering lips as she found it and gently cradled the wonderful manhood that had brought her so much delight and which was now coming back to life again. Elizabeth had felt frightened and alone having been made to display herself to her Lord’s guests, but now, with his cock firmly growing in her warm grasp, she felt afraid no longer. Instead, feelings of loving adoration suffused her body, and a warm glow washed over her causing her skin to blush in delicious pink which did not escape Lord Cunningham and the ambassador. 

“Old friend, I have to say that seeing your new little one service you like that fills my heart with deep envy,” Lord Cunningham chuckled. 

Her master grunted something in agreement as Elizabeth felt her face come up to brush against his semi flaccid manhood. Reverently she put out her tongue and licked all over his meaty head. She moved slowly, reveling in the taste and musk of his pre-cum. She kissed the very tip where upon its wide slit lay and sucked noisily on it before peppering his length up and down on both sides with small little kisses. Now and then she would look up at him and whisper, “Master, master, master…” Then having completed her ritual of obeisance, she pulled back with palpable reluctance and replaced his now clearly engorged cock back in his trousers, and closed the zipper. 

She sat back on her heels and having placed her hands with her palms facing upwards looked up demurely at Lord Dixon. 

“Very well, sweetheart,” he lovingly patted the top of her head. “You do make me proud. Now please do the same for our guests and then we shall proceed with the tasting.” 

Elizabeth had been afraid that her master might ask her to honor the guests and stifled a whimper of reluctance. She knew she didn’t want to embarrass him by displaying her emotions and so merely crawled over on all fours to where Lord Cunningham was standing and repeated the procedure. 

She forced herself to follow through with all elements of the ritual of obeisance without rushing and thereby hurting the powerful man’s feelings. 

She knelt up, undid his trousers, reached in and having lovingly cupped his rapidly hardening cock, kissed its tip and laved its head. It wasn’t until a little bit later that Elizabeth realized that Lord Cunningham’s member was only the second manhood she had ever seen in her life. While ministering to it, she was struck by how different it looked from that of her master. It wasn’t quite as long and had a distinctly different if not unpleasant aroma. Still Elizabeth diligently followed through with the ritual before proceeding to prostrate herself in front of the guest of honor, Ambassador Yamamoto. 

The Japanese man bowed gently in her direction before she reached in and unveiled his proud cock. Elizabeth was struck by how different this manhood was. It was just a smidgen shorter than Lord Dixon’s but much more thick in girth and very dark in color. His manhood had to have been recently bathed because it had no discernible scent at all. Elizabeth fervently kissed it, covering its entire surface multiple times with her lips. She took the time to properly acknowledge the man whose visit was so important to her master. 

Later, when she was done and sat back on her heels, Elizabeth permitted herself a brief glance up and was happy to see the genuine appreciation in the older man’s eyes. She was happy to see that the men were satisfied with her efforts. 

“Take the blindfold from the table, Lizzie, and cover your eyes.” The room was plunged back in absolute darkness as Elizabeth obediently did as ordered. Soon her ears started making up for her eyes’ lack of sight by allowing her to hear the sighs and movements of the three men who were no doubt in the process of providing the cream she was about to taste and swallow. 

Before long muffled grunts filled the room and Elizabeth knew that her last task for the evening was about to begin. She heard her master summon the

butler and whisper something. She could tell when Reginald came to stand by her when the unwelcome smell of the unpleasant man filled her nostrils. 

“The Lords have instructed me to tell you that I will offer you three glass cups. You are to take your time with each and drink all there is inside.” 

Elizabeth couldn’t help but squirm at the derision and palpable hatred she heard in Reginald’s voice. “Then, before you move on to the next sample, you are to describe its taste and attempt to guess its originator. Any questions, girl?” 

“No, sir,” Elizabeth answered in a small voice. She instinctively licked her lips and prepared herself to drink the cream of the three men in the room. 

Elizabeth felt extremely self-conscious at being made to drink the spume of these three men like that. It was awfully strange to her to taste the cream in the absence of the organ that had produced it. The act felt clinical and profoundly obscene to the young virgin making her squirm in apprehension. 

Then Elizabeth remembered that a significant reason for her ordeal tonight was Lord Dixon’s wish to get her used to the idea of accepting the innate sexual side of her body and desires. He had explained how he wanted her to lose that prudish shame and humility that had been ingrained in her since she was a child, feelings that over time had grown to become second nature to her. Sitting alone and naked while wearing a blindfold and made to taste the cum of three different men, surely had to go a long way towards achieving her master’s goal. 

Elizabeth smelled the sharp, tangy aroma of the cream before she was even offered the first cup. Goosebumps blossomed along her skin as she took it from Reginald. “Think you, sir.” Elizabeth said from habit and took a deep breath. She wasn’t even sure why but she intuitively felt certain she knew who the man was who had made that particular noxious sample. She gingerly brought the cup up to her lips and suppressed a gag reflex. 

The cream felt salty and thick as it poured over her tongue coating it in slimy abandon. She had to take a moment and swallow this first small portion that had entered her mouth before attempting to down the rest. 

She could hear the men softly murmuring something to each other obviously careful not to give her any clues as to the sample’s owner. By the time Elizabeth was done swallowing the last portion of cum, its warmth was gone, and she had to actively fight back an overwhelming sense of nausea. 

“May I,” she cleared her throat much to the amusement of Reginald, who chuckled where he stood above her kneeling form. “may I ask for a glass of

water, please,” Elizabeth asked. Reginald took his time replying. 

“Go ahead, you heard the girl,” Lord Dixon bellowed sending the butler scurrying to fulfill her request. The cold water felt like manna from heaven, washing away the noxious nastiness she had just swallowed. 

“Tell us what you think, child,” ordered her master. “How does it taste and who do you think made it?” 

“I – I think it… It tasted a little bitter and tangy, maybe even a little like a slimy gulp of soap, my Lord,” Elizabeth stammered. “Pardon me, my Lord, it’s just that I don’t have much experience… Perhaps it was a bit rich for me,” she explained trying as best she could to hide her revulsion. “I think the man who produced it is Lord Cunningham, my Lord.” Elizabeth bowed her head shyly steeling herself to be rebuked. 

Loud applause greeted her statement much to Elizabeth’s surprise. 

“Very well done, young girl, very well indeed!” Lord Cunningham bellowed. 

“I think she’s on to something about the taste there,” he explained in bemusement. “I do believe her keen taste buds are picking up the after effects of the rather rich tripe soup and vinegar I had for breakfast this morning.” 

The men congratulated the elderly Lord and playfully teased him on his large appetite. 

“Time for sample number two,” Lord Dixon’s deep voice thundered. 

There was not much substance to the contents of the next cup and when she was asked about its taste Elizabeth was at a genuine loss how to describe it. 

“It is so very different from the first sample, my Lord,” she tried explaining. 

“I mean it’s a little salty but very little, and just a tiny bit bitter, but I seriously could not discern a distinct flavor.” 

“Interesting. And who do you think made that sample?” Asked Lord Dixon. 

“Perhaps I am mistaken, my Lords, but I think it belongs to the ambassador,” 

she said in a small voice. Somehow she really didn’t want it to be her master’s spume. She realized that she was actually looking forward to the sweet familiar taste of his cream. Over time, she had developed a fondness for its texture and flavor and was afraid it might have been altered by his mood or something he had recently eaten. 

A long silence followed her statement. Elizabeth felt herself grow weak at the thought that she might have offended someone or made a mistake and was just about to apologize when loud applause rang out yet again. 

“The girl is phenomenal,” exclaimed Cunningham to the vocal affirmations of Ambassador Yamamoto. 

“You did extremely well, Elizabeth,” Lord Dixon said, and she felt her insides turn to mush at the warmth of her master’s voice. “In fact you are doing so well that I think I will reward you in a special way later tonight, my dear.” 

“Thank you, my Lord,” Elizabeth said lowering her head as she tried to hide her deeply flushed cheeks. 

“Now go ahead and tell us what you think of my cream, sweet girl,” her master ordered. Elizabeth looked up and actually reached out with both hands blindly grasping for the third and best sample as far as she was concerned. 

She knew its taste would do away with the noxious bitterness and bland nothingness of what she had been made to ingest earlier. She licked her lips in delicious anticipation already tasting Lord Dixon’s delicious cream in her mind. 

***To be continued***

Thank you for reading Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant. Ten Volume Compilation. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 
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Taken by the Oligarch

Annabelle  Smith  is  young,  naïve  and  inexperienced.  She's  out  of  options.  Her  brother  needs medical  care  but  it  requires  money,  and  she  has  none.  For  a  young  girl  with  no  money  and  no  hope, there is only one thing to do: apply with Sterling-Silver Financial for a line of special credit. They are open-minded and their application process is tailored to every individual's strengths and weaknesses. 

This is a story of a dark dystopian future. 

Laura’s Submission

This is the story of Laura’s awakening to a life of service. 

It all happened like in a dream. 

She met a man — strong and ruthless who would claim her from the drudgery of daily life and bring her excitement and intrigue. 

 This novella contains volumes 1-6 of the “Laura’s Submission” series. If you have read them, then

 you most probably do not need to buy this book. 





Taken by the Inquisition

 In the early days of the Holy Roman Inquisition, its agents still had a lot to learn about the secrets of the  female  body,  what  made  a  woman  writhe  in  passion,  what  made  her  gasp  in  anguish.  With  the devotion of true zealots, they worked hard to fill these gaps in their knowledge. Often, they would ask for the help of willing women to be their test subjects. 

Katie is one such woman. The politics of her father land her in the clutches of the dedicated agents of the  Inquisition.  When  they  offer  her  freedom,  in  return  for  some  private  tutelage,  humiliated  and ashamed, her choice is all too easy to make. 

Submitting to Her New Master

The world has entered a downward spiral. First an economic crash hit, followed by a virus that made all young blonde women unable to conceive. 



Now, Jenny, the last blonde untouched by the disease, joins her husband on a trip to Kazakhstan. 

There a mysterious tyrant is about to place some unusual conditions on the young couple. 

Will they accept a life of submission? Or will they rebel against destiny and follow their instincts? 

 This is volume 6 of the Milked in London series. It can be read on its own without purchasing the previous installments. 

Pegged by My Boss: A Confession

Brian is stressed. He feels overwhelmed by his responsibilities at work but most of all by the ever unhappy and domineering Ms. Matthews, his boss. Will he be able to cope with a fast approaching deadline, save his job and keep the older woman happy? 

 This book contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 
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