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If that was what they wanted, she decided, as the thrilling
tinglings in her belly grew ever more insistent, then she would show them.
Maybe it was the way the blindfold rendered her partly anonymous, or maybe it
was simply that she knew more of what pleasure lay ahead this time. But she
would now show them—everything. Oh yes. So Eleanor made her tongue probe longer
and deeper into Lucy. At the same time, she pushed her rear upward, against Matthias’
insistent teasings of her bottom.


“I think she’s learning the game,” he said.










Foreword


Pleasure through pain: For many young women early in this
century, the end of innocence took on a meaning beyond simple loss of
virginity. It meant suffering—from being spanked, or bound, or humiliated—for
such practices were astonishingly prevalent at the time. Perhaps it was because
women then played submissive roles in so many other ways already.


Or perhaps the sexual cruelty simply reflected the
existence of a large servant class. Everywhere, there were young women, at the
absolute mercy of others. The unspoken erotic message was clear: Use them,
sexually if you wish, and harshly if you desire. Do the same to other women,
too, if you can. Indeed, women themselves, in this setting, often participated
in the cruel treatment and humiliation of other women—for the fever was
catching. (And strangest of all, those at the receiving end of such treatment
often grew to enjoy it.)


When women tried to rebel—and some did—the
reaction was quick, and predictable. Punishment was their lot, and often that
meant specifically sexual punishment.


This book is about such events.












Chapter 1


Young Eleanor Woods—a housemaid, a beautiful young woman, a
virgin—was in sexual danger, far behind the high walls of a palatial estate in
Albany, New York, on one sunny May afternoon in 1907.


And no one could know her plight, or come to her aid.
Eleanor might as well have been a medieval slave girl, immured behind the thick
walls of a castle, which the estate in fact resembled.


A tall, self-conscious, light-brown-haired young lady of
twenty, she stood now in the bedroom of her employers, Matthias and Lucy
Hartley, with her face crimson and her hazel eyes huge with consternation.


Her eyes were downcast and she fumbled nervously with the
apron that fitted neatly over her black and white uniform, Matthias Hartley, a
handsome, arrogant-looking man of about 45, motioned to her to come closer to
the bed on which he and his wife lay. In his rich scarlet dressing gown, and
with his neatly trimmed beard, he looked every inch the wealthy aristocrat he
was—but to Lucy, he appeared only as a demanding tyrant. Hesitantly, she
stepped nearer.


“Mrs. Hartley and I, young lady, have had just enough of
your scandalous carryings-on. And now this! What do you think our neighbors are
going to say to us each time they see you? We’ve treated you almost as a family
member, not a servant—even sent you to take business courses at college. And
then the dean writes me that she is considering suspending you for your
unladylike conduct. You know, young lady, perhaps I wouldn’t be quite so angry
with you if this were merely a matter of your going out with a young man
against the rules of the school. But what you have done is far more immoral and
shameless!”


“But, sir,” the scarlet-faced beauty stammeringly protested,
“that’s not fair! I believe in the cause, and I think it’s shameful, since you
want to use that word, that men won’t give women the right to vote. Women are
every bit as smart as men, and—”


“And that’s quite enough!” he interrupted. “Lucy, are you going
to stand there and listen to this incredible servant girl of ours try to change
the nature of the world? Not content with getting up in class and talking like
this, she and a few other misguided females walked around the campus with
placards!”


“Perhaps the girl meant no harm,” said the beautiful Lucy
Hartley, sitting beside her husband on the bed. A stunning blonde of about
thirty-five, Lucy had a figure fully as lush as that of the young girl standing
before her. But Lucy also had a coldly sensual face, and a cruel expression
around the eyes; so Eleanor distrusted the older woman’s apparent sympathy.


“Nonsense,” replied Matthias. “She needs discipline.”


“What kind, darling?” asked Lucy, wide-eyed.


“The bodily kind,” Matthias said, looking Eleanor straight
in the eyes.


Eleanor gasped as her little fists clenched and her
shoulders straightened. “Oh no, that’s too much! I’m a grown young woman. You
haven’t any right to punish me, not that way.”


“The last time I gave any of you servants the strap, young
lady, was too long ago,” said Matthias. “Two weeks ago.”


Eleanor’s knees began shaking in fear, for she’d heard
strange and terrible stories of the beatings the Hartleys sometimes administered
to their servants. “Still, I shall restrain myself, and permit my wife to do
the honors,” he went on.


Lucy looked down and murmured, “Oh no. No. I couldn’t.” But
her hand seemed to be caressing Matthias’ leg tightly under the covers. And
Matthias’ hand was rubbing Lucy’s shoulder slowly, very slowly. Eleanor saw
that, and realized that her fear and her shame were somehow exciting the couple
on the bed in a way she didn’t fully understand. They seemed unable to keep
from touching each other, and that made her tremble all the more.


And it made her angry, too.


“No! You can’t! It’s infamous, it’s shameful!” Eleanor cried
out tearfully, “I shall run away, I shall, if you do this awful thing to me!”


“And now you’re threatening me, are you, Miss?” Matthias
strode up to her, and slapped her face. She cried out in shame. “Now your
mistress will attend to you, and I’ll be watching to see that you shan’t escape
a single blow! Help me with her, Lucy! Onto the bed with this insolent little
baggage!”


Lucy Hartley pretended to obey reluctantly, but her eyes
flashed and she breathed heavily, Eleanor saw. Disregarding the girl’s
struggles and protests, they tossed her on the bed, face down, where she
writhed helplessly beneath their four hands. And those hands, Eleanor felt even
through her confusion, were darting everywhere on her body at once—rubbing into
her armpits, slipping sensually over her breasts, pressing between her
buttocks, and even passing lightly over her mound.


“Please, please don’t,” she protested, but they ignored her.
And somehow—she was astonished to realize—she felt some enjoyment from their
wanton touches. Twisting her head helplessly, she even felt a peculiar thrill
at noticing that Lucy’s plump breasts were now close to falling out of the
nightgown that barely covered them.


But then Matthias rushed over to the nearby wardrobe and returned
brandishing a short leather strap. No, no, thought Eleanor; they were serious.
And Matthias handed the strap roughly to his wife.


“Now, Lucy, you must show her that she has no right to talk
in that way. You must make her regret the fact that she even considered such
talk. Her behind will be warmed by a good thrashing and perhaps she will learn
an important lesson. I certainly hope that she does.”


Then he sat back down on the bed and with one large hand
pushed Eleanor’s skirts up and exposed her bloomers. The other hand pinned the
girl’s wrists down so that she was stretched out, completely helpless.


Seeing Eleanor’s white-clothed bottom shake in pitiful struggle,
and knowing that the servant was totally at her mercy, Lucy felt her excitement
mounting pleasurably. Matthias smiled at her. Turning so that Eleanor couldn’t
see, Lucy rubbed the strap against her own crotch, and nodded at Matthias. “Let
the games begin,” he said.


Then Lucy brought the strap down with a resounding smack.
Eleanor cried out and then bit her lip.


The thick leather strap came down hard and fast on her ass,
and Eleanor trembled. She bit her lip harder and tried to endure the pain. Ten
times the belt came down on her and ten times she shivered and sobbed.


And yet, as the blows descended—with plenty of time between
each, so that Eleanor had to wait fearfully—somehow she felt her pain begin
turning into a warmth, which suffused her bottomcheeks and even—to her shame
and confusion—her sex itself. In her embarrassment, she tried at least to turn
her face away from her tormentors, but Matthias prevented that.


“She’s trying to look away, Lucy, but that would spoil our
fun,” he said, forcing her face back toward his wife. “We want to see exactly
how much her face is flushed.”


Lucy had paused to catch her breath. “But that’s so cruel,
my dearest,” she said; yet the huskiness in her voice revealed that she loved
this game. “Why, it might even mean that the girl is—aroused—perhaps from being
partly unclothed before you.”


Eleanor’s embarrassment doubled. Lucy approached and placed
a hand on Eleanor’s bottom; sensitive as that outraged behind now was, the
touch inflamed. “Perhaps we should check for damage, Matthias,” Lucy said,
pulling the bloomers down slowly. Eleanor began crying, in fear and
humiliation.


“My, those cheeks are as red as cherries,” Matthias said. “I
think they need some very close attention.” At his words, so obscenely suggestive,
Eleanor felt a sudden throbbing deep within her sex.


“Yes, I think they need a bath—a tongue bath,” Lucy said,
leaning forward. Astounded, Eleanor felt a smooth wetness on her bottom. Could
it be? Could her haughty mistress actually be licking Eleanor’s stinging rear cheeks?
Yes. And in spite of herself, in spite of her tears, the feel of that smooth
tongue—and the thought of what it was doing—stimulated Eleanor beyond control.
Without realizing it, she began pushing slightly with her crotch against the
bed.


Now Lucy’s warm licks turned to kisses—kisses!—and Eleanor
felt Matthias shift in position on the bed. He’d pulled her hands, which he
still held, into his ... into his crotch! Through his silken pajama pants she
felt, for the first time in her life, the pole-like rigidity of an aroused
male. Her excitement increased; yet, because she felt so helpless before them,
so did her shame, and her tears.


“Why, the little one’s still crying,” Matthias said, his
voice thick with excitement. He was curving her hands around his organ, Eleanor
realized. Then, leaning forward, he kissed the tears on her cheeks. “I think
we’ve got to make her feel much better, Lucy,” he said.


Eleanor suddenly felt Lucy’s hand sliding up her leg.
Slowly, slowly, it slid up to Eleanor’s sex, which was now damp with excitement.
Meanwhile, the heat of Matthias’ penis filled her hands, even through the thin
layer of silk. She always had feared such a moment—she was still a virgin—but
now she found the warmth of that hard flesh, and its slight throb, intensely
pleasurable in her hands. To her own astonishment, she stretched out even
further on the bed and began moving her hands slightly, up and down, up and
down, as the rod within them trembled and grew even warmer.


Meanwhile, Lucy’s finger slipped inside Eleanor’s sex.
Eleanor found the walls of her cunt squeezing around it; No, no, she told
herself, they’ll know I want this—but she couldn’t stop. 


“My, it’s nice and slippery up there,” Lucy said, joining
her fingers with two more. “I’ll bet it tastes delicious; but there’s something
else to try first.” 


Then, even more astoundingly, Lucy bent her head—and Eleanor
felt a devilish tongue ploughing deeply in the furrow between her asscheeks.
Why, if Lucy didn’t stop, she’d actually touch—and she did. Eleanor felt that
tongue push at her delicate bottom-hole. Eleanor’s whole body quivered; and she
didn’t care if they saw it, or if they knew, or what they thought. “More!” escaped
her lips; she knew she’d never get enough of this. At the same time, she pulled
his cock out from under its silken clothing. She had to feel its heat directly
against her hands; it felt marvelous.


At that, Matthias suddenly leaned forward and slapped Eleanor’s
bottomcheeks—and he did so hard enough to hurt—yet somehow it was just what
Eleanor needed to heat her loins further, “Yes, that too!” she said, and he answered,
“All right, you bitch in heat.” He continued slapping her bottom; it was still
sore from the strapping; yet the fire was glorious. And the slaps were dangerously
close to Lucy’s face, still buried in Eleanor’s rear; but they never touched
her. The sound of them, and the way they made Eleanor wriggle, only made Lucy
push her face more deeply into Eleanor’s plump ass—at last inserting her tongue
deeply, satisfyingly inside the puckered ring that it was pressing against.


At that, Eleanor moved her hands more and more quickly
around Matthias’ penis, which was still in her grip. Her bottom was being
tongue-fucked and slapped, and all she wanted was more of each. If she could
excite him further, he’d slap her more arousingly—and that’s what happened, for
a few moments. Then, except for the crack of his palm against her bottom, and
the sounds of their breathing, there was silence ... Suddenly, his pale
love-milk erupted into Eleanor’s surprised face, covering her cheeks and lips.
“Now, darling!” he whispered—to Lucy or Eleanor, neither was sure—and Lucy’s
tongue pushed yet deeper into Eleanor’s forbidden opening. Eleanor now
tightened every muscle in her body as she stretched into an unbearable
excitement—which suddenly turned into a hot melting within her throbbing cunt.
So this was sex, she thought, drowsily tasting the warm come on her upper lip;
and collapsed onto the bed. She was asleep in a moment, and the other two soon
followed her.












Chapter 2


At about the same time Eleanor was being humiliated, a
similar scene was taking place across the Atlantic, in the two-story stone
house of Lawrence Farnow, squire of Cumberland—that pleasant, wooded
countryside about a hundred miles south of London.


Lawrence Farnow was a man of fifty, but he looked no more
than forty, thanks to his full head of black hair and muscular body. He prided
himself on remaining fit, and went riding daily for miles, to that end. His
father had bequeathed him this lavish estate—and a taste for disciplining
members of the fair sex—that had shaped his life.


Moreover, he’d been raised in the mid-Victorian tradition
which led him to believe that no “decent woman” could possibly share a man’s
animal desires.


So his sex life had consisted of visits to prostitutes who’d
allowed him—for a fee—the pleasure of whipping, spanking and otherwise
tormenting their bodies. Yet he’d always dreamed of doing the same to an innocent
young girl, one who’d genuinely fear him, and one he could train to love the
art of punishment—for he always suspected that the women he paid were
pretending more than they really felt.


The problem was, he didn’t have the nerve to suggest
anything of the sort to any decent woman he knew. Then he came up with a plan.
After making inquiries at various private schools, he’d found one with a young
teacher eager to work as a private secretary. He made sure the young lady was
one without family ties; the prospect, Gillian O’Hara, had been described as
having no relatives except an elderly mother in Ireland. That sounded
promising. Then, when he’d met her, he’d had no doubt.


Gillian was fine-boned, red-haired, with clear blue eyes, a
demure, girlish manner—and a slim figure, except for what was clearly a very
womanly chest. So he’d hurriedly arranged the details, including a satisfactory
salary, and she’d soon moved in. Since he had a housekeeper and other female
servants, there was no question of impropriety. Then he’d given her some weeks
to accustom herself to the household. It was now time to put the plan into
action.


Fate helped out. He found an essay Gillian had written, apparently
to send to the local newspaper. It appeared that Gillian O’Hara espoused the
shockingly brazen doctrine of one Emmaline G. Pankhurst, that eccentric young
woman who had the audacity to think that females should have the vote.


For some reason, that made everything easy for Farnow.


He called the slim redhead into his study, where he sat
waiting for her in his easy chair. ‘I’m outraged at these thoughts,” he said,
angrily. “I’m thinking of giving you your notice.”


“But begging your pardon sir, that’s not fair,” she said,
standing nervously before him. “I have a right to my own ideas, and I certainly
do my work well.” But she felt as she spoke that he was ignoring her words, and
instinctively she moved closer, to appeal to his feelings. “You see, my mother
needs the money I send, and ...” Words failed her, and she grasped his hand.
“Please sir,” she said.


That was exactly what he needed. He held her hand tightly.
“Well,” he said, slowly. “You must permit me to send you off—”


“Don’t send me away, sir,” she begged.


“Off for training,” he continued. Her blue eyes grew round.
“You know, of course, that some gentlemen are in the habit of disciplining their
servants?”


“I’m an employee, not a servant,” she said. A bit of anger
showed in her voice, and she attempted to pull away.


He jerked her suddenly downward, so that she fell on her
knees before him. “As far as I’m concerned, you’re my servant,” he said. “And
that means discipline.”


“What sort of discipline?” she asked, puzzled—and
frightened.


“Childish things, if you behave as a child,” he said, his
voice hoarse. She looked up, a curious knot forming in her stomach. She somehow
knew—yet didn’t want to know—what he meant. But she said, “I don’t understand.”


In answer, he slowly pulled her hand onto his lap, where she
felt—something—and then continued drawing her over him, so that she was at last
stretched full-length. No, she thought, this can’t be.


“I’ll scream, sir,” she said; but she half-whispered it.


“No, you won’t,” he said, “Or you’ll find yourself on the
streets, with no hope of employment; and you won’t be sending any shillings
home to mother.”


Then she was silent—though she found herself helplessly over
his lap, her face near the carpet—the blood rushing dizzyingly to her head, and
worst of all, the awareness that her crotch was over his, and her rear was
directly below his view. As she’d feared, she then felt his hand pushing upward
at her skirts and petticoats.


“No, no,” she said, unable to control herself.


“That won’t do,” he said, pushing her skirts higher. His
other hand pressed lightly against her back. “What I want is ‘Yes, yes, Mr.
Farnow. Please push my skirts up, so that my pink ass is naked for you.’”


He waited, and when she didn’t speak, the hand on her back
suddenly pulled at her hair, jerking her head slightly upward. This terrified
her. She said it: “Yes, yes, Mr. Farnow ... Please ... push ... my skirts up.”
She paused; he yanked. “So that my ... pink ... ass is naked,” she whispered.


‘“For you,’” he insisted. 


“For you,” she breathed.


He did push her clothing higher, slowly, now letting his
fingers brush against her calves, knees, thighs. Astounded, she felt her loins
quiver and lurch; could she be enjoying this? Her body answered, for his hand
suddenly pressed roughly against her sex and in response her legs actually
grasped his wrist in a welcoming embrace. He laughed slightly; he knew—and
then he roughly pushed her clothing all the way up, and brutally ripped her
underclothing until she felt cool air on her bottom, and knew that he had
exposed her backside completely.


Farnow couldn’t believe the perfection of the two round
cheeks, so close below him. He was in a rage of excitement.


“Now!” he shouted, then quieted his voice with an effort.
“Now you’ll learn how bad girls are treated.”


And she heard the crack. By the time she understood it—by
feeling the hot stinging on her backside—his hand had risen again, and another
blow fell on her helpless bottom. Then again, and again, and again it
happened—and at the same time, she became dimly aware—through her fear—that his
legs beneath her were also pushing rhythmically up and down. Then something hard
pushed against her naked mound. Astonished, she realized that he had freed his
cock from his clothing, and it was brushing her sex—and slightly pushing at
her—with each returning slap of the hand on her backside.


“You feel it now,” he said. And above and through the sting
and the burn, she realized that her loins were on fire with a hot yearning to
come—to come as she had never come before. And he knew it. The hand holding her
hair pulled on it, forcing her head upward; yet the discomfort somehow made her
helplessness more exciting. And now as her vagina brushed his hot erect cock
again and again, she found herself pushing down on it each time.


“Hungry?” he asked. “Is your cunt hungry now? That’s for
some other time. Right now, you’ve still got to be punished.” 


Those words, that thought, began to push her over the edge.
Now her cunt—hungry indeed—pushed harder on his firm warmth, which pushed into
her just enough to get her wetter and wetter and wetter. Meanwhile, the hand
rose and fell, rose and fell, until the wetness below and the burning heat above
met in a shuddering that rocked her loins; her whole lower body shook helplessly;
she moaned wordlessly. She came, came, came, in an outpouring that soaked his
lap below her, then he met it suddenly with a great gush of his own warm come,
as his cock aimed its release upwards, all over the soft dampness of her
lightly-haired cunt.


She collapsed over his legs, and he let her slide onto the
floor. “There’ll be plenty more of that when you return from your training,”
she dimly heard him say, above her. Then he walked out of the room.












Chapter 3


Yes, there would be more of the same for Gillian. And for Eleanor
Woods, too, the American housemaid, now on her way to England. But first, both
would receive their training from a woman whose peculiar expertise in these
manners had made her a whispered-about legend among the perverse elite of Great
Britain. Her name was Veronica Proctor, In some cases she herself selected and
provided attractive and needy young girls; in some cases she trained those sent
to her. But in all cases, she succeeded in turning out “graduates” who had
learned to bow their will to the private desires of their masters—and
mistresses.


Veronica was herself of noble birth, as was her husband, Sidney
Proctor. But she was the richer and stronger of the two; she’d married him
precisely because she sensed he’d help her to indulge in the sort of lustful
games she’d dreamed of all her life. As a young girl, she’d had few sexual
adventures, besides some timid lesbian embraces with school friends; she hadn’t
dared more, because young girls were so carefully watched. But as a married
woman, she was very free. And very ready.


She began only a few days into their marriage, after moving
into his ancestral home at Grosvenor House, not far from London. One afternoon
at tea, the buxom, red-haired young woman suddenly asked her husband a question
that startled him.


“Sidney, I’ve been wondering—do you ever think
about—punishment?” she inquired, in her low, sensual voice.


Sidney was speechless. He wondered if she were teasing him,
or if she really meant ...


All the handsome young nobleman could do was to try to find
out her meaning. “I don’t understand, dear,” he mumbled.


She walked over to where he was sitting. “Why, don’t you
know, Sidney, what this is for?” And she took his hand and placed it
right on her bottom. He could feel the firmness of that lovely curve even
through the skirts.


“Yes I do,” he laughed. But then he paused: and Veronica was
impatient. 


“I’ll show you,” she said. “Call in Jennifer.”


Sidney looked puzzled. Jennifer Carson was the new kitchen
maid. Why in the world would his wife call the girl in now? Certainly he’d
lusted after the tall, 18-year-old beauty since she’d arrived at Grosvenor
House; but could Veronica know this? Was she about to demonstrate her knowledge
in a jealous rage?


“Call her in? Really?” he asked, nervously.


“Really,” she said. And he always obeyed her. So he rang for
the butler and asked that the girl be sent up. “Right away!” Veronica added.
Soon the girl stood there before them, nervous and ill-at-ease.


“Jennifer,” Veronica said. “A tradesman in the village has
told me of an unpleasant incident. It seems you participated in a rally in
favor of women’s suffrage, and were nearly arrested. That’s a disgrace.”


Sidney was now totally baffled. But watching Jennifer
aroused him, that he knew; and it wasn’t just the way her breasts pushed out at
her uniform—no, it was her very nervousness that excited him, he suddenly realized.
And he watched Veronica with great interest, and the beginnings of
understanding.


Jennifer Carson, slim, her black hair primly set in a bun at
the back of her head, protested: “Ma’am, you know perfectly well that I want to
be a teacher. It seems to me that someone who is going to teach the young
should take part in progress.”


“You call that progress, you impertinent minx?” Veronica
hissed. “Women being given the vote, indeed! It’s the most ridiculous thing
I’ve ever heard of. If that’s the sort of nonsense you’re going to teach children,
you’d be better off marrying some sensible young fellow who will give you a few
of your own to look after, is what I think. Sidney, look at her shirtwaist, and
that dirty skirt! She looks like a slattern, and it was just by an oversight
that the constable didn’t arrest her. How would you like it if she had to
appear in Bow Street Court tomorrow with the other hussies from the rally?”


“They’re not hussies, and you haven’t any right to talk
about them like that!” Jennifer retorted hotly. Her lovely oval face was
flushed with anger.


“Now, Veronica, you must realize, after all, that Jennifer
has a right to her own opinions. She’s eighteen, and at least she uses her
mind,” Sidney Proctor placatingly interposed.


His sensual young wife gave him a contemptuous look. “Nonsense,
Sidney, I say she needs a thrashing.”


“Ma’am, you can’t mean that,” burst out of Jennifer. Sidney
saw that the girl looked terrified.


“Oh, don’t I?” Veronica asked. “You know quite well that if
I wish, I can indeed have the constable come up here and arrest you. He’ll do
as I want.” It was true, and Jennifer knew it.


“So we may indeed provide you with some deserved punishment—even
a healthy smackbottom, if we wish,” Veronica continued. “But for now—go to your
room, and await our pleasure.”


The girl ran out, in tears. “I do think you were perhaps too
harsh on her, my dear,” the soft-hearted Sidney said. And yet the scene had
left him very aroused. Then Veronica did something that amazed him. Approaching
him with a smile, she reached down to his trouser front, and suddenly cupped
her hand right over his erect penis.


She felt the hardness, of course, and rubbed it lightly.
Then, leaning in close, she whispered, “And perhaps I wasn’t harsh enough.
We’ll talk more tonight.” Then she suddenly left the room, leaving Sidney
stunned for a moment. When he recovered, he followed, but couldn’t find her—and
then the servants told him his wife had left the house.


She stayed away all afternoon. In her absence, he found himself
in a sustained mood of lust, as he replayed the events of the afternoon in his
mind. And he created a thousand fantasies around Jennifer. Yet, though the girl
was presumably waiting, up in the servants’ quarters, he didn’t even think of
seeing her alone. From the start, Veronica was in control, and he too, would await
her pleasure.


It began that evening.


About ten o’clock, Veronica entered her husband’s bedroom.
She had taken special pains to make herself attractive. She had quickly bathed,
applied a good deal of perfume to her nape, her armpits, and the insides of her
thighs, and she had put on a short silk chemise, whose hem just reached the
middle of her thighs, and a robe.


Knocking softly at his door, she slipped in, turned the key
in the lock and then let the robe fall to the floor as she stared coquettishly
at him.


Sidney Proctor was in his nightshirt, and had been reading a
novel by Dickens. His eyes widened when he saw Veronica in the chemise, which
clung to her big, widely spaced breasts, while leaving her milky white thighs
and calves bare. At once he felt his prick harden, and he put the book aside
and swung his legs out of bed with a hoarse “Veronica, darling!”


“Oh, no, Sidney, not so fast,” she teased, moving out of the
way as he reached for her. “I want it too but I’m not going to do it until
you’ve come to your senses about that girl. In fact, I’ve decided. I shan’t go
to bed with you anymore until you give me complete authority over her.


“But, my dear you were so cruel to her,” he protested, his
voice trembling with desire as his eyes fixed on those swelling mounds of hers.


“No. It’s you who are, Sidney dear. That girl has never once
had a thrashing, and she’s earned one today, several times over. One of these
days, you’ll hear that she’s been arrested for trying to be a suffragette.
Don’t you have any concern for me, either? I have to live in this neighborhood
and keep up the reputation of our household.”


“Oh, come on, Veronica, that’s a good girl, let’s not talk
about it anymore,” he groaned, and again he reached for her.


“No, I shan’t go to bed with you again until you tell me I’m
free to punish her just as I wish. Oh yes, you say you love me, and you think
you can get round me in bed, don’t you, just like a man? Well, you won’t have a
chance again until you give me authority over that headstrong young vixen.”
With this, she turned around, put her hand on the knob of the door, a little
smile curving her lips because she knew that the lush desirability of her body
would overcome his scruples. She was right.


“Wait—Veronica—don’t leave now—I—I want you so—”


“You know my terms, Sidney.”


“All right, then. Now come to bed, that’s a darling!” he impatiently
exclaimed.


“And you give me permission to thrash her?”


“Yes, but I don’t want to know about it, I don’t want to be
here when it happens. It’ll be between you and her.”


“Well, you may change your mind, Sidney. Anyway, it’ll be
the making of that girl, I assure you. All right, you’ve kept your part of the
bargain, I’ll keep mine!” With this, Veronica slowly and enticingly drew off
her chemise. She could see the effect it had on her husband at once. His prick
thrust stiffly against the nightshirt, and she came forward slowly, to put her
hands at the back of his neck and to arch her body forward till her warm cunt
rubbed against his swelling cock.


“Can I do what I want with her?” she asked.


“Yes, of course,” he whispered, putting his arms around her.
“But what does that mean?”


“Well, I might want to do this,” she said, and grasped his
hand, then made his fingers pinch her nipple. It felt very hard—like a perfect
imitation of his own cock, which was now strainingly erect.


“But wouldn’t that hurt her?” he asked, beginning to learn
the game.


“Yes,” Veronica said. “And so would this.” And she swung his
forearm so that his hand slapped her ass.


“I see,” he said. Now he slapped it himself, lightly;
meanwhile, his other hand held her tightly, so that his cock was pressed upright,
flat against her warm belly. “And is that good?”


“Oh, I think you know,” she said. Amazed, he fell one of her
smooth hands cupping one of his own ass-cheeks. He didn’t think a woman did
that; not a lady, anyway.


Testing, he began slapping harder. But she didn’t stiffen;
on the contrary, she began rubbing her whole body more closely against him.


“Yes,” he said, “I think I do know.” Now the sound of his hand
turned into real cracks, punctuating the rush of her breathing, which was the
other sound filling his mind—as her lips pressed against his ear. “I think that
you want to spank her.”


“Yes,” she said, “Yes I do.” Now her finger began
insinuating itself into the crack of his ass. He couldn’t believe it. “And I
might want to fuck her, too,” she whispered; then sent her tongue into
his ear after those astounding words.


He did the same to her ass; pushed his finger gently toward
its puckered center. She pushed her tongue in, out, in, out of his ear. He was
dizzy; felt he was dreaming.


He felt his lust take control the way he’d never let it do
before. He put one hand on each of her buttocks and plunged his burning cock
all the way into the center of her. He felt her lose her breath from the surprise—and
from the shock of that heat impaling her cunt all at once.


“Oh, oh,” she murmured. “That’s a nice ... big ... stiff one
you’ve got there, Nice for me, and ...”


Now he knew what she meant—though he could scarcely believe
it—and he finished the thought for her: “And ... nice for Jennifer,” he said.
As he did so, he began manipulating her hips cruelly—toward him so that his
cock pushed brutally in, away so that it was pulled almost fully out.


“Yes,” she said, “yes. We’ll teach her, darling.” Again and
again he pushed and pulled, and felt himself on the verge of exploding—Veronica
was too; and she became dreamy as his muscular body took control of her entire
being. She grew limp in his arms; but then she awoke; it was too soon!


So she suddenly pushed her arms against his shoulders,
surprising him. “Not that way,” she hissed. He was startled, then realized it
was a new chapter in the game. “Lie down,” she said; a command. He did so,
right on the carpet. “Shut your eyes,” came the order, and he obeyed.


He felt her stepping over him—and then suddenly damp hair
was pushing against his face. Startled, he opened his eyes and saw her cunt,
glistening with female moisture, right over his mouth; at the same moment, the
most delicious sensation of his life enveloped his loins, as his cock felt for
the first time the secret warmth of a woman’s mouth—and the swirling ecstasy of
her tongue.


For a moment, he felt her mouth slip off him. “Stick your
tongue in there. And lick me,” he heard. “And I’ll lick your cock and—and
maybe—” and he felt her finger again sliding toward his crack; then it began
massaging his bottom hole, as her mouth returned to its warm work. Blindly,
hurriedly, he began doing the same to her. His tongue washed the outside of her
cunt, tasting its salt and heat. At the same time, his hands gripped tightly on
both cheeks of her ass; her loins were a cup he was drinking from. Then—again
and again—his tongue pushed between her cunt’s fleshy lips—and each time he
did, he felt her tongue push, in a wet wordless answer, deliciously, against
the pole of flesh that grew from between his legs. He never knew that a woman
could be like this.


Faster and faster moved his tongue; and hers too. She moved
her finger in the same tempo, around the rim of his hole, and slightly inside;
in response, he pushed his hips off the ground, each time. And then he remembered
to do the same to her: One finger slipped into her bottom. It felt wonderful,
warm and tight. He moved it in and out, in rhythm with his tongue, and with
hers.


As they worked on each other, they breathed faster and
faster too, until he felt her hips bucking violently above him—then a wash of
salty woman-tome filled the cunt that his tongue was fucking. At that moment,
he gave in completely, and let his own flood spill out of his cock, unstoppably,
deep into her sucking mouth. And she responded by pushing her head even more
heavily against his crotch. She truly couldn’t get enough.


Finally, they rolled apart, both satisfied, both
exhausted—and both soon thinking of Jennifer, and what awaited the three of
them. Then they slept.


A few hours later, Veronica shook him awake, and told him to
rise, put on his dressing gown, and follow her. Wonderingly, he let her lead
him to the servant’s quarters. She opened the door of a darkened bedroom, then
motioned silently for him to slip within—and then led him just as silently to a
corner, and positioned him behind a chair. Then she locked the door behind her.


She had provided for this encounter. In the pocket of her
flannel robe were several cords and a handkerchief with which she meant to tie
and gag the servant girl. Jennifer lay on her side, and perhaps some
presentiment, even in her subconscious mind, warned her, for she whimpered a
little in a kind of bad dream. Veronica stood looking down at her, her lips
curling in a mocking, cruel smile. It was perfect. The little bitch had cuddled
up with her hands in front of her face. Swiftly she drew out one of the cords,
and before Jennifer could waken, and realize what was happening, the cruel
redhead had tied it tightly around those slim wrists.


“What—what—what are you doing?” Jennifer awoke with a
startled cry.


But instantly her mistress thrust the handkerchief into her
mouth, and then rolled the girl onto her back and ripped away the shift,
exposing the olive-sheened skin of a beautifully supple back, deeply hollowed,
with upstanding full, oval-shaped buttocks, and a wide, deepening crevice
between them which led to both Jennifer’s virgin orifices. Then, clambering
onto the bed and kneeling on the girl’s shoulders, crushing Jennifer’s breasts
down into the bed and almost suffocating her, she took another cord and knotted
it in preparation for Jennifer’s wriggling bottom.


“There—there—and there, you little bitch! I’ll teach you how
to behave, that I will! Wait, I’ve something better than this cord for you.
I’ll use a slipper. Just like a child, you’re going to get your naked bottom
smacked!”


For a moment she got off the bed, while Jennifer twisted onto
her back and sobbed and tried to twist her bound hands free, but in vain.
Rummaging in the closet. Veronica found a bedroom slipper and, brandishing it
by the heel, returned to the charge. Forcing Jennifer to roll over again onto
her belly, she proceeded to thrash her jouncy naked bottomcheeks until they
turned a furious scarlet, and Jennifer’s cries could be heard through the
improvised gag. Kicking her legs wildly, trying to roll this way and that, she
was helpless as now, again, Veronica enthusiastically sat upon her back and
continued to smack the sole of the leather shoe down upon those reddening
buttocks.


When at last Jennifer was nearly fainting with pain and only
inarticulate groans could be heard, Veronica relented. “There!” she panted, casting
aside the shoe. “Maybe that’ll teach you a lesson. Maybe from now on you won’t
be so high and mighty! I can whip you whenever you need it, and you can just
remember that. And the next time, the very next time, you look sideways at me,
I’ll strip you bare-arse in front of my husband and give you the rod to the
very blood, my girl!” A frightened “Mm! Mm!” came in protest from the gagged
girl.


“Does that embarrass you?” Veronica asked. “Then perhaps,”
she went on, looking at the corner where Sidney now stood, and smiling
wickedly, “I should tell you—he’s here now!”


A muffled scream of humiliation and fear came from the bed,
and Jennifer raised her head—as much as she could, tied up, and with Veronica
riding her back—and looked wildly about; she had a dim sense of what was about
to happen. Sure enough, she heard a slight noise, then felt—with a panic that
fluttered her heart—two hands resting on her stinging rear.


“Her cheeks—they feel so wonderfully warm,” came Sidney’s
voice behind her.


“No! No!” Jennifer managed to force the words through her
bound mouth.


The slipper touched her bottom lightly. “Should he leave,
then?” Veronica asked. “Leave us girls to our pleasures?”


Jennifer nodded vigorously. Anything was better than having
a man watch. Especially from back there ... so close.


“Oh, I think not,” he chuckled. “Darling, you may proceed,”
His hands were gone—that could only mean—


Whap! The slipper descended sharply, and Jennifer’s cheeks
grew reddened further. And then—whap! it fell again, and again—but Veronica was
determined that the minx being beaten would learn to love it, and to love him
watching. So with her free hand, she reached forward and gripped Sidney’s hand,
then placed it under the girl’s lightly-haired crotch.


Jennifer moaned frantically now. Sidney wasn’t sure what she
meant—but Veronica knew.


“It’s on your soft little cunny,” Veronica said. “And you
love it. Put a little something inside her, Sidney, for pity’s sake.”


He slid his finger within the girl, and she shuddered in a
way that felt thrilling to Veronica, still sealed on her. “Now,” Veronica said,
“He’ll help you to enjoy this—and you will enjoy it!”


Then the slipper returned to its rhythm, but now every time
it slapped against Jennifer’s quivering cheeks, Sidney followed that with a
smooth caress to the deepest inside of the girl’s cunt—and she began moving her
legs in a way that unmistakably showed enjoyment. At the same time, her muffled
protests turned to a slow, sensual moaning.


“How’s that, my red-cheeked darling,” said Veronica, in a softer
voice. More moaning was the only response. “She’s just about ready for you,
Sidney.”


He understood. Moving Jennifer’s hips up to make room for
him behind her, Sidney slipped onto the bed and penetrated the girl’s
now-slippery cunt to the depths, all in one motion. Jennifer sucked in her
breath sharply in surprise—and pleasure.


Veronica raised herself on her knees slightly, to take her
weight off Jennifer a bit and let the girl move—and move she did. But Veronica
still continued raining the slipper down hard on those two plump buttocks, even
as they began circling rhythmically; for Jennifer was responding lasciviously
to the heat and the push of Sidney’s hot, throbbing member within her. And
Sidney was astounded by her motions, and by how exciting it was to see the
blows descend, as his cock moved deeply within her.


“Is he in far enough?” Veronica asked.


Jennifer shook her head No; her nostrils flared, her eyes
flashed, and she was past trying to hide her lust—as her hips moved in a
jerking, twisting circle, with total abandon.


“You see what the bitch needs,” Veronica said, and Sidney,
in response, pushed more deeply than he’d thought possible into the wet heart
of the dark-haired girl’s undulating loins. It wouldn’t be long now.


“Do you want him harder?” Veronica asked—and Jennifer nodded
frantically. She was moaning into her gag. “Fuck her harder, darling; don’t be
so careful,” Veronica ordered her husband. Sidney held on to Jennifer’s thighs
and began twisting their soft flesh as he pumped into her.


“Do you want me harder too?” Veronica asked—and again
Jennifer nodded. Then Veronica’s hand was raised higher as she matched the
slipper’s harsh blows to the now-brutal thrusts of Sidney.


So Jennifer belonged to their lust. And Veronica beat more
strongly, and Jennifer twisted more helplessly, and Sidney thrust more
fully—until he exploded within the moaning girl, in a jet-burst of hot semen,
and she gripped his cock with all the force of her raging loins, and then
melted wetly around the pulsing heat inside her. Then they both fell heavily
against the mattress, breathing hard.


Veronica watched silently, the slipper still at last. Her
turn would come next. The night would be a long one.












Chapter 4


That was the style of Veronica Proctor—who was to train the
American, Eleanor Woods, and the redheaded young Irishwoman, Gillian O’Hara.
And still a third young beauty—Edith Norridge—was to become a new sufferer
under Veronica’s hands.


In fact, Edith was an acquaintance of Gillian’s, a
fellow-sympathizer with the cause of the suffragettes. And like Eleanor, Edith
had actually participated in street rallies, with an energy and spirit that
contrasted strangely with her delicate look. For Edith, at 24, was a
classically ivory-skinned, blond-haired English aristocrat.


And a fearless one. Edith had recently been threatened by a
constable at a suffragette march through the London streets, near Kensington Gardens.


She had told him to mind his own business, adding, “Just because
you’re a man, you can’t bully women much longer. Our day is coming!”


When he again remonstrated with her, she turned and struck
him with her parasol. Swearing under his breath, he wrested the parasol away
and seized her by the elbow, dragging her out of the crowd of sympathizers
toward the paddy-wagon that had just drawn up.


‘Let go of me, you fat bully!’ Edith Norridge cried, and
again tried to strike him, this time with her fist.


“I’ll see that you smart for that,” he growled, as he shoved
her up into the waiting arms of a sergeant of police. “Put the irons on her,
Dugan. She’s a wild one.”


Indeed, Edith Norridge was a wild one.


She had never followed the rules prescribed for Victorian
maidens—to be demure, well-behaved, and (of course) chaste. No, Edith had followed
her own fancy, in several ways. Not only had she travelled widely alone, but
she’d even had a number of sexual adventures.


Indeed, from childhood, Edith had always been independent,
strong-minded, and forthright. Her parents had encouraged her in this, and had
regarded her youthful enthusiasms, including even politics, with a tolerant and
bemused affection. Still, it may be presumed that had they known of her sexual
experimentation they’d have been shocked; that was going a bit far, even for
tolerant parenthood, at the time.


In any case, Edith’s situation had changed radically of
late. Her parents had died in a boating accident in Scotland. There were no
close relatives on either side, and her father had been estranged from his
family in any case. His will had provided that Edith be cared for by his old
school friend and attorney, Randolph, Lord Chentley.


Randolph was a very vigorous 42, and had lusted after his
friend’s daughter for years. Having her actually fall into his hands—and into
his home—was a piece of luck that made him smile each time he thought of it.
And it filled his mind with thoughts of the delicate Edith in postures of the
most lascivious abandon—her legs spread, her tongue licking her delicate
lips—though nothing whatsoever had transpired. Yet.


But something had to occur. For Albert had unusual tastes. Indeed,
one of his mistresses had threatened to leave him in view of the way he had
treated her a week ago at their last rendezvous. He had tied her hand and foot,
posed her kneeling against the back of a chesterfield, lowered her tights and
proceeded to spank her at length. Then he’d licked her ass—after he had made
her beg for it by threatening to give her another dozen over the ridged,
welted, shuddering globes of her spacious pale behind.


Edith Norridge had, like many girls of her class, been sent
to boarding schools, including a girls’ finishing school which was the
equivalent of college, and from which she was graduated with honors at her
twenty-first birthday. At present, Lord Chentley had waited impatiently for several
years for the chance to enjoy her favors, since Edith had turned into a
stunningly beautiful, vibrant young woman. Her blond hair was done in an
upsweep with curls and ringlets at the sides and over her forehead. She was
about five-feet-seven inches in height, with a cameo-like face; high-set, firm
breasts; long, sleek legs; and a voluptuous behind, which excited his lustful
admiration.


So enthusiastic was she over the fight for the franchise
that she gave no thought to matrimony. In one sense, Randolph Chentley did not
mind her indifference to men in the least; the terms of her father’s will read
that she was not to come into the bulk of the estate until her wedding day.


And although not precisely cold-hearted, Chentley was certainly
not adverse to the idea of taking over Edith’s fortune. That might be arranged,
through matrimony, he knew—but first the girl would somehow have to be transformed
into a suitable wife. Indeed, he grew quite affectionate at the thought-Yet she
would need curbing; curbing and training to bring her willful spirit somewhat
into line with what society would expect of her. For even if she didn’t become
his bride—and this was more an idle fancy than a serious plan—she was
nevertheless a representative of his household at present, and couldn’t be
permitted to “run wild in the streets,” as Chentley put it.


He knew what to do. He should have to get the young woman
disciplined. “Maybe she’s well-schooled,” he told a friend at his club one
night, “but she needs a lot more ‘finishing’ than those finishing schools have
provided.”


The friend had nodded sagely. “That’s what many young women
need today,” he pronounced gravely.


And the incident with the police had provided just the
excuse Chentley needed, he thought. “Yes,” he said, “and I know how to start
with regard to Edith. I know Judge Hardwicke. He’s an old Eton chum of mine,
y’see. He’ll remand her in my custody, and I’ll have complete surveillance over
her. I’m going to engage a sort of ‘governess’ for Miss Edith.”


In his mind he had what he thought was a capital idea. He
would have Miss Edith subjected to the training of Veronica Proctor—she was
famous for that sort of thing—and now Edith would be unable to protest, being
in his complete control at last. Yes, she’d be spanked and swatted until she knew
what she was about. He wasn’t a man to put up with any kind of defiance, no
matter what. She would do what she was told to do.


He pictured the whole thing in his mind, and he couldn’t
help but smile at the idea. He saw the young girl thrown over the lap of a
cruel and sensual-looking woman. She would be spanked until she was blinded by
tears. And then she would be taught to make love.


He had often hoped that he would be able to have sex with
her, but never had he been outright about his desires. In this case, he
fantasized about what she would do just so that the spanking would stop.


He imagined he would learn that she was willing to do anything,
and he had a good idea in mind what he would like her to do. He would fuck her
until she couldn’t move any longer and then he would tease and spank her until
she cried out and asked for more fucking. And she would love it.


He thought about the flesh of her divine ass being caressed
and kissed and slapped until it tingled. He could not help but to be pleased by
the image of the young girl wailing and kicking her heels. Dammit, that would
teach her a lesson, he thought. She would mind herself after that and do as he
told her.












Chapter 5


In America, too, a future “student” of Veronica Proctor was
being prepared: The next evening Eleanor Woods was spanked again by Lucy
Hartley. Why again? Lucy told her it was at Mr. Hartley’s insistence, to ensure
that she remembered to be obedient. But in fact, it was to satisfy the raging
itch in Lucy’s sex.


Lucy’s game again was to pretend that she herself was
opposed to it; this made things even more delicious. In the evening, a few days
after the earlier beating, she’d called the maid into a small study on the
second floor, and told the young woman to sit beside her. Lucy herself was in
nightgown and robe, but the servant girl was dressed. Lucy had taken Eleanor’s
small, fine-boned hand within her own. Playing gently, affectionately, with the
fingers, she began: “My poor child ... I must tell you that Mr. Hartley feels
you need more punishment.”


Shocked, Eleanor pulled away. She was still ashamed of the
outcome of the earlier evening—and frightened of the pain that led to pleasure.
“But why, madam, why?” she asked.


“I fear-I cannot say, my dear,” said Lucy. “But let me
comfort you.” She moved closer to Eleanor and turned her so that their faces
were close a moment. Then Lucy embraced the girl.


“It simply must be, my child,” Lucy whispered into Eleanor’s
ear—and somehow her tongue brushed that delicate opening as she did so. She
smiled to herself as she felt the maid shudder slightly. Fear? Pleasure? No
matter; they would soon be mingled in any case. Then Lucy suddenly plunged her
lips against the hollow of the girl’s neck and planted a deep kiss. It
pretended comfort, but it was lust. And they both knew.


Pulling back, Lucy looked the girl deep in the eyes. “I know
what you need, my dearest,” Lucy whispered—and the sensual heat of their
embrace tightened (by a mutual desire, Lucy felt, to her deep satisfaction)—so
much so that Eleanor almost fainted from the intensity.


Suddenly the door opened, and Matthias entered briskly. They
both turned to look at him, separating from their embrace as though by a joint
instinct.


“Lucy, sit down on the bed and hold this naughty girl’s
hands,” he angrily directed. “You, Miss, bend yourself over the foot of the bed
and hold your hands out to Mrs. Hartley. I’m going to teach you once and for
all not to disgrace the name of Hartley in this city!”


“I—I won’t fight, Sir,” Eleanor stammered, her eyes blurring
with tears, “but if you do this awful thing to me, I shall run away, I promise
you I will!”


“We’ll see about that! If need be, I’ll have Mrs. Hartley
lock you up in your room and keep you on bread and water till you come to your
senses. Now bend yourself over and be quick about it!”


With a groan of shame, Eleanor obeyed. She was graceful and
slender, with her hair combed back from her high-arching forehead and neatly
piled into an oval bun at the back. She wore a shirtwaist and dark skirt and
two petticoats, which effectively concealed her lush physical contours. But as
she slowly bent over the bed and extended her wrists toward Lucy, who grasped
them with a sigh of pretended compassion, Matthias proceeded to lift skirt and
petticoats and roll them neatly and snugly above her waist, exposing her
voluptuous bottom—which was encased in a pair of white batiste drawers reaching
to about two inches above her knee hollows. She wore black silk stockings
secured with elastic garters high on her long lissome thighs, and she uttered a
low groan of deepest humiliation when she felt herself thus exposed to her
employer’s eyes.


Matthias Hartley considered that bottom, and suddenly felt
himself seized with an overpowering urge to see it bared again. He felt a kind
of aching in his crotch, and he flushed self-consciously, well aware of his
lascivious intent. As for Eleanor, she closed her eyes and waited, her body
shaken with fitful tremors in the ignominy and apprehension of this imminent
chastisement.


Her suspense was agonizingly prolonged as he now remembered
that he had left the strap in the closet of his bedroom and, swearing under his
breath, left the room to return a few moments later with the implement of punishment.


When Lucy Hartley saw her husband return with the strap dangling
from his hand, she uttered a stifled gasp of dismay and again made a show of
protest: “Matthias, I beg of you, isn’t there another way to punish Eleanor?
This is so barbaric, so cruel, so humiliating, and remember, she’s twenty years
old—”


“If she were forty and behaved this way, I would still whip
her, Lucy!” he angrily retorted. “Just sec to it that you hold her tightly mo that she doesn’t escape her due! Now
then, young lady, we’ll see if we can’t appeal to the seat of your reason so
that you don’t ever again behave so shamelessly!”


He tossed the strap onto the bed beside the shuddering young
woman, and then reached toward her and began to unfasten the waistband of the
batiste drawers.


“Oh no!” Eleanor cried, her voice distorted with consternation
and shame, as she twisted her scarlet face back toward him. “Don’t take them
down, I implore you, I beseech you! I—I’ll take my whipping bravely, but don’t
do this, it’s indecent, it’s shameful!”


“I told you that you behaved like a thoughtless, irrational
child, Miss,” he said between his teeth as he ignored her entreaty and began to
tug down the white garment. “And a child is too young to have false modesty.
Perhaps if this shocks you, it may bring you back to your senses. Hold her
tightly, Lucy!” And with this, he dragged the drawers down to Eleanor’s knees.


A cry of doleful, wretched humiliation broke from the
beautiful brown-haired girl. Instinctively she tightened the muscles of her
bottom in a frantic attempt to conceal the most secret parts of her body from
Matthias’ profaning eyes. Her flesh had a warm pink tint to it, and her behind
was plump and very firm. It seemed as if she were lewdly arching out the
fullness of her virgin bottom for the kisses of the brown leather strap. He
picked it up now, brandished it and swung it two or three times in the air to
test its heft and feel. It was a discarded part of a carriage harness, and it
was almost three feet long, two inches wide, and about an eighth of an inch
thick. Though it was well worn and no longer polished, it was still a
formidable weapon, and Lucy Hartley quailed and uttered a gasp as she saw him
take his stance at Eleanor’s left and prepare for the thrashing.


“Be brave, dear,” she bent down to whisper, and she squeezed
the girl’s wrists by way of implying her own deep-rooted compassion.


Tears were running down Eleanor’s cheeks, and she kept her
eyes tightly shut. The feel of the air on her naked skin reminded her intensely
of her humiliating posture before the proud and arrogant Matthias. She kept her
thighs tightly clenched, and the muscles of her behind quivered as she strove
to conceal herself. There was a long pause, enervating and torturing for the
unfortunate young woman, and then the strap whistled down to fall with a resounding
crack diagonally over her naked rear.


Eleanor was more stunned than hurt. He had applied the strap
more lightly than she’d anticipated. Much more lightly—making it leave more of
a warmth than a real pain. Then he raised his arm again. And brought it down
the same way. Now Eleanor understood—his real goal was to humiliate her.


And something more, she now felt. He wanted to arouse her,
to awaken her lust, as the two of them had done before. And she indeed felt a
heat rising in her loins. Was it because she was naked before him—and before
Lucy? Or because she was so helpless? She didn’t know; she couldn’t think. She
concentrated only on the stinging blows, and on the surprising warmth that now
was growing in those bottomcheeks as they received their punishment.


Suddenly, there was a further surprise—and further humiliation.
Lucy now began wrapping a long, soft cord (had it been in her pocket? yes,
she’d been ready) around Eleanor’s slender wrists, so that the young woman’s
hands were tied behind her. Lucy left about three feet of cord loose, as a sort
of leash, and kept the end in her hand. Now Eleanor was more helpless; and Lucy
had a hand free. Staring at Matthias, she motioned to him to pause, and he did.
Then the two of them, using a fine silken handkerchief, blindfolded the trembling
servant.


“We only want to spare you the shame of seeing any of this,
Eleanor,” Lucy said in a quavering voice. Now Matthias took his place behind
Eleanor again, while Lucy climbed back on the bed beside the girl, holding down
Eleanor’s bound-together wrists with one hand.


And the beating continued. But now Lucy’s free hand stole beneath
her robe, and threw most of it off her. Staring at Matthias—who looked
continually from her to Eleanor’s quivering ass, and back—she began rubbing the
front of her bared cunt as he continued rhythmically punishing the helpless
Eleanor before her.


Up and down, up and down, Lucy’s delicate fingers moved,
transmitting a tingling excitement to add to the lust that the scene before her
was fueling. Soon she spoke to her husband.


“Oh please, Matthias, let me talk to her,” she said, and he
paused. At the thought of what the lascivious Lucy might now do, he began
rubbing his penis underneath his robe. “Eleanor, my darling,” Lucy went on.
“There is one way to stop this.”


“Oh, anything, anything,” the sobbing maiden burst out, her
face buried in shame, on the bedclothing.


“Do you recall what I did to you ...” Lucy said, hesitating
as though shy.


“What do you ... mean?” Eleanor gasped. But she knew.


“With my ... with my tongue. To your, your lower parts,”
Lucy replied.


“Oh,” Eleanor’s entire body shuddered. She couldn’t do any
of that. “No, no, I ... I couldn’t.”


“I understand, my poor girl,” Lucy said—her hand was now
rubbing in large circles, and her legs were stretching, contracting—but Eleanor
was blindfolded—“But my cruel husband likes to see such things, and he won’t
stop until I ... I ... I reach my peak. You can do it to my pussy.”


“But, but ...” faltered Eleanor. Lucy nodded at her husband.
One of his hands was now very busy stroking his erection, and he brought the
end of it in view, as Lucy giggled slightly. Then she nodded—and he drew the
strap menacingly across Eleanor’s poor bottom.


She cried out, and then tears poured down her face. “So you
see,” Lucy whispered, “I think you must.”


Eleanor had no choice. Now Lucy pulled slightly on the cord,
thus drawing Eleanor up the bed to her. Inexorably, she pulled the frightened
servant further and further, until Eleanor’s tear-streaked face was only
several inches from Lucy’s delicately-haired crotch.


Sitting on the bed, Matthias continued stroking his hard
cock, and leaned closely over the two women. Eleanor now put out her tongue,
delicately and hesitantly.


“You must, you must, my dear,” Lucy said. And pushed her cunt—glistening
with moisture—right up to Eleanor’s slightly parted lips. “Now!” And the older
woman slid a few inches down, while pressing the girl’s face between her legs
with one hand.


It was delicious. Eleanor drew back—but could not—licked—but
could not. Her hesitations made it tremendously exciting. Slowly but surely,
Lucy felt the tremblings that signalled her come would soon start. “You must
put your tongue ... right inside, sweetheart,” she said. And Eleanor did. “Now
move it around.” And Eleanor did.


Then Matthias reached out with the hand that still held the
thong and began rubbing it back and forth, back and forth, across Eleanor’s
bottom. And then down into the deep center crack. Eleanor jumped, startled.


“Oh, hurry darling,” Lucy whispered. “If you can make me ...
come ... while he watches, he may not hurt you.”


And so the young woman worked harder and harder. And as her
tongue worked ceaselessly at Lucy’s crotch, and as Matthias plied the leather
firmly against her backside, it began again for Eleanor—the deep excitement in
the loins. A helpless rage to come began suffusing her body. For that was what
it was—a veritable rage; she knew the signs this time.


And the two of them knew just how to feed that rage, she realized.
They were using her, and the lust that they could make grow in her
now-dampening cunt—using her to arouse and then satisfy their own appetites.


If that was what they wanted, she decided, as the thrilling
tinglings in her cunt grew ever more insistent, then she would show them. Maybe
it was the way the blindfold rendered her partly anonymous, or maybe it was
simply that she knew more of what pleasure lay ahead, this time. But she would
now show them—everything. Oh yes. So Eleanor made her tongue probe longer and
deeper, up into Lucy’s cunt, and around it too.


At the same time, she pushed her rear upward, against Matthias’
insistent teasings of her bottom. And her bound hands behind her reached toward
the thong—could it be? thought Matthias. Could she be wanting it back there?


“I think she’s learning the game,” he said.


“Oh, yes, my, yes,” Lucy murmured. She could barely keep up
the pretense of being an unwilling participant, as Eleanor’s tongue reached
every sensitive place within her trembling pussy. It was too much—and the words
burst out of Lucy before she could stop them: “Fuck me, my darling, fuck me
with that tongue.”


Eleanor did. She pushed her face even more closely into
Lucy’s crotch. Lucy dropped the cord she’d used to bring Eleanor up against
her—she herself couldn’t pull the girl as tight as this. And Eleanor wildly
rubbed her face all against the damp wetness—then began sucking on Lucy’s
clitoris. Lucy trembled.


At that exciting sight, Matthias pushed the thong yet
further into Eleanor’s rear. Then he worked it, back and forth, back and forth,
as her bottom humped up eagerly. She loves it up there, he thought. He couldn’t
stand it any longer. He pulled out the strap, and saw her twist her ass
yearningly—so he moved up toward the end of the bed, then got in position
between her legs.


“Oh sir,” Eleanor spoke, startling herself by her words,
“Put it back, please. It’s so good.”


“I’ll do better than that,” he said, and pushed his warm
cock all the way, all at once, into her rear opening. Eleanor lifted her head a
moment and screamed, “Yes! Yes!” as he plunged into her depths—then she bent
her face down again to Lucy’s wet warmth. And with her hands, her tied hands,
Eleanor tried to reach down to his cock.


“Oh, you want to push it up there, do you?” Matthias said.
He looked up to see if Lucy was watching this thrilling sight—but Lucy, her
eyes closed, her head thrown back, was beyond seeing. She was coming, long,
slowly and fully, against Eleanor’s working tongue and lips, a mouth that
seemed to be devouring her.


Matthias worked desperately to loosen Eleanor’s bonds, just
enough so that her hands could descend to where he’d feel them on his cock. He
succeeded, and when her fingertips finally reached that warm rod and lovingly caressed
it, he fell heavily onto her and plunged finally, fully up into her, coming as
he had never come before. Eleanor herself, feeling that jet burst within her,
and drunk on Lucy’s outpourings all over her blindfolded face, screamed once,
“I’m coming—fuck me now!” and fell forward, as the waves of release poured over
her.


Then Matthias too tumbled downward onto the bed, to join the
two exhausted women.


When he could think again, in a few moments, he had one
thought. There was a place in England he’d heard about, a place where servants
received “special training” in “discipline.” If he could send this Eleanor
there—this most lascivious innocent—she’d return as the finest sexual being he
could ever hope to encounter.


It certainly wasn’t that Eleanor was truly undisciplined,
but thanks to her interest in women’s suffrage, he could say she was
rebellious, and use that as the pretext. Lucy would second him. And once
Eleanor came back from Mrs. Proctor’s establishment—for that was the lady’s
name, he remembered—Matthias and Lucy would have the certainty of sexual pleasure
beyond their wildest dreams. He’d write to Mrs. Proctor soon. Very soon.












Chapter 6


Yet England would be very different for Eleanor than she imagined—indeed,
she could hardly imagine the nature of the training that Veronica Proctor would
inflict on her independent mind—and tender body.


For since the early days of her marriage, Veronica Proctor
had grown even more adept at the subtle art of blending punishment with pain.
As years went by, she grew increasingly Sapphic, too, in her tastes—and her
preference for women and girls had eventually caused an amicable separation
between herself and the docile Sidney. Now they lived apart, though she
frequently called upon him to act a role in some of her more involved sexual
scenarios; and he always obliged.


At present, she lived with several young acolytes—or “disciples,”
as she called them—“since they learn mostly discipline.” One favorite was that
very Jennifer Carson who had been introduced to the joys of painful love by Veronica
and Sidney at the start of their marriage. Jennifer, the former kitchen maid,
had developed into a subtle and sensual lover of cruelty—even learning to
inflict some herself. Another pet was a slim 19-year-old, an almost boyish
young woman named Lorraine Talmadge. Veronica had noticed the blonde,
green-eyed Lorraine in service at a friend’s house and had asked to “borrow”
her for some “special training.” But by mutual agreement between Veronica and
the friend, Lorraine had stayed with Veronica.


As a matter of routine, both Jennifer and Lorraine were punished
frequently, at least two or three times a month or more. In fact, just before
Veronica learned by letter that Eleanor Woods was on her way from America, the
two had presented themselves in Veronica’s bedroom for such an occasion.


It was understood between Veronica and her young charges
that each such session was to be enacted as a “punishment”—whether or not there
was any real offense. Veronica found the game of chastisement and forgiveness
much more arousing when it was carried out this way.


So Jennifer had spoken first. “I’m sorry I spoke insolently
to you this morning, madam.” In fact, she hadn’t; but this was the ritual.
Lorraine, though, really had committed an error. While drying the dishes in the
kitchen, she had broken one of Veronica Proctor’s favorite serving platters, an
irreplaceable heirloom. And so both young ladies, trembling in anticipation of
what awaited them, had been ordered to report to Veronica’s bedroom at nine
o’clock. Lorraine was first, since her mistress wished Jennifer to profit by
watching her friend’s chastisement and to endure the torture of knowing that
she would be next. The slim, taffy-haired girl had been obliged to doff her
dress and petticoat, then let down the drawers and drape herself across the lap
of her mistress, who had seated herself in a straight-backed chair near the
window. A well-worn leather sole was utilized, and Lorraine’s surprisingly
plump bottom, which contrasted with her slender, torn boyish build, received
twenty energetic smacks, which left her milky-skinned posterior a pleasing pink
and drew shrieks and hysterical tears and fervent promises to be good long
before the last blow fell.


But for Jennifer, a more dire chastisement was in store. As
soon as Lorraine had tearfully tugged up her drawers and gone to stand in the
corner with her face to the wall, Jennifer was obliged to remove her dress and
petticoats, lower her drawers to her calves, and then kneel upon that very same
straight-backed chair and grasp the lower supports to sustain herself. Veronica
Proctor then went to the closet and took out a supple strap, the use of which
Jennifer knew only too well from past experience.


First, however, tucking the strap under her arm, Veronica
had pressed her left palm against the small of the young woman’s back, and then
proceeded to inflict a humiliating, noisy, and quite stinging smack-bottom with
her right hand, which had left the buxom dark-haired beauty in tears. After a
moment’s respite, Veronica coldly informed her that she was to count eight
blows and express her thanks for each. “And I shall expect better behavior from
now on, my girl,” she told the sniffling Jennifer, who squirmed uneasily and
glanced back apprehensively at the wicked strap in her mistress’ hand. “Or you
will be back here again for a more severe dose. Now then, are you ready?”


“Y—yes, Madam,” Jennifer groaned.


She stiffened herself, closed her eyes and wrapped her
fingers tightly around the back of the chair. The strap darted out like an
angry serpent, with a dry “spat!”, applying a bright red line across the upper
summits of both cheeks. Jennifer uttered a wail, kicked up first one leg and
then the other, and called out, “Oww, oh, oh, oh please Ma’am, not so hard, it
hurts!”


The seven remaining blows were applied slowly, with at least
forty seconds in between. Veronica Proctor was a firm believer in the theory
that efficacious punishment meant prolongation and utilization of every nuance
of suspense and humiliation conceivable. Well before the eighth and final blow
fell across Jennifer’s shuddering, discolored hemispheres, she had missed three
counts because of a crisis of tears, straightened up once and clapped her hands
over her bottom to rub it frantically—which cost her two more official cuts—and
made the most abject promises to be good in the future that Veronica had ever
heard.


This too was part of her theory that a well-chastised young
lady, no matter how old she might be, would revert to childhood in expressing
the plaintive suffering that punishment invariably procured, thus proving that
the girl was sincere in her supplications.


When at last poor Jennifer shakily got down from the chair
and frantically rubbed her hindquarters, she had had all of thirteen blows
which, in addition to the handspanking, comprised a quite severe punishment.


And then, picking up the letter from Matthias Hartley of Albany,
New York, Veronica read it aloud to Jennifer and Lorraine and remarked, “It’s
true that she’s a bit older than you two. However, I propose to treat her
exactly the same, so you just remember that. She’s not to have any special
favors, and she’s here for discipline.”


Jennifer and Lorraine glanced nervously at each other. They
had a presentiment—and they were right—that the American girl’s presence in
this house could only mean more agonizing times for their tender bottoms.


And more humiliation. For it was humiliating to service Veronica
sexually—or each other, as they sometimes had to do, at her command. Yet they’d
learned to find it exciting, too. And as they glanced at each other—and each attempted
to surreptitiously to rub gently her own outraged bottom—they were both
frightened and aroused at what Veronica might require next.


Their mistress now walked over to a beautiful pink chaise
longue and lay back. She always did that at this point; and the girls knew what
came next.


“I’m afraid I’ve hurt my poor darlings,” she said, lying
back luxuriously, her hands clasped behind her head. “Haven’t I?”


Neither girl answered, though this was almost rebellion.


“Haven’t I?” repeated Veronica, her eyes
flashing. “You’d best answer, or more of the same could be coming.”


“Oh yes, madam, you have hurt us,” murmured Jennifer.


“Yes indeed, it’s true,” barely whispered the even more
frightened-looking Lorraine.


“I thought so,” said Veronica. “And I suppose if I permitted
you to go back to that bedroom you share, you might comfort each other. Might
you not?”


“Yes, madam,” said Jennifer, in a husky whisper. It might
have been fear constricting Jennifer’s voice—but in truth it was the start of
arousal.


“In fact, you might begin with some tears and embraces, and
then perhaps kisses—and then you might start soothing each other’s bruised
bottoms, I’ll wager,” said Veronica. “With your tender little hands.


And that might lead—who knows where?”


There was a silence in the room. Neither girl dared speak.


“Well, then,” Veronica said, sitting up momentarily, “I
think I’d like to see that. I think I’d like to know what kisses and touching
and—other things—you two indulge in behind my back.”


The girls froze—until Veronica suddenly raised the cane and
whipped it down on an ottoman near her. The sound made the two of them jump.


“Now!” she commanded. “Start now! I know what you two do to
each other, and I want to see it. Show me.”


Lorraine knew the ritual. She turned to Jennifer.


“Oh, I’m so sore,” she began.


“Me, too,” said Jennifer.


They embraced, and Veronica lay back to watch. “Please hold
me now,” said Jennifer, “and I’ll feel better.” The hug grew tighter. “Yes,
that helps,” Jennifer said. Her hands went to the other girl’s bottom, and
patted it gently. “Does it hurt there?” she asked.


“Oh, yes, oh yes,” Lorraine murmured. “But it’s so much
better when you rub it.”


“And mine is too. Please do it to me,” Jennifer said.


Each girl’s hands now circled slowly and tenderly on the buttocks
of the other. And they leaned back within the embrace, to look into each
other’s eyes.


“Clothes off,” commanded Veronica, watching.


The two obeyed. Their fingers rushed here and there,
undoing, untying, until only petticoats and drawers remained. Then they returned
quickly to their embrace, and their hands descended again. But there was no
mistaking it now; their movements were far more lascivious than simply
comforting.


“Oh yes, I can feel you much better,” said Jennifer, her
fingers rubbing lightly over Lorraine’s firm young ass; while the blonde girl
did the same to her. “Yes. Me too,” Lorraine said, in a low voice.


Watching, Veronica grew excited as always from the contrast:
Jennifer, so dark and tall, Lorraine, blonde and slightly built. Next would
come the sight of their two pussies—and the thought sent her own hand within
her clothing, to begin stroking her soft mound—up and down, up and down.


“Now kiss,” she commanded. Jennifer placed one hand on each
side of Lorraine’s mouth, then drew the smaller girl’s lips to her own, pushing
her tongue roughly forward to lick those lips—which soon parted willingly. Then
Jennifer pushed her tongue thickly within the blonde’s mouth, and at the same
time began pulling off Lorraine’s petticoats and drawers. They broke the
embrace, breathless, while Jennifer finished stripping the other—then kissed
her, almost brutally.


“Oh yes, darling,” said Lorraine, caught up in the hot excitement
that was almost palpable in the room. Naked, she became almost bold, and turned
to face the watching Veronica. She knew Veronica loved to see her delicate
blonde pussy.


“Put your hand inside her, Jennifer,” whispered Veronica,
whose own hand was now pushing deeply into her own cunt—and whose legs were
twisting sensually. Jennifer first took the last of her own clothing off, then
obeyed; Lorraine gasped.


“Now play with yourself too, Lorraine,” Veronica ordered,
and Lorraine’s hand descended to her crotch, where it began rhythmically
stroking the love-button above her vagina. With two hands on her cunt, her own
and Jennifer’s, Lorraine’s eyes closed. She was almost in a sexual trance.


“Please, please: these too,” she moaned, pushing her pert, upstanding
breasts toward Jennifer’s mouth. Jennifer then suckled greedily a while—darting
from one swollen nipple to the other, and back again. Meanwhile, Jennifer’s
other hand began pushing into her own dark-haired sex.


On the chaise, Veronica was now almost prone, but her head
was propped on a pillow to keep them in view. Her legs were spread wide. She’d
pulled up her skirts and petticoats, and both hands were busy at her crotch.
“Pinch your own nipples, Lorraine, you little bitch,” she hissed.


Lorraine obeyed, with one hand. Her other hand reached up to
Jennifer’s black hair, and she pulled the taller girl’s head down almost
roughly, toward her crotch. Jennifer knelt obligingly, and licked avidly at the
hot sex, inhaling deeply of the bittersweet woman-scent.


“Suck her cunt, Jennifer,” whispered Veronica. “Taste her.”
At the sound, Jennifer changed from licking to sucking Lorraine’s delicate pink
vagina lips—and then pushed her tongue deeply inside the blonde wetness.
Lorraine responded by moving her hips in a slow rhythm, and used both hands to
punish her own nipples more—pinching, releasing, pinching again.


“Good. Good. Hurt yourself,” said Veronica, who felt her
come starting, deep within her warm pussy. She was trembling, her muscles
stretched taut.


Lorraine, too, was clearly approaching a peak, her head
moving back and forth, her fingers working spasmodically at her breast-buds,
which were as thick as fingertips in their fully aroused state. Below, Jennifer
moved her lips rapidly over the outside of the wet pussy, then pushed her
tongue back within. Her hands squeezed the girl’s firm buttocks in a maddening
rhythm.


“Now! Now! Fuck her! Fuck her!” screamed Veronica, whose
come had begun, shaking her entire body into a sexual rage.


“Yes, fuck me. Fuck me with your tongue,” whispered Lorraine
harshly. She was lost inside her most secret joy—being pleasured by another
woman. “And hit my bottom.”


Jennifer’s hands began slapping the blonde’s buttocks
firmly. It was just short of pain. It was the final touch. Lorraine quickly lay
down, with a brief cry of pleasure; Jennifer’s head remained buried deeply in
her crotch. Both girls shook spasmodically, locked in their embrace. Jennifer’s
hand worked violently at her own crotch, as she too reached her ultimate sexual
moment. And then she murmured, “I ... racked ... you, my sweet darling.”


Veronica screamed, as her come drenched her hands and the
chaise beneath her. A moment later, she smiled lasciviously, looking at the
girls’ exhausted bodies. They had done well. And unknown to each of them, they
would perhaps graduate to dealing punishment out as well as taking it.


For this was perhaps the most secret of Veronica’s secrets:
She knew that pain, controlled sexual pain, was like a drug. Higher levels were
required. Not only did girls like Jennifer and Lorraine learn to endure and
even welcome such pain, but they secretly yearned to hold the slipper, the
paddle, and the cane themselves—and to experience the thrill of domination. She
knew that. She’d taught others to experience both sides of such pleasurable
pain, and Jennifer and Lorraine would perhaps be next.


Hours later, Veronica sat up alone, thinking. She wondered
about Eleanor who would be coming from America, and what the girl would be
like.


So far from home, so far from home, the poor creature would
have no recourse at all. She’d be the perfect subject for any kind of
experiments, the perfect target for the lust of Veronica—and of anyone else
Veronica decided to favor.


And there was a further delightful aspect to the arrival of
the young Yankee.


To Veronica’s way of thinking everything about America was
vulgar. She had been in New York City and had seen all those flashing lights,
all those cheap theatres, those department stores that actually had underwear
on display. Yes, the entire country was shocking as far as Veronica was
concerned. This girl that she was about to have visit her must really be
something, thought Veronica. She looked forward to Eleanor’s arrival.












Chapter 7


But another newcomer arrived first. For even as Eleanor
Woods had been put aboard the steamship Beretrania en route to Southampton,
Gillian O’Hara’s carriage was pulling up at Veronica Proctor’s front door.


Gillian had no way of knowing that her employer had written
a note to Miss Veronica Proctor, declaring that she had permission to make
Gillian into a docile woman and a dutiful servant, and to apply what discipline
was “appropriate.” Lawrence Farnow knew that those words would condemn the
lovely russet-haired Gillian to the slipper, the paddle, and perhaps worse.


Yet Gillian herself still thought that because she was educated,
and employed as a secretary, she would be treated with a certain amount of
respect—especially by another woman. Though she had been spanked and sexually
humiliated by Farnow, she was capable of denying what that really might mean;
and she was not wise in the ways of the world, either.


So she didn’t know exactly why she was being sent to Veronica.
But she’d told herself that she’d be receiving “training” in the fine points of
behavior and social graces. That would put a needed gloss on her—for though she’d
been a teacher, much of the Irish farm girl remained—and make her a more
appropriate private secretary to an aristocratic Englishman like Farnow.


Thus, when Veronica’s butler admitted Gillian to the
well-appointed yet somber entry hall, she held her head high. And pride showed
in the way she looked Veronica in the eye when the older woman walked in.


“Welcome to Grosvenor House, my dear,” Veronica said, extending
her hand. “My, you are lovely.”


“Thank you very much, madam,” Gillian replied.


“It’s the hair, of course, that makes you more than lovely;
unique, really,” Veronica said, walking around her to get a complete view.


Gillian’s slim build was womanly enough, she thought; and
she felt a slight stirring in her sex. “And they say we redheads are a proud
lot, too.”


“Oh, that I suppose I am, a bit,” said Gillian, smiling. It
did make her a bit nervous to be the object of such intense scrutiny. Yet she
supposed it was natural curiosity in a woman who’d be taking her on for
training.


“I like that,” said Veronica. And she did. It made them
harder to break, and that made the game more exciting.


“Madam?” said Gillian.


“Yes?”


“If it isn’t impertinent ...” the girl began.


“Go on, my dear.”


“Well, it’s just ... you’re a fine-looking woman yourself,
madam, I’m sure,” said Gillian, and meant it. Veronica was lovely, if a bit
hard-looking. Yet the harshness was somehow attractive; if Gillian had been
more experienced, she would have known that it was the raw sexuality in
Veronica’s face that made it intriguing.


But Gillian was relatively innocent. And even as Veronica
brushed against her body in showing her to her room, she wouldn’t have dreamed
that the older woman was giving in to a sexual impulse. Then, too, Veronica
left her to herself for an entire day—“Just enjoy the library and the grounds,
my dear,” she said—so that Gillian began to relax.


That made it all the more surprising when, having found
Gillian in the library the following morning, Veronica spoke quite harshly to
her—beginning with a cold, “Follow me, Miss O’Hara.”


Puzzled, the lovely girl followed Veronica into a wide salon
that boasted a huge, stuffed chesterfield, a mahogany secretary, and several
imposing straight-backed chairs with tapestry cloth backs and seat covers.
Veronica seated herself at the secretary, picked up a note that Lawrence Farnow
had written, stared at it for a moment, and then regarded the mystified young
beauty who stood before her.


“Gillian, I fear I must tell you that I have had a note from
your employer, Mr. Farnow, which disturbs me. It indicates that you have been active
in the cause of suffrage for women.”


“Pardon me, Miss Proctor, but I still don’t think I did
anything wrong,” Gillian defiantly interrupted, her head held high, though
color was hot in her lovely cheeks. “I do believe that women should be equal
with men, and—”


“Will you stop! This is no place to conduct a debate on a subject
that I simply will not tolerate as anything for servants—or employees to
discuss. When the House of Commons and the House of Lords see fit to grant
females the right to vote, then and only then will that subject be discussed by
decent young women, is that clear?”


“But this is 1907, Miss Proctor!” Gillian vehemently exclaimed.
“And I intend to become a proper citizen and meet my responsibilities.”


“I may tell you,” Veronica Proctor continued, taking out a
handkerchief steeped in cologne and dabbing her nostrils with it—as if being in
the same room with this rebellious upstart was enough to weaken her—“that your
employer has given me full authorisation to chastise you as I believe you
should be chastised, Gillian. I advise you, therefore, not to irritate me
anymore with these nonsensical and even dangerous remarks. You do so at your
peril!”


Confronted by this domineering and disdainful aristocracy,
Gillian could not help quailing just a little; her employer had spanked her,
but perhaps crueler treatment awaited her here. Into her mind Hashed an image
from school days: her best friend, Bridget, bent over a desk in front of the
entire class of thirty-two girls, her skirts hoisted high to the middle of her
back and neatly rolled so they would not fall back down, her drawers rucked
down to her knees, two girls on the other side of the desk holding Bridget’s
wrists so that she could not escape, and then that terrible bundle of thin,
flexible switches whistling down on her pale white, broadly spread bottom!


Veronica Proctor put down the letter, folded her hands, and
stared hatefully at the intrepid russet-haired beauty. “You are here for
training, Gillian,” she said in a grave voice. “And I have a reputation for
conducting very strict training, my dear. So I must tell you that your
shall receive the paddle.”


“Oh no!” The words burst out as Gillian put a hand to her
mouth and recoiled, paling in incredulous horror. She was really exceptionally
lovely. Five feet six and a half inches in height, her long russet hair was
wound and braided in a soft, imposing pile along the top of her head, with a
Psyche knot at the very back. She had exquisite features that revealed her
fervid temperament as well as her utter femininity. Her face was a distinct
oval, the cheekbones high-set, the nose somewhat aquiline and with very thin,
widely flaring wings. Her mouth was full and generous, with a rather fuller
lower lip that suggested an ardent, healthy sensuality. Her eyes were hazel,
closely spaced and very large, surmounted with thick brows that expressed
character and which were extremely mobile in animated conversation. Her skin
was tawny-smooth, delicately freckled here and there at the cheekbones and
along the bridge of her dainty nose. Her body was exemplary in development, and
at nineteen it was already that of a most voluptuous young woman, though
without the least excess.


“You will therefore come to my chambers, Gillian, at four
o’clock this afternoon,” Veronica Proctor continued after a long, harrowing
pause. “My personal maid, Jennifer, will apply the punishment in my presence. I
shall be the witness since I supervise all the training here. That is all,
Gillian.”


“But it’s impossible—I’m too old for that—no, you shan’t!
Mr. Farnow couldn’t have agreed to such a terrible thing!” Gillian O’Hara burst
out.


Veronica Proctor lifted the fateful note and stared coldly
at the trembling, scarlet-faced culprit. “I trust you do not imply that I am
lying to you, Gillian,” she said in a tone of deliberate sarcasm and annoyance.


“I should hate to think so, for then I should have no
alternative but to have your punishment administered before my entire household
staff as an example—Including the butler and the footman!”


“He wrote that I should be—should be treated like this?”
Gillian could hardly force the words past her trembling lips.


“You are at liberty to read this note, my girl. I understand
that it is your first real training, and this is why. more than anything else,
I have decided to show you the mercy of having it done here in the privacy of
my own chambers. I know that you will show your gratitude for this by
submitting without revolt or argument when you return here at four o’clock,
Gillian, That is all I have to say to you at present.”


A thousand words crowded into Gillian’s lovely head, but
none of them could emerge. She stood there, her mouth gaping, her face scarlet,
trembling fitfully. The horrid image of Bridget’s disgraceful chastisement
loomed before her, and she saw herself thus stretched over a desk, thus bared,
thus held, lying under the Damoclean torment of that diabolical rod which would
bite into her tender, most intimate flesh. She wanted to sink through the floor,
to vanish, to die. But her trembling legs at last carried her falteringly to
the hallway outside, where she gave vent to her emotions by bursting into
tears. Covering her face with her hands, she leaned against the wall just
outside the door until the crisis passed.


She would run away—she wouldn’t go to Miss Proctor’s room
this afternoon—she would kill herself—she would run away—all the tumultuous
anguish and the apprehensive phantasmagoria of what a birching must mean for
her filled her soul and heart and mind.


Much more than an ordinary chastisement was to befall
Gillian O’Hara, however.


For Sidney Proctor, Veronica’s husband, was visiting her at
Grosvenor House at the time. Although separated, the couple were friendly
enough, as we know; in fact, more than friendly, since Sidney was a willing
participant in many of the sexual scenarios and adventures that Veronica
arranged.


Soon after her cruel interview with Gillian, Veronica sought
her husband out to tell him what might transpire that afternoon with the unfortunate
young redhead.


She could hardly wait until four o’clock herself, with the
delicious knowledge of what was going to be done to that young lady.


She found Sidney in the billiard room, about to make a shot.


“Put down that cue,” she said, mischievously. “You’ll want a
better stick in your hands when I tell you the news.”


“Oh!” said Sidney. But he obeyed, as always, and stood expectantly.


“The new girl—the Irish one—we’ll have some fun with her at
four o’clock,” she said. Her eyes were shining, and she was almost breathless.


“Why darling, I believe you’re ... excited,” said Sidney.


She approached him, then suddenly put her hand right on his
trousers crotch, feeling his penis within. It was half-erect. “And you’re under
way, too, you cruel bastard,” she said, smiling.


“It’s you—and the pleasure you get from hurting the girls,”
he said. Now his cock pushed against her hands.


“My, my,” she said. “I do think you’re stiff at the
thought.”


“Yes,” he said. “Would you want to see?”


“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. She turned and pushed her buttocks
against his pent-up cock. Through his trousers he could feel her heat. “Maybe
I’ll bring you off this way. Like a schoolboy. Like a fucking schoolboy.”


“You bitch,” he whispered into her ear, as she leaned back
against him. But he began anyway, rubbing his cock against the thrilling curve
of her ass. Even through clothing, it drove him crazy.


“You like this, you prick, you,” she said. He loved it when
she called him that. He put his hands on her breasts and—through her
clothing—pinched the nipples.


“And you like this,” he said.


“Mmmm,” she said. “Hurt them good. Hurt them good.”


He did. And rubbed his cock faster. And faster. Her hands
crept back along his hips; she reached behind him and squeezed his buttocks.


“Harder,” he whispered, and she squeezed harder.


“You too,” she said. “Oh, please, Oh god, you too.” And at
her words he squeezed her nipples more, and began pumping violently into her
now-twisting ass, pumping, pumping, until—


“Oh my, Veronica,” he said, half-laughing and half-annoyed.
“I just put these trousers on.”


“Don’t complain,” she said, turning and seeing the stain
that now discolored the front of his cream-colored trousers. “At least you got
there. I didn’t.”


“Oh, you’re saving it for this afternoon, with the redhead;
you’ll just be hotter then,” he said.


“You know me well,” she agreed. “But you’ll be there to see
for yourself.”


“Yes, I will,” he said. “In fact ...”


“You’re right,” Veronica said, nodding. “You hide there
around a quarter to four—in the usual hiding place—and you’ll see something
good. And maybe you’ll even ...”


“In her bottom?” he asked. The thought had him starting to
erect again.


“If you’re a good boy.” Veronica slipped her finger in his
mouth, pulled it out slowly, licked the finger herself, then laughed. Sidney
laughed too.












Chapter 8


Four o’clock. Biting her lips and taking a deep breath as
she strove to keep her shoulders straight and her head high, Gillian O’Hara
extended her trembling hand toward the door of Veronica Proctor’s chambers and
knocked. The principal’s crisp voice bade her enter, and she opened the door
and compelled herself to cross that fateful threshold. A hot wave of color
burned her cheeks as she saw Jennifer, in a maid’s uniform, standing stiffly
beside Veronica. Yes, this was to be Jennifer’s first chance to demonstrate to
Veronica Proctor whether she had the skill—and the willingness—to inflict pain,
as well as to endure it. As we have seen, this delicate form of corruption was
the final touch by which Veronica knew her own, her favored few among those who
passed through her hands.


To Jennifer, it was the chance to indulge in a whole new
form of sensuality (and a way, too, to mimic the beautiful Veronica, with whom
Jennifer was almost certainly in love, in a way). Indeed, Jennifer had been so
excited at the prospect that she had masturbated herself twice already that
day. And underneath the trim maid’s uniform now, her pussy was damp still, as
she thought of the way she’d make the Irish girl twist and whimper. She smiled
in a very private way at Veronica, who returned the smile lasciviously.
Veronica knew. She always did.


The older woman then turned to the trembling Gillian. “This
is Jennifer, who is my servant,” she said. “My very well-behaved servant, who
always does what I wish.” Jennifer smiled at Gillian—but the red-haired Irish
beauty couldn’t smile back.


“I trust, Gillian, that you will bear Jennifer no malice for
what she is obliged to do at my order, and that you will remember that I am
sparing you the disgrace of a punishment before the entire household.”


“Y-yes, M-Miss P-Proctor,” Gillian quavered, blinking her
eyes rapidly to clear them of the tears and trying her best to show stoic calm.


“In that case, Jennifer, I think we may as well get it over
with, don’t you agree?” Veronica drawled. “Come along, Gillian. You shall have
the privacy of my own bedchamber for your thrashing, so that if you do cry out,
no one else will hear you except Jennifer and myself.”


This of course was a lie; Sidney Proctor was hiding in a
closet near the huge double bed with its four posters and canopy, and through a
crack he would be able to perceive the shameful martyrdom of beautiful
russet-haired Gillian O’Hara.


It was Jennifer who closed the bedroom door, and now Gillian
found herself trembling so violently that it seemed to her she must faint away
before much longer. Only an indomitable determination to endure, so as to
escape the unthinkable public whipping, enabled her to maintain her
self-control.


But even this was shaken when the beautiful Jennifer, proceeding
now as a kind of mistress of ceremonies under the benevolent eyes of her
superior, coldly snapped, “You may prepare yourself, Gillian! The shirtwaist,
the skirt, and the petticoats, and do be quick, if you please!”


“Must I—must I undress—oh please, can’t it be done—” Gillian
stammered almost inaudibly.


“Look here, my girl,” Veronica Proctor broke in, “we are
both being indulgent to you in granting you this privacy for your chastisement.
But if I hear another word, a single word of argument or discussion, Gillian
Farnow, you will find yourself before the entire household enduring a very long
and severe thrashing—do I make myself plain to you?”


Tears ran down Gillian’s crimsoning cheeks as she began to
unbutton her shirtwaist. When it was off and Jennifer gestured that she should
place it on the edge of the bed, along with the rest of her clothes, the young
beauty slowly doffed her skirt and then the two petticoats she wore. This left
her in black silk stockings secured with elastic garters high on her shapely
thighs; white batiste drawers which ended about three inches above Gillian’s
dimpled knees; and a pink silk camisole, a kind of sleeveless tunic which
modestly covered the proud glories of her maiden breasts, which had begun to
heave with impassioned emotion. From his vantage point in the closet, Sidney
Proctor could scarcely conceal his excitement as this beautiful, mature young
woman proceeded to divest herself of her raiment and the soft tawny sheen of
her naked arms and shoulders, neck and chest, came into his view. He had a hand
at his prick now, squeezing and fondling it through his trousers, as he stared
breathlessly at the ensuing drama.


“Now you will remove your drawers entirely, Gillian,” was
Jennifer’s next, most terrible order.


“Oh in the name of heaven, have mercy on me. miss!” Gillian
flung herself on her knees before the maid, her arms embracing the woman’s
thighs, her upturned, tear-stained face imploring pardon: “Let me keep the
drawers on, for mercy sake, for my own decency—or I shall die of shame—” She
was already deeply shamed, in truth, by being thus debased before a maid
servant.


“I know that you are nineteen and that you consider yourself
a mature woman already, Gillian,” was the mocking, cold reply. “But this is
precisely why you find yourself in this situation, because of your own conceit
and vanity. If you had been a truly proper young lady, you would not now be
here to receive correction. I’m only a maid, but I’m better behaved than you!
And you know what the mistress has told you, and you have already said more
than one word of discussion and argument. One last time: Are you going to obey
and accept chastisement, or do you prefer to have the entire house witness your
disgrace?”


There was no reply to this. In tears, shuddering, her face
scarlet with humiliation, the lovely victim began to unfasten her drawers and
then tugged them down. The thick fleece of her beautiful cunt showed at once,
and with a sobbing cry, she clapped a hand over it as the drawers came to rest
at her slim ankles.


“Put them on the bed with the rest of your clothes,
Gillian,” Jennifer directed, and was obeyed.


Now, in only her shoes and stockings and the camisole,
Gillian O’Hara was exposed to her two executioners—and, unbeknownst to her, to
Veronica Proctor’s dissolute husband.


Jennifer now turned toward her mistress. “With your permission,
Mrs. Proctor,” she said with an obsequious deference in her voice, “I propose
to begin with a simple smackbottom across my lap, because it is fitting that
this headstrong, unruly girl be humbled like a naughty child. Thereafter, I
recommend fifteen blows with the paddle on the naked bottom. Do you believe
that to be sufficient?”


“Yes, but for her arguing and rebellion, add another half
dozen, these to be applied on the thighs,” Veronica Proctor said, and there
again passed between her and the maid a lascivious look of conspiratorial understanding.


Gillian’s sobs redoubled as she heard this cruel sentence.
Meanwhile, Jennifer had moved over to the couch now and seated herself,
awaiting the submission of the penitent. “I am ready, Gillian,” she said with a
cold, gloating smile.


Her fists clenched and head bowed, trying to check her sobs,
the russet-haired young woman walked wretchedly toward the couch and posed
herself at Jennifer’s right. At once the maid drew Gillian down across her lap,
making her stretch out along the couch. This, from the viewpoint of Jennifer,
who had endured plenty of chastisement herself, was comparatively less an
ordeal since it afforded support and thus a sense of security even while being
thrashed. The over-the-lap posture, when administered from a straight-backed
chair, required the victim to drape herself at an angle with her hands
clutching the rungs of the chair or touching the floor, her toes thrust down on
the other side; where the feeling of imbalance was constantly a painful
addition to the ordeal.


Jennifer’s eyes blazed as they swept that magnificent nakedness,
and concentrated on the trembling globes of Gillian’s naked seat now at her
disposal. At last she tucked her left arm around the girl’s waist, and began to
pass her right palm over the shrinking bare skin from the tops of Gillian’s
thighs to the edges of her rounded, lush young hips. Gillian hid her face in
her hands and gave vent to moans and sobs and gasps as this humiliating preface
took place.


After Jennifer had concluded her appraisal of the tempting
virgin bottom before her, she looked up at Veronica Proctor, who stood off at
one side herself admiring the voluptuous contours of Gillian’s bare seat. When
she saw her mistress nod, she demanded, “Are you ready, Miss?”


A faint, tremulous, groaning reply was heard: “Ohh—y-yes—oh
have pity—”


Tightening her hold and firming her lips into a rictus of immense
and sadistic satisfaction, the beautiful dark-haired maid raised her right
hand, held it in the air a moment, then brought it down resoundingly on the
base of Gillian’s right buttock. The sting and the noise and the shame, all
combined, drew from the defiant young woman a strangled cry of anguish and
despair, and she lifted her tear-ravaged face, her eyes huge and sparkling with
the dew of pain.


Again the maid struck her and again pain shot through
Gillian’s body. Gillian shuddered as she felt the stings igniting her body. It
seemed as if she was on fire with the pain.


Gillian longed for this ordeal to be over, but it seemed as
if it would never end. There was the hand on her ass again, making her explode
and burn with the heat of the sting. She cried some more, then wiped the tears
from her cheeks, which were by now quite red and puffy.


She wanted more than anything else for the blasted beating
to stop. She turned her mind to other things. She thought about flowers and how
there were so many pretty colors in the spring. She thought that as long as she
could think about other things her pain would be lessened. She thought about
the sky and the way it looked on a clear day.


Her heart pounded and she remembered holding hands with a
boy and running across the field. The sky had been blue and the sun had shone
down on their bodies. They had flown a kite and laughed in the wind. That had
been a marvelous day.


And the memory, astonishingly, was somehow causing her to
become—yes, she couldn’t deny it—excited. She found her legs moving in a way
that was creating some slight pressure within her sex, yes, the pressure of a
beginning come. Yet was it only the memory?


No. As Gillian’s mind dared to return to the present, the
horrifying present, she gradually realized that the growing warmth inside her
vagina was caused by the tingling in her naked buttocks—and by the feel of
Jennifer’s legs under her—and by the fact that Veronica Proctor was standing
nearby, overseeing the whole cruel operation. It couldn’t be denied. Gillian
was ashamed, and remembered suddenly the way Mr. Farnow’s spanking had gotten
her so amazingly aroused.


Was she doomed to find her enjoyment in such pain-wracked
and humiliating moments? Perhaps she was—and if so, she had to know more.
Because despite all, she wanted to understand her own nature.


At the moment, though, she gritted her teeth and slowly the
pain faded. It had taken long enough, but now the spanking was over.












Chapter 9


Earlier on the very same day, Veronica’s other favorite protégée,
the delicate blonde Lorraine, had undergone a test of a different sort. It had
come about this way:


“I think you have developed well enough to meet several challenges,”
Veronica had told the girl one night, as they lay in bed together, their thighs
nestled snugly against each others’ crotches. “I’d like to see if you can give
the gift of pain as well as receive it. And I’m even thinking of entrusting you
with an interview. A prospective client.”


“Oh, Mrs. Proctor, I’d be honored,” said the diminutive
girl, rubbing her leg suggestively against the older woman. And Veronica then
told her about Lord Chentley, and his request for training for his charge, the
beautiful Edith Norridge.


“I think you may speak to him on my behalf,” Veronica said.
She really thought the girl was ready for some responsibility. And just in
case—“Of course, if you mishandle the matter, you’ll receive twice your usual
due, for weeks on end,” she added, gripping Lorraine’s buttocks roughly.


“Ouch, madam,” Lorraine whimpered, satisfyingly. “I’ll do my
best. Ouch!” And all talking soon ceased.


At present, the little blonde sat in a comfortable armchair
in Lord Chentley’s home, talking to the dignified and handsome aristocrat. She
was acting, as Veronica Proctor had promised her, as the older woman’s representative
in discussing Chentley’s proposition—the “training” of Edith Norridge, the old
friend’s daughter who was now in his charge.


But Lorraine was also thinking about her own plans for this
interview. She had private desires and lusts, some of which she hadn’t been
able to indulge for a while; and now she was determined to seize this moment
for her own purposes, in addition to those of Veronica Proctor.


For his part, Chentley’s imagination was racing furiously.
This blonde girl, so small, with such delicate features, was just the type to excite
him tremendously. Why, she might almost have been the sister of the
aristocratic blonde Edith Norridge herself—and just the thought of Edith sent
an erotic thrill through him. And as he spoke, indeed, his forearm, resting
lightly on his lap, was very gently rubbing the length of his half-erect cock.
He could hardly help himself—especially when he stared at Lorraine’s slightly
overripe lower lip and the way she kept licking it.


“And you utilize—corporal punishment?” he asked.


“Oh, yes,” she said, staring levelly into his eyes. She knew
what he needed to hear. “Why just last week two maids and I took a young woman
into Mrs. Proctor’s private rooms. There they made her kneel on the chair and
pulled her skirts up and her drawers down, and I gave her a very sound spanking
with my hand. There was no brutality there at all. But I can assure you that
the humiliation of this lesson was most efficacious.”


“And I believe you, Miss Talmadge. Now, for some details:
You could, I take it,” he said with a shrewd glance at her, “accept Edith soon,
if we can come to terms, Miss Talmadge?”


“Oh yes, Mr. Chentley. Whenever you like.”


“Well, that’s very good. Would four pounds a week be
enough?”


She leaned forward and smiled at him. “That is quite acceptable,
Mr. Chentley. There are opportunities which I see here, and, after all, an instructress
does not have financial gain before her eyes at all times.”


“Very well put. I think, then, that we are agreed. There
remains only a kind of, shall we say, understanding of the young woman whom I
am about to place in your charge. Has Mrs. Proctor dealt with mature pupils,
Miss Talmadge?”


“Oh yes, sir. Quite frequently. We have a maxim which is invariably
true. It is that the older the culprit, the more childish she becomes once she
has learned the meaning of discipline.”


“Excellent!” he rubbed his hands gleefully. He could already
see in his mind’s eye the beautiful Edith kneeling on a chair with her drawers
lowered, her skirts pinned up, writhing and sobbing for mercy under the
swishing kisses of a sturdy birch rod wielded by this beautiful woman.


And yet—could this delicate creature truly participate in
such activities? He had to know.


“If I may be so bold—” he began.


“Yes?” Lorraine raised one eyebrow.


“Can it actually be that so—refined and—ladylike a young
woman as yourself really be of assistance to Mrs. Proctor, especially in
matters of—”


“Of corpora! punishment?” she asked, smiling. Again she wet
those lips. He shifted his legs.


“Yes.”


“Certainly, sir. In fact, perhaps I should clarify that
now.”


“Please do.” He wondered what she meant.


“Bottom-slapping,” she said.


“What?”


“Beating their bare asses until they’re pink,” she said,
moving her chair closer, and staring hard at him.


“I beg your ...” He was struck dumb. And felt his cock
twitch restlessly. Had he heard right?


“That’s what they need, isn’t it?” she asked. “Slapping
those plump cheeks until the girls come all over themselves. I do that very
well, and—Are you quite all right, sir?”


For Lord Chentley was white-faced—but with lust and excitement.


“Yes, I’m all right,” he said hoarsely. “And how are you?”


“I’m wet,” she said. “I’ll bet you’re standing up in your
trousers. And the thought makes me—hungry.”


He dared not move. It was really happening.


“I’ll show you,” she said. Standing before him, she turned
slowly until her back was to him, then bent forward a bit—and lifted her
skirts. Looking over her shoulder at him, with a wide smile on her face, she
pulled the rest of her underclothing up high—and be began to see parts of her
plump under-cheeks.


“I made some arrangements to my underclothing in preparation
for this meeting,” she said. “Put your hand there; near my cunt.”


In a trance, he obeyed. Sure enough, he could feel naked
pussy hair—and flesh.


“Push the clothes aside,” she said. “I think you’ll see what
you’re looking for.”


He pushed quickly at her clothing, and indeed now found himself
looking at a thrilling expanse of naked white buttocks, inches from his
eyes—and tongue. His hand rested on her cunt.


Suddenly, her hand appeared before him, and she slapped her
own ass, lightly.


“Oh, that hurt,” she said. “And I needed it.”


And again, she spanked herself; harder now. As she did so,
she spread her legs a bit, and leaned forward still further.


“Indeed. Harder,” he managed to say. He began to understand
what she wanted. And his fingers slipped into her pussy.


“Oh sir, must I?” she asked, in a sweet, whimpering voice;
but she smiled back at him.


“Yes.” His fingers moved in and out: she twisted around
them.


“Then so be it—” And she gave herself several loud smacks
which must indeed have hurt. Yet her face showed no pain; instead, she simply
began twisting more wildly. Her cunt gripped his fingers excitingly.


“But I’ll need more help from you, sir,” she said.
Obligingly, he moved his fingers further up into her sex.


“Yes,” she said, “Oh yes. But I want your tongue too. I want
it up there.”


What did she mean? Her pussy? or—no.


“If I’m to be bad to myself again, like this,” she said—and
she really hit herself, three, four, five times—“then I do hope you’ll be good
to me there.”


He was right. “Yes,” he said. And she continued the strange
self-punishment, as his fingers now opened up her cunt wider and felt its
wetness dripping onto his hand.


“Oh,” she said, “oh, oh. That hurts me so well.” And slapped
again. “Please help me, sir.”


He leaned forward and applied his tongue—first to the red finger
marks on one smooth cheek, then to the same on the other. As he did so, his
hand speeded up its work in her wet pussy.


“Do you know what I’m doing now?” she asked. “I’m squeezing
one breast. Especially the nipple. Help me.”


He reached around in front of her until he found the hand
she had cupped over one firm young breast. Placing his own hand over it, he
felt the way her fingers were punishing that breast’s erect tip. His fingers
joined hers, and she moaned as waves of gentle, sweet pain shot through her.


And all the while, his tongue moved closer and closer to the
crack of her sweet asscheeks.


“You have to fuck me, sir, with your tongue,” she said. “You
really do. You see—that’s what I do to the girls sometimes—and make them do to
me. Yes, because it feels so good after a good bottom-slapping—ah, yes it does.
Ah, that’s it.”


Feeling her buttock’s heat on his own cheeks, he had reached
with his tongue for the puckered hole in the secret depths of her bottom, and
now inserted his tongue far into it, as far as he possibly could. He was blind
with lust.


“Oh. Oh, oh, that’s very good, sir,” she said. “I fall,” and
gently lowered herself to the floor. As she did, he moved too, until they lay
front to front, but reversed so that his face was inches from her damp
pussy—and her lips were practically touching his trouser crotch, he saw.
Violently, he gripped her legs and curved her sweet, supple body toward him
until he could see both her lovely, damp pussy and the tiny exciting ring of
her bottomhole too. He hesitated only a moment, then plunged his tongue back
where it had been. Her entire body quivered violently. “Oh, yes, back in,” she
whispered.


He pulled back for a moment. “Take out my cock,” he ordered.


“Oh, must I, sir?” she whispered thrillingly.


“Yes,” he said. And continued tongue-fucking her bottom.


“But I warn you,” she said, “if you continue to—oh!—push
your tongue up my warm behind, I shall—ah, yes, do that—I shall have no choice
but to begin licking your cock. And that my cause your lovejuice to spew down
my throat.” And she squeezed his cock through his clothing. “Or even all over
my face, sir.”


Her words drove him into a frenzy. He pulled away from her,
lifted his arm and himself spanked those tempting white globes, before him,
again and again and again.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she cried, writhing against him. Her
fingers pulled frantically at his clothing, until she freed the warm stiffness
she wanted. He felt her shift her position—and then a glorious warm wetness
enveloped his hard cock. Her mouth was all over him, all over him, and he could
barely hold back.


He pushed his fingers back into her pussy, now, and his tongue
licked all over her ass, as her practiced mouth slid up and down on him, and he
could hear her moaning, “Mm, mm,” deep in her throat.


Lorraine was in a rage of sexuality; this, this was what she
had missed—a man’s warm flesh-rod to fill her craving mouth, and down below,
the feel of his probing tongue in her most secret places. Her pussy was
overflowing, her head moved blindly in an uncontrollable rhythm. His fingers
spread within her, somehow finding all the most exciting spots.


She was coming—couldn’t stop—and he felt it—and, at the edge
of control himself, he managed to say, “AH over your face, now? Or in your
mouth?”


In her last contained moment, she lifted her head off his
erect cock and said, “Yes, yes—over my face, all over my face and I’ll rub your
juice into me, oh sir, yes I will.”


Then she screamed, “Now!” and he felt her pussy twisting violently
against his busy fingers, as his tongue pushed to the utmost into her puckered
bottom: and she pulled his cock out of her mouth and rubbed its warmth all over
her lips, cheeks, eyes. nose, while with one hand she suddenly caressed his
balls—until he felt his release begin, a glorious warm flood, and felt her cry,
“Oh yes, yes,” as she applied the jet of his love to every part of her lovely
face.


In the aftermath, he pulled away and looked down. True to
her word, she was rubbing the cream into her ivory cheeks and brows—and looking
at him with a lazy smile, as her tongue reached up and tasted what had also
coated those lush young lips.


Edith’s training would be in very good hands.


Several hours later, the two were fully clothed and
outwardly proper again. Lord Chentley was bidding Lorraine farewell in his
front hall, and reviewing some of Edith Norridge’s behavior—and the training
she’d be receiving.


“Yes,” he said, “the young lady is determined that women
shall have the vote.”


“Shocking, indeed, Mr. Chentley,” said Lorraine. “It is
plain to see that her associations are harmful to her. You mentioned, I believe,
that she was unfortunately involved in a disgraceful public spectacle?”


“That’s true, and more’s the pity,” he scowled.


“Fortunately, I have a friend who sits on the bench and
hears such cases. Before you came—and it was so good of you to come, Miss Talmadge—I
had talked to him and he had promised me that if I could guarantee Edith’s future
conduct, he would let her off with a small fine and a scolding. That is where
you come in. In my opinion, she requires a good deal more than a scolding.”


“I share your opinions and I value your confidence in me, Lord
Chentley.”


“You do not think it will be too difficult to administer
corporal punishment to so mature a young woman, then, Miss Talmadge?”


“I think not. As I told you, our methods involve humiliation
and a kind of attitude that makes the culprit feel herself to be nothing more
than a naughty little child, Lord Chentley. Moreover, I myself am quite strong,
and quite capable of mastering revolt.”


Chentley chuckled, because he liked her candor and
self-assurance.


“You may therefore consider Mrs. Proctor and yourself engaged,
Miss Talmadge. Will it be convenient for me to send her for a lengthy stay
beginning in a few days? In that way, you would have the young lady under your
surveillance at all times.”


“It would be convenient, sir.


“I’ll arrange that for you. Well now,” he said with a smile,
“I’m most gratified that you’ve done me the courtesy of coming here, and I
think it a most fortuitous meeting. I trust it will be equally successful so
far as the improved welfare of the misguided Miss Norridge is concerned.”


“I shall work to that end, Lord Chentley, you may be sure of
it.” Lorraine Talmadge permitted herself a cold smile which would have made
Edith Norridge shudder if she could have seen it: “I shall ask you only one
final question, Lord Chentley. You are absolutely certain that you do not mind
if severity is at times employed? You see, she is twenty-four, as you yourself
have told me, and since she has gone all this while without discipline, it may
be necessary to impose more stringent punishment from the very start so that
she will understand the necessity for obedience.”


“You have my authorization to do whatever you think best. I
am sure that a good spanking or paddling will not harm her, of course.”


“Of course it will not. Well then, thank you for entrusting
us with such an important responsibility, Lord Chentley. I give you my word I
shall not give you cause to regret your decision.”


In the carriage, riding back to Mrs. Proctor’s mansion,
Lorraine was quite pleased. The situation was delicious. She had long dreamed
of humbling one of those delicate patrician women who believed themselves to be
above chastisement and domination. She could almost see the young woman’s
shocked incredulity when she discovered that she would have to bow to the
imperious and inflexible will of Lorraine and others. Indeed, she was impatient
to meet her charge so that she could appraise the enticing charms of Edith
Norridge’s bottom and thighs and all the rest of her. Yes—all of that.
Lorraine’s fingers kept very busy on that long ride ...












Chapter 10


When Lorraine returned to the Proctor household, Gillian
O’Hara was still suffering at the cruel hands of Jennifer Carson—as Veronica
Proctor herself watched.


Lorraine was told by other servants in the house where to
find the trio, and when she entered the room of pain, she saw Veronica smile at
her, and point to an exciting sight: Gillian’s beautiful behind, upturned as
she lay across the lap of the dark-haired Jennifer.


Lorraine immediately went up to Veronica, who was seated
very close to where Gillian was suffering. Lorraine knew what her mistress
would require of her, and knelt near the older woman. And waited. Veronica
ignored her for now. She was instead watching Jennifer at work.


At the moment, the lovely Jennifer had just paused, after administering
a particularly lengthy and severe handspanking to Gillian’s beautiful naked
behind. That young redhead, who was experiencing her very first taste of corporal
punishment, had closed her eyes, tightened her jaws, clenched her fists, and
tried her level best to endure this humiliating chastisement with Spartan
silence and courage. But the sadistic young maid, under the eyes of Veronica
Proctor, had understood that she was being granted full permission to bring
Gillian Farnow to tears and then capitulation. Therefore, she prolonged this ignominious
and mortifying smackbottom.


Her left arm tightly circled Gillian’s supple waist while
her right hand rose and fell with methodical regularity, visiting first one hemisphere
and then the other, beginning at the top of one lovely curvaceous hip and
descending to the base of the globe, so that by the time she had reached a
count of forty, both of Gillian O’Hara bare bottomcheeks were flaming.


The noisy sounds of the smacks had crushed the young beauty’s
pride and self-esteem. She had sobbed, not out of pain at the outset, but in
her realization that she was being treated like a child. Yet as the smacking
went on, the growing heat in her naked flesh began at last to agonize her. As a
particularly stinging slap flattened the base of her left buttock, she kicked
up one leg, uttering a sobbing groan, “Oh no, oh have mercy!” and then wished
her tongue bitten off for having so betrayed her feelings to these cruel women.


Jennifer paused now, her right palm still pressed against
Gillian O’Hara flaming seat, as she eyed her superior. There was an imperceptible
nod from Veronica Proctor, giving her carte blanche to proceed as she desired.
Consequently, tightening her left arm around the culprit’s wrist, she resumed
with a pair of extremely noisy and stinging slaps on the very centers of the
huddling, inflamed cheeks, and this time Gillian kicked both feet up in the air
as she twisted and squirmed, her fingers clawing at the upholstery of the
couch.


“Oh dear God, isn’t it over yet? Oh have done with it, in
the name of mercy, oh this is shameful!” she cried.


“Precisely, Miss,” Veronica sarcastically countered. “It is
shameful that a big girl like you should have to treated in this way. And I
wish to make certain that this lesson will not be forgotten, Gillian. Go ahead,
Jennifer.”


Jennifer continued her work with a will, and Gillian moaned
helplessly. And now the watching Veronica required Lorraine’s services. She
reached down to where the fine-boned blonde knelt at her feet and pulled
abruptly on the girl’s pale hair.


Lorraine had been gently massaging her own delicate pussy
under her clothes, as she watched Gillian’s delicious suffering. The yank on
her hair startled and hurt. She looked up at Veronica, questioningly.


“But I’ve done so well for you today, Madam,” she began. “At
the interview with Lord Chentley—”


“We’ll talk of that when I wish,” hissed Veronica. Although
she would indulge both Jennifer and Lorraine, letting them dispense punishment
themselves, she was still mistress. They’d have to keep that in mind always,
just as the writhing Gillian now knew it.


Now, continuing to keep her eyes on the redhead’s struggles
under Jennifer’s hands, Veronica again pulled at Lorraine’s hair, maneuvering
the girl’s head inexorably toward her crotch. Lorraine dared not resist. Then
Veronica lifted her skirts and petticoats and pushed the blond head under them.


Jennifer, glancing over, smiled and watched, and for a
moment forgot to continue Gillian’s punishment. The agonized redhead treasured
the sweet relief, momentary though it might be.


“Go on, Jennifer!” commanded Veronica sharply, though—and
then Jennifer’s hand once again was upraised and descended sharply on Gillian’s
trembling buttocks. And again. And again.


Those staccato cracks were all Lorraine could hear now, with
her head imprisoned under Veronica’s skirts. Veronica’s strong legs closed
around her tightly, and Veronica’s fingers, through the layers of skirt and
petticoats, pushed Lorraine’s head slowly toward its task. The air was
close—and her knees hurt—and yet she felt a growing excitement in her loins.


“No, no,” she dimly heard, too—and knew that was Gillian’s
martyrdom progressing. Now her own continued. At last, her face was pressed
close to Veronica’s soft pussy lips. Veronica, feeling the girl at her cunt,
tightened her legs’ grip even more; Lorraine’s head was now in a vise. She had
no choice. Her tongue emerged, and she tasted the familiar salt of her
mistress’ most intimate place. It was, as always, intoxicating. She licked
deeply, satisfyingly, and her hands began working on her own crotch at the same
time.


Veronica pushed down slightly in the chair, to increase the
contact between her mound and the blonde’s face, imprisoned beneath her skirts.
Lorraine’s tongue grew more aggressive in response. It swirled around in
Veronica’s dampening loins, then reached up to massage her love-button, then
darted slightly downward to hint at bottom-pleasures, then returned to probe
inward to the depths of Veronica’s cunt.


Now Veronica squeezed her own breasts slightly with her
hands. She’d get a splendid come out of this, especially if Gillian kept
twisting so delightfully under Jennifer’s ministrations in front of her.


Jennifer now proceeded to apply another dozen slaps all over
Gillian’s squirming, shuddering, reddened bottomcheeks, drawing stifled groans
and cries and sobs from the victim. Satisfied with this “preparation,” she at
last nodded to the directress and then said to Gillian in a cold, insolent
voice, “I shall give you two minutes to cry out and get yourself ready for the
second part of your punishment, Gillian. If you wish, you may continue to lie
across my lap. I trust you are feeling sorry for your naughtiness?”


“Oohh, not over yet? Oh, I shall die of shame, oh how
dreadful this is!” Gillian groaned aloud in despair. Her hands covered her
tear-stained face, and her shoulders shook with uncontrollable sobs.


The maid leaned back, releasing the girl’s waist, and contemplated
the clock. Meanwhile she and Veronica stared greedily at the shrinking,
twitching, palpitating, and furiously reddened contours of those voluptuous asscheeks,
each of them anticipating that the second part of this chastisement would tax
poor Gillian O’Hara beyond the limits of her endurance.


But Veronica was doing more than waiting. In the scant two
minutes during which Gillian was allowed some relief, Veronica began
coming—deliciously, voluptuously—all over the lovely face and straining tongue
of Lorraine Talmadge. Caught under the skirts of her cruel mistress, the imprisoned
Lorraine had no choice but to keep her mouth working in response.


Jennifer smiled, watching Veronica’s twistings, and seeing
the older woman’s heavy breathing.


“I see Lorraine is doing well for you, madam,” she said.


“Mmm,” Veronica responded. “If she—ah!—puts her tongue in
far enough and—mmm—long enough, I may not treat her as—you’re treating this
foolish Gillian.” Then she lay back, murmuring, “I am done, my little one.”


Lorraine then emerged from under Veronica’s skirts, her face
flushed. She was hoping that what she’d now see of Gillian’s continued
punishment would help her to come herself; for she was tormentingly under way.
She sat in a chair near Veronica and put her hand back under her own skirts,
onto her mound, where her fingers brushed lightly, back and forth, over the
moist lips, as she watched the scene before her.


Two minutes had passed. Jennifer curtly ordered, “Get off my
lap, Miss, and kneel on this couch. Bend yourself well over the back. It is
time for your pad-dung.”


“Oh please—I beg of you humbly, please, no more! I want to
die of shame—Oh, isn’t this enough, haven’t I been punished enough for whatever
I’ve done?” the young beauty distractedly sobbed.


“If you wish your count to be augmented, Gillian, by all
means keep up this useless argument,” Veronica Proctor broke in, her voice
hoarse with both exasperation and desire. “Now, a last tune, obey, or you shall
suffer the consequences!”


Thus threatened and cowed, poor Gillian awkwardly and painfully
rose from her tormentress’ lap. In so doing, of course, since only her
stockings and camisole concealed her person, she revealed her red-haired pussy
not only to the women but to Sidney Proctor, hiding in the closet and by now
mad with lust for this intoxicatingly beautiful young woman. Slowly, trying to
suppress her sobs, Gillian Farnow knelt down on the couch and leaned slowly
over the back, her magnificent bosom rising and falling with violent
turbulence.


And her face was flushed—yet that was due to more than the
punishment itself, and to more even than the humiliation—though the proud
Gillian had felt that even more deeply than the physical discomfort. No, there
was something else, though in her confusion she hadn’t been sure; but in this
respite she realized that in some ways she was actually aroused, by the feel of
Jennifer’s palm on her ass, and by the warmth it had imparted so tellingly.
Yes, that was it. She thought back to the way Lawrence Farnow had spanked
her—and to how it had thrilled her despite herself. And she recognized the same
growing excitation building in her loins now.


But could she really accept such treatment in order to
satisfy her body’s needs? The thought was frightening—and she felt a tell-tale
dampness in her sex that told her it was so. Still, she resolved firmly to
resist that sensation within, and outwardly to protest even more vociferously.
Suddenly, she noticed Veronica looking at her, and nodding, as though—as though
she knew. Gillian dropped her eyes, ashamed.


Then Jennifer spoke, and her words—which might have inspired
fear—instead caused within Gillian’s warm pussy nothing so much as a twinge of
delighted and lustful anticipation:


“I think, Miss Proctor,” Jennifer respectfully suggested,
“that since this is Gillian’s very first chastisement, she will certainly not
be able to maintain that submissive position of her own accord. Would you do me
the great kindness of holding her hands so that she cannot protect herself? And
could you help me, Lorraine?”


“But of course, Jennifer,” Veronica smilingly replied. She
hurried round the couch and at once grasped one of Gillian’s wrists, her eyes
glistening with lubricious and cruel desire.


 


Lorraine still hadn’t made herself come, but she smiled as
she saw how exciting it would be to restrain the redhead. So she stopped the motion
of her hand on her pussy and stood up, then quickly walked to the couch. She
took Gillian’s free wrist with two hands, and grasped it tightly; and as she
did so, she pushed the girl’s hand firmly against her own mound and began
rubbing it gently, back and forth. The pinioned redhead was too distracted even
to notice how her hand was being used.


Oh yes, this was better, Lorraine thought, looking down at
Gillian’s beautiful backside; much better.


Meanwhile Jennifer went to procure the paddle. Veronica Proctor
had not told her that there would be any other witness to this correction:
Hence when she opened the closet where the paddles were stored, she uttered a
gasp. But Sidney Proctor, had the presence of mind to put a finger to his lips.
She recognized him, and swiftly understood that it was more exciting if she
didn’t let the victim know of his presence. Ignoring him, therefore, she
reached beyond him to the corner where three or four paddles and rods were in
readiness. She made a selection, closed the closet door, and returned to the
couch. The paddle’s handle was bound with tape. As she approached the couch,
she swished the instrument in the air several times, and Gillian O’Hara,
hearing the dreadful music, looked over her shoulder.


“No! I promise I’ll be good!”


“I am sorry, Gillian. If you had made this resolution much
earlier, you would not be about to endure your deserved punishment,” said Veronica.
“Therefore I advise you to submit humbly, knowing that it is for your own good.
Are you ready, Jennifer?”


“Quite, thank you,” the beautiful brunette said.


“It will be fifteen blows, Gillian, over your bottom.”


Hardly had she uttered the last word when, raising her arm,
she lowered the paddle in a horizontal, sweeping motion which ended abruptly
against the already reddened, jutting naked asscheeks of the beautiful victim.


In truth, Jennifer applied the instrument in a way that
caused more noise than pain—yet still it did hurt, enough so that Gillian
O’Hara uttered a strangled cry. She had never dreamed that a paddle could sting
like that, and it hurt the more because of the shameful, childish preparation
of that smacked bottom. She jerked at her wrists, but Veronica and Lorraine
held them tightly, and then her hips swayed from side to side as she shifted on
her knees and tearfully entreated mercy: “Ahrrr—oh in the name of pity, please,
I can’t bear it, I won’t be able to stand so many!”


Watching and still rubbing Gillian’s hand against her mound,
Lorraine was almost at her peak. Her sex was wet and throbbing. Mercilessly,
slowly, the blows fell. By the time the fifteen strokes were completed against
that tender bottom, Gillian was pleading for mercy, her words interspersed with
sobs.


As the last blow fell. Gillian uttered a cry and sagged
forward against the back of the couch exhausted.


Veronica Proctor released the girl’s wrists.


“Thank you, Jennifer. I shall attend to Gillian myself. And
thank you too, Lorraine, for helping to hold this naughty girl.” 


Lorraine nodded, with her eyes shut. She’d finally come.


Lorraine left the room. Jennifer did to, after bending her
head in acknowledgement of his dismissal. But a mocking little smile crossed
Jennifer’s lips—which she was careful not to show until she had turned her back
and begun to walk toward the door. If she regretted anything, it was only that
she would not be there to see what was about to happen, after Sidney left his
hiding place, Gillian was only dimly aware that Jennifer and Lorraine were leaving—or
indeed of anything outside of the fierce sensations that now threatened to
overpower her very consciousness. For as the punishment had continued, she had
become hotter and hot-tar “down there”—as she still childishly referred to her
sexual center, sometimes—and now, leaning forward over the couch, her arms outstretched
as though in memory of their restraint, her eyes closed, Gillian was lost in a
dim haze of lascivious yearning.


Veronica leaned over the back of the couch and whispered to
the dazed young woman, “I think I know what you want, now.” Gillian turned her
head from side to side, still determined not to reveal what she was truly experiencing.


“Oh, yes I do,” Veronica said. Her hands slid underneath the
girl’s breasts. She felt stiffness at the peak of each—felt it through
the girl’s clothing, “Why else would these sweet handfuls have such sweet
little erections? Why, darling?” And she began massaging the breasts and those
little peaks of excitement. In response, Gillian rolled her body from side to
side. And her legs rubbed each other lightly, ceaselessly; to Veronica’s
practiced eye, the redhead was clearly starting to make love to herself. For
that was the same way Veronica herself moved her limbs when she wanted to prepare
her body for masturbation.


“Yes, let those smooth legs stretch against each other,”
Veronica said, pressing Gillian’s breasts together, pushing the nipples so that
they touched each other excitingly, and running her fingertips lightly over
those two sensitive tips. “What those legs need, they’ll soon have.” And then
she turned toward the closet from where her husband Sidney was watching the
exciting scene, and gestured to him to approach.


Sidney, as always, did as Veronica bid him. He found obedience
to be one of the most exciting aspects of playing her sexual games, for reasons
he couldn’t himself explain. It somehow seemed that the young women she disciplined
appeared to be more titillatingly helpless if he, too, weren’t strong enough to
protest against Veronica’s demands. So he walked up behind Gillian, then stood
there, strong, handsome—and at Veronica’s command.


She smiled at him and moved one finger to her lips quickly,
to indicate silence. Then she put that same finger next to Gillian’s mouth; and
slipped it between the girl’s lips. Gillian still kept her eyes closed—but
didn’t protest. No, indeed. Her lips closed around the delicate digit and she
began sucking it longingly.


Veronica found the girl’s behavior intoxicating. Gillian’s
closed eyes were a feigned “unconsciousness—so that she could pretend ignorance
of what her mouth was doing. And doing well. Gillian’s pink tongue now swirled
and traveled all around Veronica’s fingers; indeed, around her entire hand.


“Oh, the poor thing is asleep,” Veronica said. “See how
sweet she is to me—her little pink tongue—and she doesn’t even know it.” She
signalled Sidney to remove enough of his clothing to be ready to penetrate the
woman on the couch. And he did.


“If only there were a man here,” Veronica said, smiling at
Sidney. “Then this little creature’s stinging bottom could have what it’s asking
for. And I know what it’s asking for.” She leaned over the couch and, while
keeping one hand busy toying with Gillian’s restless tongue, she began
massaging those irritated and beautiful cheeks. They felt wonderful to her
touch, as she formed smooth circles on each. And they pushed back satisfyingly
against her restless fingers, as Gillian moaned again.


Sidney was now trembling with suppressed lust. His hand
lightly played with his erect penis; he was only a few feet behind Gillian, and
the temptation to fall upon her was almost overwhelming. But still he
concentrated on the sensations his own hand was providing, and on the
lascivious sight of Veronica’s delicate hand stroking Gillian’s tempting ass ...


And doing more than stroking. For Veronica stared straight
into Sidney’s eyes, licked her lips, and then mouthed the word, “Watch.” Then
she pushed one finger between the girl’s smooth globes, down, down slowly until
the tip of that finger rested against the girl’s bottomhole. Gillian quivered
at the feel of that.


“Oh yes, something down there wants something, I think,” Veronica
said—and penetrated slowly, further into Gillian’s puckered rear way. “But I
just don’t know if my finger is—well, if it’s quite as big as what you want, darling
...” And she pulled it out suddenly. Gillian moaned, this time in frustration.


Veronica then leaned forward and used two hands to part the
redhead’s cheeks, exposing fully to Sidney’s gaze that puckered hole she’s just
penetrated. He knew what she intended now and quickly moved closer to Gillian.
As Veronica stood up, he knelt between the redhead’s legs and pushed his erect
cock up against that smooth, satiny bottom—still extra-warm from the treatment
it had received.


At the same moment, behind the couch, Veronica gripped
Gillian’s face between her two hands.


Gillian’s entire body quivered in surprise; but she managed
to keep her eyes shut. Ah yes, thought Veronica, she’s deeply in the game now.


“Yes, if there were a man back there, you’d be wise to show
him what you want.” Veronica said, and felt a thrill in her own loins as she
saw the redhead immediately push her ass firmly backwards, seeking penetration
at last.


Sidney was terrifically excited, as he looked down and saw
that beautiful ass moving restlessly, trying to position the bottomhole hidden
within it next to the tip of his stiff hardness. Then he felt a pause; yes,
that tiny opening was now poised over his hot erection. Gillian held still,
waiting for him. With a moan of his own, he pushed the swollen cockhead into
that opening. For a moment, Gillian felt uncomfortable—yes, uncomfortable—but
then, suddenly, her tiny opening suddenly relaxed wider, and the smooth
firmness pushed easily through—and in an instant, she was in ecstasy, incredible
ecstasy, as she felt how perfectly her back opening gripped his stiff heat.


She could no longer keep silent. She stopped kissing and licking
Veronica’s hand, and Ming her head, she murmured, “Deep. Put it up me deep.”


Veronica’s face was close to Gillian’s. She reached out and
gripped the girl’s outstretched hands on the sofa back, and pulled them downwards,
so that Gillian was helplessly pressed against the sofa, as Sidney worked
within her rear.


“Yes, you’re caught inside that dream now, my sweet,” she
said to the girl. “But if you want it deeper, why, you’d better dream that you
put these hands on your bottom yourself; you’d better hold those sweet asscheeks
properly open.”


Veronica released Gillian’s hands again; and Gillian obeyed
quickly. She put one hand on each of her own plump bottomcheeks and began
pulling them apart excitedly. The sight and feel of that drove Sidney half-mad
with lust. He pushed his swollen cock even further up her pulsing backside, and
at the same time he placed his hands directly on top of hers. Then he forced
her own hands—her own willing hands—to squeeze and twist her bottom, this way
and that. With each twist, he turned his prick slightly within her; the
sensations were driving each of them rapidly to climax.


Veronica, meanwhile, again held Gillian’s face between her
two palms—so that the redhead couldn’t turn around if she wanted to; couldn’t
see who had pushed his thick cock up into her. And then Veronica whispered,
“Oh, yes, you’re dreaming very well, darling; doesn’t it feel good, to dream of
that hard cock shoved so tight up your ass?” And as Gillian nodded in helpless
lust and ecstasy, Veronica gave her the touch that would send the girl over
the edge of ecstasy. She suddenly used her hands to open Gillian’s mouth; then
pushed her tongue deeply inside it. Gillian responded by sending her own tongue
roughly between Veronica’s lips.


Then Sidney cried out, “I’m going to—come inside you—right
up your bottom—now!”


At that, Gillian’s entire body quivered, and she felt his
firmness within her give one final tremendous thrust. Then—at last—his cock finally
spurted out its lust, deeply up inside her tight asshole. Sidney fell forward
helplessly over Gillian’s smooth bottom and twisting back—and reached up to
grip her breasts roughly, then shook her entire body into a climax that turned
her mind into a hot haze. Again and again he came within her tight bottom. Her
tongue pushed deep and hard into Veronica’s mouth now, darting the lust into
that soft receptacle even as Sidney darted it into her: again, and again, and
again.


At last, Gillian withdrew her tongue from Veronica’s mouth,
and let her head fall onto the sofa back. Looking down, Veronica saw that Sidney
had fallen across the girl’s body, spent. They had come violently—but Veronica
wanted a climax herself soon. She could wait a while, though. She studied their
lascivious postures and moved around the sofa to sit next to them. When they
were ready for more, she’d have some new ideas.


And as she waited, her hand toying gently with her wet
pussy, she thought too, about the new pupil she’d have soon—whose beauty she’d
heard about—the young Edith Norridge. That should be—pleasant, Veronica
thought. An aristocrat; a delicate young aristocrat to play with.












Chapter 11


Indeed, the visit Lorraine Talmadge had made to Lord Chentley
was soon to bear fruit—cruel fruit, for the unknowing Edith Norridge. Yes Edith
Norridge was already in quite serious trouble. Her guardian, Lord Chentley, had
arranged with Judge Nelson Hardwicke, a fellow Etonian, to release Edith back
into his custody. He had assured the pompous judge that he himself would see to
it that henceforth his niece would never again commit any such outrage. Indeed,
he had told his old school companion that Edith would regret her folly, for he
intended to punish her as he would a wayward child.


Thus Edith had been remanded into the custody of the
bailiff, after all the other cases had been heard and various fines and brief
terms of imprisonment had been meted out in the Bow Street Court. Then a
constable had taken her home in a hansom cab and delivered her to Lord
Chentley^ door.


But Edith was not to sleep in Lord Chentley’s home that
night, or for many a night to come. For when the door opened, Edith found
herself face to face with the cruel eyes of Veronica Proctor, who was there
awaiting her. As always, there was something slightly forbidding about
Veronica’s presence.


“Come in, Edith,” she said to the astonished young woman in
a cold and arrogant tone. “Lord Chentley has asked me to receive you and to
introduce myself to you. I am Veronica Proctor.”


“G-ood afternoon, M-Miss Proctor,” Edith Norridge stammered.
“May I see my guardian, please?”


“Not at the moment, Edith. You will come with me—to my own
home. Lord Chentley wishes it.”


“But I don’t understand—who are you? Are you a friend of
Lord Chentley’s?”


“Hardly. I am to act as your guardian myself for a time. I
am also to act, somewhat, as your governess,” was the incredible answer.


Edith Norridge recoiled, a hand to her mouth, her eyes
staring at the beautiful but stern woman as if she could not believe the testimony
of her own ears. “My governess? But I’m twenty-four years old, not a child.”


“We shall not discuss it. I should think that after your
scandalous recent behavior at Kensington Gardens, you would have learned
something. But it appears you haven’t. Come along, if you please. I may tell
you that I’m not in the habit of giving an order twice.”


“But this is ridiculous! Why should Lord Chentley hire a governess
for me?”


“Exactly because, Edith, you may think yourself a woman, but
you are as immature as a child when it comes to decent behavior. You have been
involved in a shocking scandal, and it is only thanks to your guardian’s influence
that your name has been kept out of the newspapers as one of those trollops who
dared flout the law in the streets by demanding the right to vote.”


“But they aren’t trollops, and women do have a right—ouch—my
wrist, M-Miss Proctor!”


“That is only the beginning of the way I intend to hurt you,
you foolish girl. Come along with me at once, I tell you! And before you say
another word, let me tell you that I have your uncle s authorization to treat
you with the severity which your naughtiness merits.”


With this, her fingers digging into Edith Norridge’s slim
wrist, Veronica Proctor led her back to the street and into a waiting carriage.
Edith wondered what was going to happen to her. She had a feeling that whatever
it was going to be most unpleasant. The hand tightened on her wrist, and she
was too demoralized by her recent brush with the law to protest much.


Edith shook with fear as she thought of the punishment to
come. She wondered if she would be beaten with a rod. She closed her eyes and
imagined what that would feel like. She thought about the rod crashing down on
her tender butt and she involuntarily shuddered.


But there were other things that she might have to put up
with. There was always the possibility that she would be thrashed with a cane.


Perhaps this was some kind of sadistic joke on her to make
her think before she demonstrated for women’s rights again. She wondered if
there would be any beating, or if this was the end of the joke.


Had she known the truth, she would have realized that this
was no joke for Lord Chentley or for Veronica Proctor.


For Edith was to be more than another disciplinary problem.
She was also to serve as a test for the skills of Lorraine Talmadge. Just as
Veronica had permitted her pupil Jennifer to demonstrate the techniques of
cruelty on Gillian O’Hara, so would Lorraine have her chance to show her own
abilities—on the unwilling person of Edith Norridge.


Veronica mused about this as the carriage rumbled along; and
she refused to speak to Edith, who was in any case sullenly quiet during the
first part of the ride. Toward the end, though, the blonde suffragette seemed
to regain some of her accustomed spirit—and was overtly angry again as they
arrived at Veronica’s mansion. She resisted strongly as the older woman forced
her to alight, then brought her within the house and toward the stairs.


“What are you going to do, Miss Proctor? Where are you bringing
me to? Please, you’re hurting my wrist—let go of me! This is unheard of!” Edith
protested as the stern, woman led her inexorably up the stairway.


“I shall explain everything to you directly when we are upstairs,
Edith,” the woman coldly replied. “Your guardian is out at his solicitor’s
remedying the stigma your intolerable conduct has placed against his good
name.”


“But I have done nothing wrong,” Edith valiantly protested.
“There were many decent young women in that parade, and it wasn’t my fault some
bully of a constable took me in charge. I was merely going along holding a placard—”


“We know all about what you did, Edith,” Veronica
interrupted as she forced the fuming, stupefied young woman across the
threshold, then closed and locked the door and put the key into the pocket of
her gown. “The fact that you still seem proud of it demonstrates to your
guardian and to me how very misguided you still are, even at your advanced age.
Where other young women are already married and have families and are a joy to
their communities, you, Edith, seem intent upon defying the most elementary
rules of decency. But the time has come for you to repent your thoughtless
actions. That is why Lord Chentley has employed me as a governess. I repeat—a
governess who, let me tell you, will have over you the right of punishment and
discipline. To that end, Miss, I now propose to chastise you as you so richly
deserve.”


“You are joking! But this is the twentieth century, and I am
twenty-four years of age, and I have never been beaten in my life! I refuse. I
tell you, I will not allow you to speak to me in so humiliating a way!” the
auburn-haired beauty stormed.


A cool smile curved the lips of Veronica Proctor. “You defy
me? Then you defy also your guardian’s authority, my girl. We both anticipated
this. I will show you this note which he gave me only yesterday. Read it for
yourself.” With this, she dipped her hand into the pocket of her gown and took
out an envelope. Opening it, she unfolded the single sheet of paper and handed
it to the astonished Edith, who read these fateful words:


“Since I am certain that the obstinate thoughtless Miss
Edith Norridge will not believe your verbal statement that I have given you
full authority to chastise her—and by that I mean corporally—when she requires
it, this is to certify by my own hand and seal that you have this power and may
exercise it without need of consulting the undersigned, Randolph, Lord
Chentley, Esq.”


“Are you more inclined to believe me now, Edith?” Veronica
maliciously inquired, taking the sheet of paper from the hand of the stunned
young woman, replacing it in the envelope which in turn she redeposited in the
pocket of her gown.


“But he couldn’t be so cruel! To humiliate me this way—not
to listen to what I have to say—I am of age, I work and I am paid for it, and I
have a right to my opinions, because I am no longer a minor.”


“He is still your guardian and has charge of your estate.
Miss,” came the reply. “He is responsible for you, therefore, just as you are
to him. You have disgraced him, and it is only his friendship with the judge
who heard your case this morning that kept you from a long term in prison and
scandalous notices in the newspapers. Now then, we have had enough discussion.
I am going to have you punished, Edith.


And punished by someone I hope will prove quite an expert in
that area. Look at the door.”


Edith, distracted and angry though she was, could hardly
help obeying the sudden command. She turned, and saw a delicately-built, beautifully
shaped young woman, with hair of finely spun gold. The creature had green eyes,
and was staring coolly at Edith. Edith was not too frantic to realize that the
woman in the doorway—it was Lorraine Talmadge, of course—was enough like her to
be kin. But Edith also sensed that neither of these women would show her
sympathy or mercy.


Lorraine entered the room, and strode up to Edith. When they
were face to face, Veronica stepped close to both of them and planted a kiss on
Lorraine’s mouth, then suddenly slapped Edith’s cheek—lightly, but enough to
smart. “Edith Norridge, this is your instructor; and her name is Lorraine
Talmadge,” Veronica said. “You will obey her every word.” Then Veronica stepped
back and sat comfortably in an armchair in the corner. She would see how
Lorraine would do now.


Edith looked away. But Lorraine reached out and turned the
aristocrat’s delicate face until they were eye to eye again. “My every word,
miss,” she said. “Now. You will begin to undress. Start by taking off your
shirtwaist, and then your skirt. Fold them neatly over that chair against the
wall beside the door. And be quick about it, for I warn you in advance that I
shall not be lenient.”


Time seemed to freeze for a moment.


The overbearing insolence of these unknown women who had suddenly
taken her from her guardian’s house dazed the lovely Edith Norridge. Again a
hot wave of color suffused her exquisite face, for the thought of undressing
before this implacable, stern pair was absolutely unthinkable.


“I will not do such a thing, not ever! I shall leave here,
and I shall go to Lord Chentley and tell him that I think his actions here are
cruel and humiliating. I repeat, I am not a child, and I will not be treated
like one, by you or by anyone else!” she said defiantly.


The sadistic smile playing around Lorraine’s lovely lips deepened
even more. This was precisely what she had hoped for. “Then you refuse? You
will not obey me?”


“Never! And indeed, if my guardian thinks so little of me
that he must engage complete strangers, to regulate my life, then I shall leave
his household. I can earn my own living quite satisfactorily, and I do not need
these luxuries here. Not if they are mixed with humiliation and—and cruelty,
yes, cruelty!” the young woman gasped, her head held high.


She was really magnificent in her defiance, her beautiful
breasts rising and falling quickly, her milky-pale skin with its myriad rosy
flecks flaming now in anger, her fists clenched, her eyes sparkling. Her hazel
eyes, large and dilated, were humid with tears as she stared back at the
smaller woman.


Then from the left-hand pocket of her gown, Lorraine
produced a strong white cord. Before Edith Norridge could anticipate her
intention, the small blonde seized the young woman’s wrists, forced them behind
her back and adroitly, getting behind her, tied them together cruelly tight.


“What are you doing—let me go—you are hurting me—stop it,
you hateful creature—I shall complain to Lord Chentley—you have no right to
treat me this way—I protest—stop it, do you hear me?” Edith cried hysterically
as she wrenched herself this way and that, trying to get free.


“Oh no, my little vixen,” Lorraine hissed, her eyes
sparkling with sadistic pleasure, “I shan’t vanish just because you pronounce a
magic word, don’t think that at all! You are going to be locked in your room,
Edith, till you have come to your senses. I am going to give you a good
thrashing first, and after you are humbled and acknowledge yourself to be
wrong, you may beg my pardon. If your attitude shows contrition and sincerity
enough, We shall report these facts to Lord Chentley, and he may relent as to
the regime under which your life henceforth will be regulated so long as you
reside under his roof. Do I make myself clear?”


“You devil, you cruel, vicious woman, I shall go to a solicitor—yes
I shall, and tell him what you and my guardian are trying to do to me—untie me,
I command you!”


“You command?” Lorraine Talmadge repeated with deliberate
slowness, her eyes shining with joy because now she had exactly the pretext she
desired. “My poor child, this remark at once shows me how far behind in
discipline you have lagged since your childhood. I cannot hope that a single
whipping will implant the humility and the obedience that your uncle and I
required, but it will at least be a start.”


With this, to Edith’s horror, the spinster set about
unbuttoning Edith’s shirtwaist, wrenching it down over her shoulders and leaving
the pink camisole which covered her magnificent bubbles. This also had the
effect of further pinning the young woman’s arms and hampering her resistance.
This done, Lorraine Talmadge quickly stooped, caught up the hem of the young
woman’s skirt and petticoats beneath it, and furled them up. Rolling them to
Edith’s waist, she proceeded to fix them snugly with two safety pins, also
taken from the pocket of her gown. Now the beautiful long high-set calves and
gracefully slender thighs were exposed in black silk stockings, held in place
by elastic garters and a pair of white knickers which went to the lower part of
the victim’s thighs.


Edith’s struggles were to no avail, and she almost lost
whatever power she still retained when she turned and saw that Veronica Proctor
had calmly removed most of her own clothing. The shock of seeing the semi-naked
woman was then redoubled when Lorraine smiled cruelly and repeated Veronica’s
former words: “Look at the door.”


This time, there was a young dark-haired woman standing
there. And Jennifer Carson—for it was she—was already naked. Completely naked.
Edith looked around wildly. What sort of people were these? Was this a nightmare?


But it proved real enough when the new arrival walked up and
insolently ran her hands over Edith’s partially exposed legs and thighs and
then—incredible shame—over her very buttocks.


“She’s quite lovely,” Jennifer said.


“Yes, isn’t she?” Lorraine agreed.


Under their assessing gazes, Edith practically melted away
in consternation. Yet some part of her—and this was most upsetting of all—some
part of her welcomed their attentions. Could that be? No, no, she shut her mind
against it. And yet, her body tingled where the new girl had touched her. Was
that because the new girl was so beautiful? Her breasts were upturned, her
thighs were smooth, and her beautiful mound was so appealingly—No, Edith told
herself. She was being driven mad. These weren’t her own thoughts.


In the corner, Veronica then spoke: “Come here, Jennifer.
Have you brought my toy?” Edith then saw that the one addressed as Jennifer had
been concealing something behind her—it was some sort of long, thick—No! It
couldn’t be. Yet it was. It resembled pictures she’d seen of a man’s—organ.
Jennifer walked lazily, insolently over to the seated Veronica and handed her
the object. But Veronica only set it on the floor, Edith saw, to her relief (or
was she, partly, curious?).


Then she became frantic all over again at the erotic sight
that next unfolded, as she and Lorraine watched. Jennifer sat upon Veronica’s
lap. Then Veronica coolly placed one hand upon Jennifer’s pert breasts and
began pressing them, rubbing them, exactly as a man would do; and Veronica’s
other hand rested itself calmly on Jennifer’s smoothly-haired sex. And, if
Edith saw right, one of Veronica’s elegant, slim fingers slipped within that
sex. The sight made her dizzy, and yet—this time she couldn’t deny it—aroused.


“It feels wonderful, believe me,” came a startling whisper
in her ear. Edith was shocked by this obscene intimacy perhaps more than by
anything yet, and shook her head violently as she stared at Lorraine, who’d
dared say that to her. It was all too cruel, and panic set in again.


“You must not do this,” she protested. “You must not!”


Yes, Edith Norridge uttered cry upon cry of consternation
and rage, but the Lorraine, who had received many lessons in handling
rebellious charges, took no notice of her outcries and threats and angry,
tearful plaints. She produced still another length of cord and, stooping again,
wound it round Edith’s slim ankles and tied them tightly. Now her victim was
completely in her power.


Gripping the captive’s wrists with her left hand and putting
her right to the back of the young woman’s neck, she forced Edith Norridge over
to the bed and brutally shoved her forward. Then, agilely she reached out, grasped
the slender arms, and dragged Edith forward so that her body rested entirely on
the bed. This done, she proceeded to kneel upon Edith’s upper back, and at once
Edith’s wild cry of horrified, despairing shame burst out: Lorraine had begun
to unbutton the flouncy, lace-trimmed knickers which concealed those milky-pale
nether globes.


“We’ll give them a proper show, won’t we?” she whispered to
Edith. This was again the worst of it; Lorraine was making herself and Edith
into partners in intimacy—treating them as a pair to match that other pair in
the chair—


And now Edith couldn’t resist looking at them once again;
she’d been averting her eyes, as she’d been denying the feelings of her body,
but curiosity overcame her. To her horror, she saw that Jennifer’s head was
thrown back in a delirium of lust, as Veronica’s hands worked on her. Now one
hand was covering Jennifer’s mouth, and the thumb was thrust between her lips.
The other hand was plunged deeply into the mound between Jennifer’s legs, which
were now thrown widely apart.


Seeing Edith glance at her, Veronica seized the chance to
arouse the girl—for she knew that the blonde victim was somehow excited in
spite of herself.


“Suck on it, darling,” she said to Jennifer. “Suck as though
it were a cock, I know what you want. And I’ll make my hand a cock for you down
there.” Jennifer twisted violently at these words, as though the older woman
had her totally in an erotic spell, Edith saw. In her fascination, she almost
forgot her own discomfort. But Lorraine dug her knees into Edith’s back
suddenly, as though to draw her back to cruel reality.


Edith screamed.


“No—I forbid you to, do you hear me, Miss Talmadge? Stop it,
oh my God, this is unjust, this is shameful, indecent! Stop, you are hurting
me, you are crushing me down, oh my God, how can you all be such monsters? No,
leave them up, oh don’t do this to me! Have mercy, Miss Talmadge—ohhhhhh!!”


This last, long-drawn gasp of utter consternation came when
Edith Norridge felt her knickers rucked down to the middle of her thighs, laying
bare that superb behind whose contours set Lorraine Talmadge into a veritable ecstasy
of contemplation.


The cheeks were upstandingly rounded, closely set together,
though the crease separating them began to broaden at the lower summits and
grew wilder as it neared the base. The firm resilience, the satiny smoothness,
and above all else the exquisite sensitivity which was demonstrated by the
rippling tremors which fleeted over the rosy-flecked naked skin constituted for
the sadistic girl a true delight.


“Now then, Edith,” Lorraine Talmadge’s voice was calm, “I am
going to start with a very simple smackbottom. It is true that this is the punishment
given a little child, but since your guardian informed me that you have never
even experienced so harm-Ill less a chastisement as that, I told him that I
believed it to be entirely proper to commence your training in this way.”


Shuddering, groaning, crushed down by the dominatrix’s
weight, Edith Norridge believed herself to be living a nightmare. The
sententious and flowery speeches of this detestable creature, the incredible
manhandling and the bondage, treatment the like of which she had never before
been subjected to, left her dazed and shamed. Most shameful of all, to be sure,
was the knowledge that her bottom was naked and upturned before the eyes of
three lascivious women. Frantically, she tried to unseat her executioner, but
she gained nothing.


Once again that cold, merciless voice mockingly continued:
“But do not think, Edith, that your punishment will end with that. Oh no, my
girl! After I have smacked your naked bottom and made you cry like a child and
admit your wrongdoing, I am going to give you the slipper. And you will find we
have a complete arsenal of instruments which we have used many times over, let
me assure you, and with great effect and success, upon many naughty young
ladies, always bringing about obedience and humility. Attention now, I am going
to begin to smack your nice white bottom! Aren’t you ashamed, Edith, at
twenty-four, to be tied and stripped so that your naked behind may be smacked
like a child’s?”


Her right hand wandered sensually over the flinching hindquarters,
and Edith uttered a low, shuddering groan, which fully expressed the absolute
despair and mortification of her situation.


And yet—and yet—the feathery touch of that hand communicated
a heat and a warmth which somehow Edith felt as an answering warmth in her very
sex. She was, through her rage, amazed. And again she turned her head, in
helpless fascination, to see what was happening in that armchair across the
room.


It was as she had feared. Jennifer was still sprawled,
obscenely open-limbed, on Veronica’s lap. But now the older woman’s hand held
that mock-penis—and that’s what it indeed was, for she was using it, gently and
rhythmically, penetrating the cunt of the dark-haired girl. In and out, in and
out it went, and Jennifer moaned and moved her hips in response to it. Edith
looked away; then looked back.


“Your punishment has gotten little Jennifer all worked up,”
Veronica said, seeing that Edith was looking at her. “I had to use this
make-believe cock on the poor thing.” And her hand stirred it lasciviously as
she spoke.


Again, Lorraine had leaned forward to whisper to Edith, even
as she kept her hand moving erotically over Edith’s tingling rear. “It’s almost
as good as the real thing,” Lorraine said. “And nearly as nice as your tongue,
I’ll bet.”


No, Edith found it very difficult to look away from the
sight of one woman using an obscene device to fuck another; but she did finally
shut her eyes. She couldn’t stop the arousal she was feeling, though.


And Lorraine Talmadge still prolonged her lascivious palpation,
feeling her victim’s bottom from the tops of Edith’s hips to the base, along
the inner curves of those succulent rotundities and then even surreptitiously
into the shadowy groove itself which separated the magnificent globes of Edith
Norridge’s naked ass. Then, content with the humiliating effect she had wrought
upon the psyche of her mature and beautiful victim, she palmed the small of
Edith’s back with her left hand, raised her right, and delivered a sonorous
slap on the right summit of that voluptuous bare seat.


Edith closed her eyes and clenched her fists, but she could
not control a spasmodic jerking of her body as the first infamous contact of
that hand profaned her naked flesh. A vivid rosy splotch, outlining that harsh
palm, appeared at once upon the sensitive skin of her posterior.


A second slap followed on the other cheek, in exactly the
same place. Lorraine Talmadge’s eyes were narrowed, gleaming with sadistic joy.
She saw the muscles of Edith’s legs flex and ripple, and she understood
precisely the degree of mortification her victim was experiencing. Then she
began to spank, with dry, emphatic strokes upon the shuddering, jouncy bare
flesh, making the globes quake like mounds of jelly though at times the
unfortunate young woman tried her best to contract her muscles in a useless
defense. But this reaction, Lorraine knew well from experience, only served to
intensify the pain of the spanks as they fell upon taut hindquarters. And that
intensity, for a good few minutes that followed, made it impossible for Edith
to think about what Veronica might be doing to Jennifer—impossible to think
about anything but her own cruel humiliation


Gritting her teeth, closing her eyes, tightly, holding her
breath, and trying desperately not to cry out, Edith Norridge endured a really
lengthy smackbottom. Lorraine Talmadge, in rare form, breathing quickly, her
face flushed and her eyes glistening, seemed tireless as she spanked first
right cheek, then left, with a regular and methodical rhythm. The noisy,
humiliating “Smack—crack—thwack—crack!” of her palm falling upon the
shuddering, naked hemispheres was in itself a torture for the unfortunate
blond-haired young woman. Finally, after her executioner had passed forty and
was continuing with no sign of abatement, she began to gasp and squirm, to try
to kick her bound legs, while convulsive spasms made her hips weave restlessly.


“You are beginning to feel it, I think,” Lorraine Talmadge
purred, pausing a moment with her hand resting upon the base of the left
buttock, which she had just slapped. “You have a great deal more to endure, so
I advise you to summon all your courage, Edith. I am going to make you cry,
yes, like a baby. I am going to make that big bottom of yours as red as a
tomato, and you will kneel at my feel and kiss the hand that beat you, and you
will shed tears of repentance before I have finished with you, mark my words.”


Lorraine then quickly darted a glance at her mistress,
Veronica, across the room. Still twisting the mock penis into Jennifer’s pussy,
Veronica smiled sensually at Lorraine, and nodded slightly. But Edith, terrified
at what she had heard, saw none of this; she was keeping her eyes shut tight
against the tears that kept welling up.


She couldn’t stop her ears, though, and dimly—through
Lorraine’s threats—she heard Jennifer. For the dark-haired beauty was now ceaselessly
murmuring, “Oh yes, deeper into me, that’s it, deeper,” as Veronica’s skillful
hands manipulated the lascivious instrument within Jennifer’s cunt. And one
part of Edith—through her own discomfort and fear—found those repeated words
arousing. But as of yet, that part of her still wrestled with fear.


And now Lorraine resumed the spanking. Now it really began
to sting and burn, and poor Edith began to groan. Her hands tried to reach down
to her bottom and protect it, but Lorraine had only to grip the bound wrists
with her left hand and shove them out of harm’s way, and then resume with even
greater force than before.


The count reached sixty, then seventy. Now Edith Norridge
was sobbing and gasping uncontrollably: “Aahh—oh my God, oh stop—will you never
end it—you are hurting—ooh—you are crushing me—PI—please—enough—oh end it, end
it, I want to die of shame—ooh—oohhhh!!”


At last, after seventy-five stinging slaps had left Edith Norridge’s
bare ass flaming and palpitating uncontrollably, the dominatrix stopped. Then
she dismounted from her helpless victim^ back, and stood there, hands on hips,
contemplating her handiwork.


“I shall give you a few minutes, Edith, before proceeding to
the supper. Are you beginning to feel sorry for your naughtiness?” she demanded.


But Edith Norridge, crushed by the outrageous and ignominious
attack against her spirit as well as her person, could not answer, for her
throat was choked with sobs and a bleak despair weighted her heart.


And through it all the worst wasn’t the pain, the
humiliation, the nakedness—but the knowledge, growing like the very heat in her
loins, that she was more excited now than she’d ever been in her life. That a
part of her wanted to cast off her bonds, not to run from that room, but in
order to turn and embrace the woman who was causing her to suffer.


And that part of her again made her look toward Veronica and
Jennifer. Now she saw that Jennifer was about to reach her peak. The woman was
turning rapidly and frantically from side to side. And as Veronica’s hand moved
the long imitation cock in and out of Jennifer, the girl’s own hand now was
circling around and around the small knob of lust above her cunt. And she was
moaning: “Oh, that’s so nice. Oh yes. More, more, oh please.”


Veronica stared straight into Edith’s eyes. ‘Yes, it’s all
from the sight of you, my dear,” she hissed. And Edith knew that was true. Then
Jennifer’s moans became louder, and her movements became even more
uncontrolled—and Veronica’s knowing hand kept the long instrument working on
the girl, in counterpoint to the spasmodic and frantic need.


“Oh, I’m coming, I’m coming,” Jennifer began saying, over
and over, and then words disappeared into one long half-scream, and she drew up
her knees into the air as Veronica’s hand manipulated that man-substitute
gently within her hot center—and then Jennifer quivered and lay back, satiated.


Edith wondered if this would earn any break in the events.
But it was not to be—at least, not for her. After a few moments, Jennifer
arose, and so did Veronica. They approached the bed.


“Thank you, my dear,” said Veronica. “You’ve been
very—arousing. I think Jennifer should please me quite well, later on tonight.”


Jennifer smiled down, licking her lips slowly. “I intend
to,” she said.


“But for now, we’ll leave the two of you to your pleasures,”
Veronica went on. “You make a lovely couple.”


And she led Jennifer out. This was the worst of all, Edith
now knew. Suddenly the room contained a peculiar intimacy; as though she and
her tormentor were indeed both there by choice, as though the punishment were
in fact a kind of act of love. And Edith did feel even more excited—and she
knew that Veronica was somehow right. She was still frightened—of cruel
Lorraine—but also of the sensual arousal she herself was feeling.


Now free of her tormentress, she tried to roll off the bed,
but Lorraine had anticipated this. “If you move out of position, Edith,” she
drily remarked, “besides the slipper, you shall receive a strapping as well.
You are warned, Miss!”


She went to a closet. Stooping, she picked up a well-worn
leather slipper, whose sole was polished and gleaming and which had been used
for many a year on recalcitrant pupils. Edith’s frightened eyes turned toward
the stern young woman as she approached, holding the slipper in her right hand.
Then a cry of indignation broke from the young woman: “Oh no! It is too
much—wait, Lord Chentley cannot truly have allowed you to do this, I must talk
with him, this cannot be permitted—oh it is unjust and cruel!”


“You are really much more stupid than I had thought, Miss,”
Lorraine sneered as she approached the bed. Placing her left palm solidly on
the middle of Edith’s back, she asked, “Do you not accept the evidence of your
own eyes from the letter which I just showed you? Decidedly, you are obstinate
in your naughtiness, and I see that I shall have to chastise you frequently
until you learn to submit. It is Lord Chentley himself who has given the order,
Miss, and I shall use every means at my disposal, I promise you sincerely, to
amend your rebellious and insolent nature!”


With this, she brought the slipper down across both
trembling, inflamed asscheeks. Edith’s eyes widened, and a shrill cry was at
last torn from her. Lorraine’s face expressed her joy at this evidence of
prowess, for her nostrils flared, her eyes glistened, and her thin lips were
moist and twitching with a sensual fervor.


The slipper fell again, this time flattening the summit of
the right buttock, and then a third time on the other cheek in exactly the same
area. More blows followed, delivered with a ferocity of impact which wrested
shrill cries from the unfortunate victim. Edith could not kick because her
ankles were bound, and all she could do was twist under the pinioning palm of
the maid.


But that twisting—which moved Edith’s white bottom in a way
truly enticing, which revealed occasional hints of her delicate blond cunt,
too—that twisting now looked more and more like the movements of arousal.
Lorraine thought that no coincidence, and smiled. The girl seemed to be proving
a very apt pupil indeed.


Pausing, Lorraine studied that squirming, inflamed behind
with a voluptuous delight. Her bosom rose and fell agitatedly, and the tears
and groans of her victim provided her with a carnal titillation which made her
almost radiant. The slipper fell again, this time almost down the crease
dividing the victim’s swollen asscheeks, and poor Edith uttered a plaintive
shriek under the executioner’s hand: “Oh stop, please let me go, I can’t stand
it any more!”


Lorraine studied Edith’s face carefully. Yes, it showed the
signs of lust; but she’d put that to the test.


She placed her left hand near Edith’s mouth. “Kiss my punishing
hand,” she ordered. Edith shook her head. “Kiss it!” Lorraine repeated, in a
harsh voice, and now rubbed the slipper where its target had been—between the
asscheeks of the prone girl below her.


The feel of that seemed to work. Edith raised her head
slightly, and with apparent reluctance planted a slight kiss upon the very tips
of Lorraine’s fingers. But then, the heat in Edith’s loins took control of her.
Suddenly, she couldn’t hold back. Her tongue darted out and began licking,
licking, those delicate fingers.


Smiling, Lorraine looked down. The aristocratic young Miss
Edith was now truly a helpless prisoner—of her own lust.


“You like it that you’re tied, with your smooth bottom that
I can treat any way I want,” she said; and she pushed the slipper further into
the exciting split of that lovely ass. The feel of that pushing up into her,
and Lorraine’s words, had their effect. Edith licked faster. Lorraine then
began rubbing her palm in a small circle against the girl’s ceaseless tongue.


“Yes, your bottom stings—but it feels wonderful,” she said.
“And it’s made your little cunt all hot and a little wet. Oh yes, I know all
about that.” Edith then pushed her tongue into the space between two of
Lorraine’s fingers.


“Oh, my, miss, can you know what that means?” Lorraine
asked. She bent over and whispered the question again, while pushing the
slipper further up Edith’s rear. It must be touching the bottomhole by now,
Lorraine thought. Edith paused and looked up. It was no use; she couldn’t deny
her own lust any longer. “I think—I do know,” she said.


“Yes, you surely do,” Lorraine said, smiling cruelly. “You’d
like to put that tongue somewhere else, wouldn’t you?” Edith stared back at
her. Oh yes, she would; but she couldn’t say it. Now Lorraine’s hand holding
the slipper shifted slightly; and with one sum finger, she pushed up where the
slipper had been; then she pushed in.


“You’re—you’re in me,” Edith said. “Down there.
My—backside.”


“Oh yes, yes,” Lorraine said. “But that enough for now.” And
she drew the finger out, abruptly, and replaced it with the slipper again. It
wasn’t just the heat and the punishment that did it, she thought, it was the
uncertainty; all, all of that together helped to cause the lascivious expression
that now showed on Edith’s face. Yes, Lorraine would get a splendid come from
this, and very soon—but just now it was time to startle the girl again.


“All right; it’s back to our game, my sweet miss,” she said,
in a harsher voice. She straightened up and looked down coldly.


“You seem to do your best to provoke me into thrashing you
soundly, don’t you, Miss Edith?” The ironic tone of the governess was meant to
annihilate the victim’s spirit. “Now I will tell you something else, Miss. This
morning, before he left to arrange your release into his custody and mine in
turn, Lord Chentley gave me strict orders regarding you,” she said.


And she kept the slipper moving against Edith’s backside.


“He will not see you at all until you are ready to come to
him in contrition, on your knees—yes, Edith, ready to apologize for your
behavior and rebelliousness, eager to seek his pardon and to promise him that
you will henceforth be docile. So let me hear no more of your wishes to have an
audience with him, you stubborn creature, for it will not save you from this
punishment. You only add to it when you irritate me!” Lorraine suddenly raised
the slipper on high, held it a moment, and then brought it down again and again.


Many times the fierce blow of the slipper swept across Edith
as she jerked spasmodically, twisting her bound wrists, attempting to free herself
at any cost. But the dominatrix was far too skillful not to have foreseen the
young woman’s attempts to liberate herself, and she had tied Edith’s ankles and
wrists with a cruel expertise that defied all attempts to loosen the cords.


Lorraine’s eyes devoured the flaming, palpitating,
uncontrollably twitching and contracting hemispheres of her victim’s ass. With
relish, she observed that tears of frustration were forming in Edith’s eyes,
and she gloated inwardly to hear the moans she had drawn from her new charge.
Seeing Edith’s beauty thus in bondage and under the pitiless goad of her
chastisement, seeing the black silk stockings, the deeply hollowed back, the
lovely, spirited eyes flashing at her, the features, which were even lovelier
in suffering—she knew she had a superb victim who would soon provide her with
the most intimate caresses.


And it was time for that, time at last. For the waiting was
now becoming a torment to Lorraine herself. She sat on the bed a moment, near
Edith’s head, and hiked up her petticoats and skirt, baring her legs almost
completely. The bound blonde turned her head to look up wonderingly. Lorraine
then swung her legs onto the bed, resting one on either side of Edith.


“What—what are you doing?” Edith asked. But she kept her
face sideways, not looking up at Lorraine’s crotch—which was now just above her
head.


“Oh, I think you know,” came the voice above her. It was
soft again, and insinuating. Edith felt the heat from her outraged bottom
making her whole lower half tingle. Yes, I know, she thought; and Veronica
Proctor had been right. She and Lorraine had been left to their pleasures. For
the refined and drawn-out punishment had started in her a lust she’d never
known before—and a hot flush of pleasure in her cunt.


She stared now at the white leg inches from her mouth. It
was so smooth, so soft-looking.


“Go on, my darling,” came the voice from above her. “Do what
you want to do.”


That was all Edith now needed. She pressed her full lips to
that rounded flesh, and felt the thigh push back gently against her. Then she
gave way completely, and kissed, kissed, in a furious abandon, inching


 


her way higher to where the warm goal awaited.


“Oh my, it’s so hard for you to move, with your poor hands
tied like that,” Lorraine said, and the mockery in her voice was a
humiliation—and that, too, excited Edith. Lorraine looked at Edith’s bound
wrists, and how they rested on the girl’s back—and reached out her own hand to
cover them lightly.


“I wish I could set them free, but I just don’t think it’s
time yet,” she said, moving her finger lightly between those bound wrists. The
touch thrilled both young women. “But, perhaps, if you’re very good—if your
tongue is very good—”


That tongue, Edith’s tongue, was now licking at the very
edge of Lorraine’s warm sex. Edith’s long blond hair tickled Lorraine’s thighs
deliciously, and the sensations all together made Lorraine lean back lasciviously,
against the pillows.


“Oh, yes, you’re almost there,” Lorraine said. Edith could
now taste what she knew must be the juice of Lorraine’s come, starting to issue
from her pussy. Her tongue responded to the feel and taste of it, by moving
higher, and finally pushing slightly within Lorraine’s actual pussy lips.


Now, now, it was time for the best of all, Lorraine thought.
This would be perfection. Edith was servicing her, exactly as she’d often had
to service Veronica Proctor. And during it, she could hurt Edith a little more,
too. Yes. For now Lorraine was the mistress; now she was in control; and she’d
give as good as she’d often gotten.


“Keep your tongue in there,” she whispered harshly. “Don’t
you dare move it.” She felt Edith tremble, and she felt it the best way
possible—through the movement of the girl’s tongue within her own cuntlips.


Lorraine again reached for the slipper, which she’d put down
beside her. “I’ve got the slipper,” she said. “Do you understand?” Edith
answered by pushing her tongue deeper inside Lorraine. “Yes, you know how to
talk to me,” Lorraine said. “And I know how to talk to—you.”


On the last word, the slipper descended again on Edith’s shivering
bottom. And the blows now proceeded, slowly and steadily. “You keep your tongue
working, my sweet helpless darling, and do me right,” said Lorraine. She sat up
slightly. The movement gave her punishing arm more freedom to move—and it made
her legs open more widely, pushing her crotch even more closely against Edith’s
face. Lorraine’s deepest ecstasy was beginning.


Now her lips tightened, her eyes narrowed, and, pressing her
palm again against the small of her victim’s back, she lifted the slipper and
applied two sharp, stinging blows to the top of Edith’s naked right hip.
Plaintive cries greeted each off these biting kisses of the leather sole, and
Edith twisted about in the most lascivious manner.


Pitilessly, Lorraine administered more slaps of the smooth
slipper all over Edith’s bouncing bottom-globes, attacking even the tops of the
supple, gracefully shaped upper thighs. Desperately Edith moved her hips this
way and that, tried to twist and turn and roll, but the pitiless palm of the
dominatrix pinned her to the bed, while the gleaming sole rose and fell with
seemingly unending vigor.


Yet Edith felt those blows as heat now, as fire that
centered in her cunt, not as pain. And through it all her tongue continued its
work as Lorraine told her what she wanted. “Long smooth licks, my sweet. Yes,
that’s it. Now, push it deep inside. Deeper.” She punctuated that with another
blow.


“Deeper, I said!” And Edith managed it.


Lorraine’s commands, and her scent, and her movements in response
to Edith’s tongue—they all swirled around now in Edith’s mind. She was nothing
but lust, nothing but heat below and a tongue above, and the taste of
Lorraine’s woman-come on that tongue. And the feeling of her own come building
up now.


But there was one more step before that moment. Lorraine had
one more shock to administer, one last refinement of sweet cruelty. Now she hit
down at Edith so insistently that the bound woman lifted her head and looked up
at her.


“Oh, what do you want of me?” Edith asked, with tears beginning
in her eyes. “My God, what do you want—only stop and tell me, please.


“At last,” Lorraine mockingly remarked, “you are beginning
to repent your folly. It is a painful lesson, Edith, and you have a long way to
go before you learn it fully. But I promise you I shall work with you
steadfastly to achieve that worthwhile goal. Now, as a proof of your humility,
you will kiss the slipper and thank me for having punished you. Here now, let
me see and hear you kiss this slipper which has punished you so thoroughly!”
She knew how to choose precisely the words, the inflection, the tone, which
would crush Edith’s self-esteem. Now she presented the gleaming leather sole to
the trembling lips of the blond-haired beauty.


A violent shudder of repugnance and despair ran through
Edith’s outstretched body. She began to sob distractedly, closing her eyes.
This was too much, too much. She could not bring herself to accept such debasement.
As the sole brushed her mouth, she twisted away and uttered a sobbing cry, “Oh
no, I can’t, oh it’s wretched, cruel to treat me so!”


Yet Lorraine knew it had to be. This was the crowning step.
She reached down and gripped Edith’s hair in her hand, and pulled the blonde
woman’s head inexorably closer to the slipper.


“You will kiss it,” she said, “and thank me.”


Edith’s eyes locked with hers. There was no way out, Edith
now saw. Lorraine released her hair, so that her movements would be free; that
only made the choice more humiliating.


Edith knew that. She lifted her lips slightly now, and
pressed them to the slipper. And kissed.


“And what do you say?” Lorraine insisted.


“Thank you,” Edith said, in a small, broken voice. “Thank
you for punishing me.” And so Edith drained the cup of shame to the dregs—then
looked up at Lorraine, and knew she belonged to her now. And knew what to do.


Abruptly, Edith plunged her head back where it had been. The
taste of Lorraine again thrilled her, and her tongue worked even faster than
before. Lorraine now, for the first time, moaned above her—and Edith was
thrilled. She was pleasing the woman she now served, and that was all she
wanted.


Lorraine, too, felt the change. She again reached down and
placed her hands on Edith’s bound wrists, and again pushed her finger between
them. There was no mistake: she meant she was fucking Edith, fucking her where
she was possessed and controlled. The idea made Lorraine start coming now. But
she held back, somehow, while her other hand, for the first time, reached down
and caressed Edith’s cheek where it was brushing Lorraine’s thigh.


And then Lorraine pushed her finger within Edith’s mouth.
With her restless tongue, Edith pushed that finger against Lorraine’s own
cunt—so that they both were fucking that cunt—Edith with her straining tongue,
and Lorraine with her hand.


Then Lorraine moved her hand up above her pussy, and began
gently circling one finger around the love-bud that nestled there. That, and
Edith’s tongue, would soon bring release.


Looking down, Lorraine saw that Edith’s legs were twisting
frantically. She knew what was happening, and smiled: Edith was going to come
too. Yes, with nothing touching her pussy, the bound woman was starting to
come—from the pain and the punishment, and the taste and scent of damp pussy in
her face, and the thrill of belonging to this cruel new mistress, and of
learning what pleasured both of them.


Lorraine felt her loins quiver. It was happening, yes, and
she had to bring Edith with her.


“Come, my poor hurt darling, come now,” Lorraine said.


“Oh, yes, I am, I am coming,” murmured Edith, against
Lorraine’s cunt, which now became slippery with woman-come, all over her face.
The feel of that set off the final peak of her own ecstasy—and as they
climaxed, in long quivering releases, the two of them twisted on the bed back
and forth, back and forth together, Edith’s face where it belonged, pressed
against the warmth of Lorraine’s drenched pussy.












Chapter 12


Twenty-year-old Eleanor Woods had arrived in London and for
a full week now, had been under the authority of Veronica Proctor. The lovely
brown-haired young woman had been desperately homesick, those in the household
had been friendly to her so far, especially Jennifer Carson and Lorraine
Talmadge. Soon Eleanor even began to wonder if the “discipline” she was
supposedly there to acquire would even materialize. She soon found out.


One evening, Veronica called Eleanor into her sitting room
and gave her a long, sententious lecture on what was expected of her. She would
be accountable to Veronica herself; and further, having received a note from
her employer to that effect, Veronica proposed to treat her exactly as she did
her own servants whenever they incurred her wrath.


So that there would be no mistake, she made the attractive
young woman blush with shame as she drily remarked, “You have only to ask
Jennifer and Lorraine, and they will at once acquaint you with my methods. I do
not hesitate to whip them, Miss, when they are in need of it. And though you
are twenty and though I am fully aware of your maturity, you shall be granted
absolutely no favors in this house. Those are the terms by which Matthias Hartley
sent you to me and I expect you to abide by them. So you are warned.”


Life in Veronica’s mansion became difficult after that for Eleanor
Woods, to be sure. Veronica was stern and unrelenting. At meals, Eleanor,
Jennifer and Lorraine had to eat with Veronica—for though they were of the
servant class, Jennifer and Lorraine were clearly special favorites—and Eleanor
was under Veronica’s particular guidance. Veronica always insisted that grace
first be said. Then she delivered a little sermon for the day, during which the
three girls at the table were expected to sit with bowed heads, silent and
motionless until she deigned to let the meal begin.


There were constant admonitions about keeping the room tidy,
about propriety of dress for outdoors, about the tone of speech with which
young ladies should address their elders, and so on. Soon, Eleanor Woods
realized that she was being more harshly tyrannized than she had ever been at
home in Albany.


On the Thursday in the week after her arrival, her severe
guardian dispatched her to the greengrocer on Smollet Road with a neatly
handwritten list of staple and a number of detailed comments on the way she
wished the vegetables to be selected and the sugar to be parceled out. Eleanor
listened dutifully, blushing while those severe blue eyes rested on her with
cold disdain; never before had she felt so much a child despite her twenty
years.


As she was carrying her parcels back home, she stumbled and
would have fallen had it not been for the help of an amiable young man who
caught her just as she was about to fall.


“I say there, Miss, that was a close one!” he exclaimed. He
righted her and helped her adjust her parcels. Then, in a spirit of gallantry,
he offered, “Please allow me to carry some of those, at least. It was my fault
you almost fell.”


“Oh no, it was mine, I didn’t see that sudden step there,”
Eleanor Woods blushingly responded.


“Oh come on, I do insist. Here, let me take these, and that
heavy one—there, that’s more like it. Now just you guide me to where you live,
and I’ll have you delivered safe and sound as a bright new penny!” he chuckled.


Eleanor’s blushes were not so much from modesty as from secret
delight at his pleasant manner. Besides, he was extremely good-looking.


“I say,” he inquired after a moment as they set forth on the
return journey, “can you be a Yank?”


“Oh yes, I’m afraid I am. I come from Albany, New York,” Eleanor
volunteered.


“What a lark! And what do you think of jolly old London?”


“I guess—I’ve only been here a week and I guess I’m still
homesick,” she suddenly confided.


“That’s a shame. There’s so much that one can enjoy here.
The museums and the theater, and just walks. Soho is very exciting and very
colorful. I say now, Miss, my name is Frank Posenby. I’m going to be an
architect. Oh, not Sir Christopher Wren, but at least I’ll have a sporting go
at it. Anyway, I’m lucky, because my father has an office and is very well
known in London. I’m working for him as an apprentice, you see.”


Eleanor warmed to this candid, friendly young man. He had
curly brown hair and a trim little moustache. He was six feet tall, sturdy, and
had a pleasant smile and warm, twinkling eyes—oh, how different from Veronica
Proctor’s! He was twenty-five, and it was true about his father: Alexander
Posenby was quite famous as an architect.


“My name is Eleanor Woods,” she found herself telling him.
“My employers sent me here to receive polishing and training as a servant. They
say that there’s nowhere like England for obtaining such training.” She
couldn’t bring herself to utter the horrid word “discipline”—or to reveal her
fears as to what her “training” would really involve. “But I do feel sometimes
rather like a schoolgirl in a very strict school.”


“It must be simply dreadful for you, Miss Eleanor,” he said
deferentially.


She was instantly charmed by his manners, and when she
caught him looking at her admiringly, she really did blush violently and
lowered her eyes.


“Do you suppose—no, I shouldn’t be so bold, really—but I was
going to say, it’s true I’ve only known you a few minutes, but you’re at liberty
to find out about me and see if I’m telling you the truth about who I really
am. What I’m getting at, oh dash it all anyway, is that I’d like very much to
see you again. I feel that as a Londoner I ought to make up to you for your
homesickness and take you around to see the sights. Do you think it is
possible?”


“I—I should like that very much. But I had better speak to
Mrs. Proctor.”


“A grown woman like you needing permission? Oh my gracious,
I am certain that you are quite capable of deciding for yourself, Miss Eleanor,”
he chuckled merrily.


“But it’s true,” she said in a forlorn voice. “You see, I’m
here in sort of disgrace.”


“I don’t understand.”


“Well, it’s just that in America I participated in a rally
for the cause of granting the right to vote to women, and then there was a
parade on the campus and I marched with the other girls carrying a banner. I
also got up in class and told the teacher what I thought.”


“Good for you! As it happens, I share your views. I think we
men are a befuddled lot of timid sheep, afraid to give the vote to women. We
want to keep them in the darkness as if we were back in the Middle Ages.”


“Do you really feel that way?” Eleanor asked delightedly.
“Oh, it’s so good to find a man at last who can talk sensibly about this
without flying into a rage. My employer Mr. Hartley, was very angry.


“With all due respect to your employer, Miss Eleanor, I
think he is very much mistaken and behind the times. Well now, I absolutely
insist on taking you out some evening, perhaps to dinner and then perhaps to
the theater, and we can air our views further,” Frank Posenby enthusiastically
proposed.


“That would be lovely! Can you—would you speak to Mrs.
Proctor? I think it would be better if she met you and approved of my going out
with you,” Eleanor said, a little flustered by all the attention this very
handsome young man was giving her.


“Of course I shall. Sometime very soon,” he said.


“That would be very nice. Here is the house now, and thank
you ever so much for helping me, Mr. Posenby.”


“I will help you with your packages and knock at the door
for you,” he declared.


“Oh, please, I don’t think—I don’t think you’d better,”
she gasped, turning a vivid red again. “I don’t know what she’ll think
about my talking to you in the street. She might think it very improper.”


“Oh dash it all, Eleanor, this is 1907, and the days of good
old Queen Victoria are gone. At any rate, it was very pleasant meeting you, and
I shall certainly call soon.” He tipped his hat and strode away. Eleanor stared
happily after him, and then moved toward the door. But it was flung open by
Veronica Proctor, who was glowering with anger.


“Come in here at once, Miss! The very idea, standing there
with everyone gawking at you, talking to some strange man in the street! I do declare,
I can understand how Mr. Hartley became exasperated with you!”


“But, Mrs. Proctor, he—”


“Not another word! I shall have something to say with you after
supper, you be certain. As it happens, Jennifer and Lorraine are to be punished
this evening, and you shall join them,” was the startling and horrifying
decree.


A bit later, Veronica summoned Jennifer and Lorraine to her
bedroom to prepare them for the evening’s event. She was standing by a window
seat, looking out, when the two entered quietly; but she heard them.


“Shut the door behind you, girls,” she commanded, without
turning around. Jennifer obeyed. Then the two stood there, silent.


When Veronica spoke, her voice was harsh. “I trust the American
is still confined to her room—you do know that I ordered her there, after her
display of independence and unseemly flirtatiousness, this afternoon?”


“Oh yes, madam,” replied the petite blonde, Lorraine. “She’s
been in there. Sobbing, too.”


Turning, Veronica permitted herself a smile. “Good. Then
she’s already preparing her mind for humility and chastisement. And believe
me,” she added, “those will be the order of the day, a bit later on.”


Jennifer darted a glance at Lorraine. Although the two were
Veronica’s special pets, and even were permitted to deal out discipline as well
as receive it—still, they feared her. The beautiful blonde treated them in ways
that they found ultimately pleasurable; but the steps on the way to that
pleasure were always uncertain. The thought of that often rendered them
slightly frightened, as now.


“Come here,” Veronica ordered, and her tone gave them no reassurance.
They took the few steps necessary to reach her, then stood there, hesitantly.


“Kneel down,” Veronica said. Jennifer obeyed instantly, but
Lorraine—who often showed a streak of rebellion—looked questioningly at her
mistress.


Veronica stepped closer to her. With her cold yet sensual
face a few inches from the smaller woman, she said quietly, “You belong to me.
My property. And I want my property a bit lower, right now.” As she spoke, she
reached out and grasped the girl’s arm. And squeezed it painfully.


Oh, thought Lorraine. So it’s game time. The pain, as
always, brought a slight quivering to her loins—which made her dare yet
further. “Property?” she murmured. Below, she felt Jennifer surreptitiously tugging
at her skirt. She knew what Jennifer feared: Her show of resistance might
result in harsher treatment for both of them. But Lorraine didn’t move.


Veronica’s grip tightened a little more. “Yes,” she said. “I
own all of you. This,”—she touched Jennifer’s lips—“And this,”—she brushed her
hand against the girl’s hips—“And these, too.” Her hands now sought and found
the girl’s nipples through the maid’s black dress and the neat while apron that
covered it.


“Please, Lorraine, don’t fight,” Jennifer couldn’t help
bursting out, but the other two ignored her.


Veronica found Lorraine’s nipples erect, as she’d suspected.
Lorraine was always quick to start. “So if I want to play with these, you see,
I can,” she said, and began twisting the swollen buds gently, gently, but with
a hint of cruelty in her touch.


“You can?” said Lorraine, in a low voice. Her face was
flushed; she felt a quiver of sensuality run through her.


“Oh yes,” Veronica said, and twisted a bit harder. “Yes, I
can. And I can use them to bring you down, too, my girl.” She was giving the
girl pleasure, not pain, but now she started an insistent pressure downward
which would soon hurt, if Lorraine remained obstinately standing.


And Lorraine did; she even gave her head a toss as if to
say. You don’t frighten me. But Veronica’s fingers were inexorable. They played
thrillingly, yes, and the feeling of those fingers against her two delicate
fullnesses was building a pressure that made her head swim, wonderfully—yet
mingled with that was an increasing discomfort. And that quickly turned into
pain. She flinched.


Veronica smiled at that. “Don’t fight it, my little blonde
darling. You are mine, indeed. Do you see?” And with those last words she
twisted the girl’s now-swollen buds almost harshly, at the same time tugging
downwards with real force. And to complete her conquest, she opened her mouth
and placed it over the girl’s, for a startling moment. It was more a possession
than a kiss—and then she drew back.


Conquered several ways at once, Lorraine did sink—fell, almost—to
her knees. Her breasts tingled, and she wondered what came next.


“That’s better,” Veronica said. “Now. The young American
will be receiving her first lesson tonight and I must warn you that you two
serve as examples, not as instructors.”


“What do you mean?” Jennifer dared to ask, though she suspected
the answer.


“Why, I mean that you’ll be chastised yourselves,” Veronica
answered. “You may be frightened at the thought, frightened like schoolgirls.
Don’t hide that from her; your fear will terrify her. And don’t let her suspect
you ever enjoyed the punishment—or have given punishment yourself. No, that may
come later; more surprises for young Eleanor.”


The veiled promise that they, too, might work their sexual
wills on the beautiful American—“later”—sent a thrill through both kneeling
girls.


“Just to make sure,” Veronica went on, “we’ll practice.
Now.”


They looked up, questioningly. “Heads down!” she commanded,
and they obeyed. And then, they obeyed everything, as Veronica demonstrated her
power over them.


“Turn your heads to face each other. Now Lorraine, lick Jennifer’s
face. Like a cat.” Lorraine obeyed, her delicate pink tongue traveling over
Jennifer’s lips and cheeks, and lingering over the tender places near the ears
and on the dark-haired girl’s fine jaw line.


“But you, Jennifer, you don’t like it one bit,” said
Veronica mockingly. “So you ...” And she reached down, took Jennifer’s hand,
and with it slapped Lorraine’s face—just hard enough to sting. The small blonde,
startled, drew back.


“Lorraine, you want revenge, so put your little hand under
Jennifer’s dress,” Veronica ordered, looking down at them with a cruel smile.
“And pull—gently, now—on her sweet hairs. Yes, those hairs.” Lorraine lifted
Jennifer’s skirt enough to slip her arm under it, pushed thrillingly through
the delicacies of layered undergarments, then felt a warm thigh; and her
knowing fingertips circled knowingly on that warm thigh until they found their
goal. It was damp; she smiled secretly at Jennifer, then leaned over to her
friend, and whispered quickly, “I’m wet too.” As she did, her fingers began
teasing Jennifer’s pussy as ordered.


“What?” Veronica burst out. “Secrets? There’ll be no secrets
from your mistress.” She reached down and twisted Jennifer’s hair roughly,
pulling the girl’s head back. “What did the blonde whore say to you, Jennifer?”
she demanded.


Jennifer’s eyes flashed up at her. “She’s wet,” she answered
harshly.


“Oh, I’ll bet she is,” Veronica said; and to Lorraine,
firmly, snapped out, “Don’t stop what you’re doing to her. And put your fingers
in now, dip them into that wet you’re making inside her.” Veronica now released
the pressure on Jennifer’s hair, but kept her fingers running through it. “Now
we’re both playing with your hair, aren’t we, Jennifer?” she asked. “And you
like it so much.”


Jennifer was already entering the first stage of climax; she
had been excited since entering the room, and this sensual play-acting made her
almost unbearably aroused. But she waited for more, shutting her eyes, the
better to concentrate on Lorraine’s wonderful hand. Now three fingers were
inside her, moving in exquisite circles, while Lorraine’s thumb had begun a
delicious back-and-forth against the love-bud above her pussy—and then suddenly
her bottomhole felt pressure too. Lorraine’s little finger was beginning to
probe it.


“Aren’t you jealous, Lorraine?” Veronica asked. “Don’t you
wish someone would do that to you—and make you twist like that?” For some
moments, they watched as Jennifer helplessly moved her hips, in response to the
erotic thrills that coursed through her. Soon she threw her head back and began
turning it from side to side too; that meant she was near coming, Veronica
knew—and that was too easy.


So Veronica quickly said, “That’s quite enough of that.”
Then she reached down and roughly pulled Lorraine’s hand from under Jennifer.
Jennifer’s eyes opened wide, and she looked frantically from the girl next to
her to the woman standing over her. “Please; please don’t stop now,” she
begged.


Ignoring her. Veronica spoke to Lorraine. “Now put that wet
hand up into yourself. Put Jennifer’s wetness right up into your cunt.”
Lorraine complied, then sighed heavily as her hand stretched wide over her own
crotch. What she’d been doing to Jennifer, her busy fingers now did to
herself—to her own cunt, her own love-button, her own tight bottom.


Frustrated, Jennifer reached for her own crotch, but
Veronica quickly seized both the girls’ hands. “Wait your turn, you little
whore,” she said. Hiking up her own clothing, Veronica pressed one of
Jennifer’s hands to her mound—then began rubbing herself with it. The other
hand she placed on Lorraine’s breast; then put her own hand over it. Only
Jennifer had no hands caressing her.


“You can’t stand it, can you, Jennifer?” Veronica said
cruelly, between heavy breaths—for her own climax was now underway. “Look at
me. I’m using your little hand to make myself come; and I will soon. Oh yes,
very soon. And I’ll keep you squeezing Lorraine’s breast, while she hand-fucks
herself into coming too.”


“Yes, yes, squeeze my tit; my tit,” Lorraine said, then
began quivering violently, moaning, “Yes, yes, yes.”


Veronica watched Lorraine starting to come. In moments, she
felt the first twinges that signalled her own orgasm. At the same time, she congratulated
herself at keeping Jennifer unsatisfied: it was frustration that made Jennifer’s
hand start fucking her willingly—fast, and almost violently. And it was
working: the fingers reached deep within Veronica, and she felt her cunt walls
pulsing against them. And to her surprise, Jennifer’s thumb teased and then
penetrated Veronica’s sensitive rear opening. She began the deep shudders that
meant she’d soon find release.


It was delicious—and it was delicious to look down at Jennifer’s
heavy-lidded gaze of longing. “Just—you—wait—your turn,” Veronica gasped. Then
she heard Lorraine cry out, “Now, now, oh, fuck, oh fuck me!” and cry it out
again. As Lorraine shook in the throes of climax, Veronica gave way to her own,
losing all sense of where she was for a few glorious moments.


Then she too sank to her knees, so that all three were
kneeling in a circle. But Jennifer was weeping in frustration.


There was silence for awhile. Then Veronica said, “Very
well, Lorraine. It’s Jennifer’s turn.” She then had both girls lie on their
sides, facing each other, head to crotch. She lifted Jennifer’s skirts and petticoats—then
tore away the girl’s underclothing. The girl’s smooth ass and dark-haired mound
were glorious to see.


With her face inches from that mound, Lorraine looked up at
Veronica and licked her lips meaningfully.


“May I begin?” she asked. Veronica nodded. Lorraine slowly
pushed out her tongue, smiling up at Veronica—then with a sudden movement
pressed her face fully against Jennifer’s dark triangle of hair. Her hands
gripped Jennifer’s shivering hips as though she couldn’t get enough—and she
sent her tongue lapping far, far up inside the long-suffering girl’s pussy.


Seeing Jennifer gasp in shock under Lorraine’s sudden erotic
attack, Veronica couldn’t hold back. She whispered into Jennifer’s ear, “I know
what you want.” Then she tore off Jennifer’s upper clothing, and lay across the
girl’s smooth stomach. She quickly licked the firm breasts and erect red
nipples—and then lowered her mouth around one warm, desire-swollen bud.


Jennifer bucked and tossed, as the two women worked on her.
Veronica teased the nipple mercilessly, sucking it strongly into her mouth and
running her tongue back and forth, back and forth. And Lorraine now moved her
head in long sweeping movements, as she licked from Jennifer’s erect
love-button, down into her drenched pussy, and past it—to push her tongue-tip
down into the crack of Jennifer’s plump behind, and even into her tight
bottomhole. Then Lorraine did it all again.


Jennifer became dizzy, practically choking with satiated
desire as they went on and on, her moaning and thrashing inciting them still further—till
finally she screamed, “Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me. Now!” And then, at last, she
lay back, with her warm slickness all over Lorraine’s lips and tongue. Veronica
gently removed her lips from Jennifer’s nipple and planted a kiss on the girl’s
half-opened lips.


“Yes, my dear,” Veronica said. “Worth the wait, wasn’t it?”
And placed a possessive hand on the girl’s satiated mound, as Jennifer smiled
in response.


“That should help you remember, both of you, how to behave
with young Eleanor,” Veronica said finally.


Dinner was a dismal affair. Eleanor Woods could hardly bring
herself to eat a bite of food. She observed that Jennifer and Lorraine were
morose, and said very little throughout the meal. Veronica Proctor, however,
ate with grim satisfaction, though remaining equally silent.


When the meal was finally concluded, Veronica rose and,
glancing at her two favorites and her new charge, curtly commanded, “All three
of you young ladies will follow me to my bedroom. We have an accounting to
settle.”


“But please, madam,” Eleanor vainly tried to placate the
stern woman.


She got no further. With a cold stare at her, Veronica interposed,
“That will be quite enough, Eleanor. I shall deal with you upstairs. Now come
along, all of you.”


Her face flamed violently as she followed the tall
dark-haired Jennifer and the small blonde Lorraine up the stairs. The other two
held hands and seemed frightened, she noticed. At the top of the stairs they
glanced at each other uneasily, their eyes already suspiciously moist. Eleanor
felt a sickening sensation take hold in the pit of her stomach at the terrible
thought that she might again be subjected to the humiliating and painful ordeal
of corporal punishment.


Once inside the ornately furnished bedroom, Veronica Proctor
closed and locked the door, put the key into a drawer of her dresser, and then
turned to confront the culprits. “Jennifer and Lorraine, you both know why you
are here, don’t you?”


“Yes, madam,” said Jennifer. Lorraine only nodded. And they
both, indeed, behaved like frightened schoolgirls. Indeed, that was exactly
what Veronica had told them to do earlier that day. But their compliance didn’t
necessarily mean she would spare them—and they knew that.


“As for you, Eleanor, I have not been entirely pleased with
your stay here. You seem to show a certain resentment of me, which is certainly
no fault of mine. I have been kind enough to accept you as a kind of protégé at
your employer’s wish. I know also how improper you behaved back in your home
city, and it was your employer’s desire that you be subjected to discipline at
my behest. I had thought this evening to have you watch Jennifer and Lorraine
receive their punishments, but when I saw you this afternoon standing there on
the street talking to that strange man, I knew that the time had come to deal
with you just as strictly as I do with my own servants. You shall be whipped also,
and you shall be whipped last so that the example Lorraine and Jennifer will
afford you may, I sincerely .hope, be salutary.”


“Oh no—you aren’t going to whip me. No, I won’t stand for
it! I’m twenty, you have no right—” Eleanor gasped.


“I have every right, Miss,” Veronica coldly countered. “I
have your employer’s letter, and I have the evidence of my own eyes. I can
assure you that if Jennifer or Lorraine had so misbehaved as to speak to a
strange young man on the street without my permission, they would be in for a
great deal more than they are already going to receive. And if need be, they
will help me hold you while I punish you. I think, considering your age, you
had best submit quietly and take your deserved correction. Now then, Lorraine,
tell me why you are here for punishment.”


In fact, there were no reasons, but part of the game was
that they had to be supplied. The taffy-haired younger woman looked down at the
floor, shifted nervously from foot to foot, and then quavered, “For raising my
voice when I was talking to Jennifer, for not keeping my room tidy, and for
being sometimes disrespectful when I spoke to you.


“That is quite correct. And you Jennifer?”


The dark-haired, buxom, nineteen-year-old gulped nervously,
and in a hardly audible voice, replied, “Because I was neglecting my chores and
because I put rice powder on my cheeks when you said I shouldn’t, Madam.”


“Again, correct. Very well, Lorraine, you may prepare. Jennifer,
you shall be next, and you, Eleanor, as I have already said.” With this, the
domineering mistress folded her arms and walked over to the straight-backed
chair. Meanwhile, young Lorraine Talmadge, tears edging down her cheeks, had
already begun to loft her skirt and petticoats. Veronica seated herself in the
chair, seized the girl by an earlobe and drew her across her lap.


Then she completed her preparations. Rolling up skirt and petticoats
well up on the girl’s back, she exposed a compact pair of saucy ovals snugged
in a pair of pink batiste drawers. Ordering Lorraine to hold up her own
clothes, Veronica now attacked this final veil of modesty and soon had the
drawers tugged down to Lorraine’s knees, exposing a tawny-sheened skin which
was extremely sensitive and mobile, judging from the frantic contractions which
Lorraine’s bottom muscles began to make. Now, tucking Lorraine’s waist in with
her left arm, Veronica used her right hand to apply a very vigorous and
stinging smackbottom, and it was not long before Lorraine began to twist and
kick her long slim legs and beg for mercy.


“Mercy?” asked Veronica, staring at Eleanor, whose face
showed both amazement and fear, as she looked on. “I’m the wrong one to supply
that.”


After the handspanking, Lorraine was sent to the dresser to
bring back an old-fashioned black wooden hairbrush.


She found it quickly, and brought it back to Veronica.
Eleanor certainly realized what was about lo transpire, but could scarcely
believe what she was seeing.


“Kneel,” said Veronica, tapping the brush impatiently
against her thigh.


Lorraine glanced at Eleanor, as though to say, Do you see
what kind of things are in store for you? And then the little blonde knelt
before Veronica. In despair, Eleanor saw complete submission in every aspect of
Lorraine’s behavior. Even her kneeling was completely abject; she bent her head
forward—like a slave. Eleanor thought—and put her hands behind her and
together. As though the wrists were bound, Eleanor thought; that girl is
remembering what it’s like to be tied up.


And Lorraine certainly was as motionless as though bound. Eleanor
glanced at Jennifer, who was standing absolutely still also. Jennifer looked at
her and nodded slightly, as though to say, Yes, this is how it is here.


Then Veronica asked, “What do you say now?” And Lorraine’s
voice was barely audible as she said, “Please—please finish my punishment off
with the hairbrush.”


“And?” Veronica’s voice was harsh.


“And I will kiss it when you have done, my mistress,”
Lorraine half-whispered, Eleanor was astounded.


“Then come up here,” Veronica commanded. “Pull up your skirt
and petticoats and gel back over my lap with your smooth bottom ready for what
it deserves.” And Lorraine obeyed.


Ten spanks with the hairbrush left her kicking and wriggling
frantically. When it was over, to Eleanor’s amazement Lorraine actually did
kneel down again and kiss the hairbrush and thank Veronica for having taken
such trouble with her. This done, she retreated to one of the corners of the
room, where she stood facing it, holding up skirt and petticoats to expose her
inflamed young bottom.


Jennifer was now called for her reckoning, and had already begun
to sniffle and to blush violently. She had to remove her skirt and the two
petticoats, and stood, a buxom beauty, in black silk stockings with elastic
garters, and a pair of gray batiste knickers with lacy flounces around the
hems. Then, to Eleanor’s startled horror, Jennifer had to lower these knickers
down to her knee hollows, and assume the shameful posture over Veronica’s lap.


Jennifer then received a far more vigorous handspanking. Eleanor
found herself counting, fascinated despite being horrified. At least thirty
slaps rained down on the pale, plump round globes, and Jennifer was soon
sobbing and pleading for mercy.


She too had to fetch the hairbrush, kneel down and ask that
it be used upon her, then reassume the posture and hold up her own clothes to
bare her flaming behind. Again, ten good stinging spanks, drew tears and feverish
promises to be good from the lovely penitent.


Then she too was bidden to stand in an opposite corner and
keep her clothes up so that everyone could see her well-spanked bottom.


And now it was Eleanor’s turn. She froze as if her legs had
turned to stone; she couldn’t move when Veronica commanded her sternly to prepare
just as the other two had done.


And then Eleanor broke down. “Please, please,” she begged.
“I have done nothing wrong. I do not deserve such treatment. I merely spoke lo
the young man! I cannot—you cannot—you must spare me. Please!” .


It availed her nothing. She was threatened with a birching,
and with the further shame of having Lorraine and Jennifer hold her wrists
while it was being applied.


And so, dying of shame and her face streaked with tears, the
young woman miserably unfastened her skirt and look off her petticoats—at
Veronica’s express command—and laid herself over Veronica to have her drawers
tugged down and her beautiful bottom upturned in all its vulnerable nudity.


The handspanking was prolonged and painful, and despite Eleanor’s
resolve to take it bravely, she could not help kicking and squirming and
wailing in pain as that hand came down again and again without respite, till
all of her bottom was a flaming mass of stinging, flesh. And then it was her
turn to go to the dresser and bring back the hairbrush, to kneel down and say
those mortifying words.


Now Veronica clamped her right leg over Eleanor’s calves,
pinned the girl’s wrists with her left hand, and commenced to spank. She
counted aloud herself, and Eleanor cried out and pleaded for mercy brokenly,
the tears streaming down her face, as the count went from ten to fifteen,
thence lo twenty.


And then, reaching the nadir of despair, she was obliged lo
kneel down, lo kiss the hairbrush and to thank Veronica in a quavering faint
voice for having spanked her so well.


What was more, when Veronica finally allowed the three culprits
to lower their clothes and go back to their rooms, she added sarcastically, “If
you have any romantic notions about seeing that fellow again, Miss, I advise
you to think twice. He will not be permitted in this house and you will not be
allowed to have any sort of communication with him, is that understood?”


It would have been nice to see him again, Eleanor thought,
once alone in her room. She even had a secret desire for something: Eleanor
wanted to have sex with him.


She had thought about sex with a man often, and now and then
she masturbated while entertaining delicious thoughts of fucking. At her home
in America there had been many nights when she had climbed into her bed thinking
about some handsome man. She had felt her firm breasts with her own hands,
imagining that some tall man was doing that to her. She had clasped her fingers
around her nipples and pulled on them. She had felt the pleasure there, as well
as the pleasure of putting her finger into her cunt and making herself come.


But her spirit was crushed now, and she wondered when she
would ever be able to get away and be with a man.


She thought back on the times she had brought herself to ecstasy.
She thought about the dampness of her pussy and how the moisture had oozed
against her fingers as she ran them up and down on the mouth of her cunt. And
every time that she had masturbated there had always been a mental picture of
some man with his prick long and still.


Thinking about the ways that she would pleasure her lover,
she would work her finger into her cunt and feel her body throb and pulse with
delight. She would envision a prick growing and trembling, then entering her
cunt and pumping inside her.


She would run one hand up and down on her body, touching her
tits and fingering her mouth, as the other hand rubbed her cunt and fingered
her clit.


Her clit would seem to be engulfed in fiery waves as she
pounded the digit into herself some more and then finally she would come. She
turned her mind to these thoughts, but still wondered when she’d get to
actually touch and love a man. Not soon, she thought.












Chapter 13


But it would be sooner than she thought. For a few nights
later, as Eleanor lay restless in her room again, she was the subject of a
discussion between Veronica Proctor and her obedient husband, Sidney.


It was late, and they were in bed. As was customary with
them, Veronica was providing Sidney with the latest details of her discipline
and how it was proceeding.


“So the young Edith has proven quite a willing student after
all, Sidney,” Veronica said. Her fingers had been toying with his penis for
quite some time as she spoke; she liked to keep him half-aroused for a long
time.


“I gather Lorraine has fully taken control of her?” he
asked. “That sounds quite satisfactory.”


“Yes, it is,” Veronica said. “The young woman should return
to Lord Chentley in quite a submissive frame of mind. And should provide him
with much pleasure over the years, if he proceeds to keep her properly
disciplined.”


Sidney’s hand rubbed gently over one of Veronica’s breasts.
“I always thought that many of these young women, with their talk of winning
the vole, were in fact restless due to sexual frustration.” he said.


“Perhaps,” she said. “I certainly know that my methods prove
to keep them happy, so far as I can tell.”


“And what about that young Irishwoman?” said Sidney.


“Oh yes, your special favorite,” said Veronica, smiling.


“Not really,” he protested.


She moved on her side and pulled his penis gently against
her bottomcheeks, “You certainly liked doing this to young Miss Gillian.”


“Oh, that, yes,” he agreed, thrusting gently. “And how is
her progress?”


“The fiery redhead has learned her place, I believe,”
Veronica said. “Her employer, Mr. Farnow, should be quite happy when she returns.
And this,” she said, reaching back to grip his cock and touch it
against her bottomhole, “should prove an unexpected skill that he may not have
expected the young woman to acquire.”


“I suppose she’s also good at this, though,”
Sidney said, suddenly rolling her over and pushing his hoi cock far up into her
cunt. As he’d expected, it was already smoothly lubricated for him.


“Indeed she is,” Veronica whispered into his ear. “But
there’s another one who’s learned her lessons most recently of all.”


“Oh?” Sidney said, pushing in and out. “Would she like this
now?”


Veronica suddenly pulled herself off him. He was startled,
but didn’t protest. As always, he knew there’d be ample rewards for patience,
and for satisfying Veronica’s program for him. “I think she might,” she said,
reaching down to tease him. “It’s the American—Eleanor Woods. You’ve seen her;
she’s lovely. And I think she’s longing for what you’ve got here.” She squeezed
the hot flesh she was holding; Sidney shut his eyes, and held back.


“You see,” Veronica continued, “I’ve learned from talking to
her that the couple she worked for would occasionally play with her—together.
Does that sound interesting?”


“Yes, it does.” Now he himself pushed her hand off him, gently.
If she kept on, he knew he’d explode—and the conversation definitely seemed to
promise that waiting would be wise.


“All right then, perhaps we should visit her room now,” she
said, smiling at him. “I believe the poor thing might be homesick, and perhaps
we could provide a bit of—what she’s used to. She ought to enjoy it all even
better, now that she’s learned a little discipline.”


The two looked at each other a moment. “Let’s go,” he said,
his voice thick with lustful anticipation. The American was stunning, a
dark-haired lush beauty, slim and with a full body that promised every sort of
delight. Oh yes, Sidney had seen her all right, but hadn’t said a word to the
young woman; now, perhaps he’d do a lot more. Quickly, Sidney rose and slipped
a dressing gown over his naked body. Veronica did the same, and he reveled in
the glimpses of stunning nudity her motions provided.


They stepped out of the room into the quiet of the darkened
hallway, with Veronica leading the way. Suddenly she paused—Sidney did too—and
then he felt her hand slip beneath his gown. “I see you’re still thick enough
to give me an easy handle,” she whispered, and then laughed. Her fingers
slipped up and down slightly on his still-erect pole, and it was all Sidney
could do to stop from throwing her to the ground then and there and finding
sweet release. Yet this was all part of the game—and release would be the
sweeter when he achieved it.


She walked forward, then, slowly and deliberately, leading
him by his manhood; and fondling it as she went.


In the room they were making their way toward, Eleanor had
been tossing in her bed. Sensual thoughts had been filling her mind, especially
since no one in the household had satisfied her needs for several days.
Veronica had purposely wanted to keep Eleanor waiting; and had told both Jennifer
and Lorraine to ignore her. So Eleanor was restless; and lay at this moment
with the light in the room on, so that she could look down lustfully at her own
stunning body. Her legs were widespread, and one hand rubbed in small circles
on her mound; the other flicked gently at one nipple, then the other. She was
imagining that the finger was Jennifer’s mouth, and that the hand belonged to a
handsome young soldier—and then ...


The knock at the door. Eleanor sat upright; guilty and
startled.


“Who is it?” she asked of the doorway. And hurriedly, she
straightened her tangled bedclothes as she spoke.


“It is your mistress,” came the voice through the door. The
tone of command caused a stirring in Eleanor. She sensed that this visit would
bring her what she needed.


“Let us in immediately,” Veronica said. “I am not accustomed
to be kept waiting by servants.”


“Yes, Mrs. Proctor, right away,” Eleanor left the bed
quickly, and fastened her nightgown’s ribbons and belt around her with nervous
fingers. She opened the door, and was startled to see that Sidney was with Veronica.


“This is my husband, Eleanor,” Veronica said. “We thought
we’d pay you a much-deserved visit.”


“But it’s—late,” Eleanor protested feebly. Veronica ignored
her and strode quickly into the room, followed by Sidney.


“We thought we should have a conference about you, my dear,”
Veronica said. “You have some habits that may need correcting, or at least
better shaping. For instance, you’ve kept your light on, but I see no book open
by your bed. What did you need to see at this hour?” And Veronica’s eyes stared
at her, as though she knew exactly what the light had been illuminating.
Eleanor dropped her eyes, silently.


“Well, never mind,” Veronica went on. “Apparently your employers,
Mr. and Mrs. Hartley, were often in the habit of—jointly disciplining you.”


Veronica had walked over to the bed. Eleanor stood
nervously, looking from her mistress to Sidney, who had remained by the door.
Yes, it was coming; Veronica was about to say so. She’d by played with, by a
man and woman both. Her loins, already damp from the ministrations of her
fingers, quivered.


“So we thought perhaps—” Veronica paused. “But I wonder; is
there a certain scent in this room, Sidney? A familiar scent?”


Could it be? Could Veronica really detect the aroma of Eleanor’s
womanly arousal? Had it suffused the bedclothes sufficiently for that? Or was
the woman just saying what she suspected?


“Yes,” Sidney said. “I believe so. And I think it comes from
there.” He pointed to the bed. And walked over to it.


“Oh yes,” Veronica said, throwing back the bedclothes fully.
“I think this young woman has been naughty with herself. I can just tell, especially
if I sit where she had been.” She sat on the bed, and Sidney joined her. “Come
here!” she commanded Eleanor.


Eleanor walked over and stood, waiting. Her legs trembled
slightly.


“Young lady,” Veronica said, “Mr. Proctor and I were discussing
your employer’s habits, as I said, and hoping you’d henceforth submit to their
sort of discipline even more willingly, now that you have the benefit of my
training. And now the fact that you have been pleasuring yourself means that
this is an opportunity to find out.”


“Whatever do you mean, madam?” Eleanor asked, hardly daring
to meet her mistress’ eyes.


“I can tell right now that you are still in a state of
arousal,” Veronica replied curtly. “For one thing, your flushed look betrays
you. Come here.” Hesitantly, Eleanor approached the bed. She knew what was coming.


“I agree with you, my dear,” Sidney said, in a low voice. Excited,
yet a little scared, Eleanor was grateful the couple was so attractive. If
indeed, they would behave as Lucy and Matthias Hartley had behaved, she felt
frightened, yes, but full of lascivious anticipation.


“Now permit me to determine if my wife is in fact correct,”
Sidney went on. And with that, she felt his hand grip lightly around her calf.


“Mr. Proctor, I believe that’s not right of you to do,” she
said in a weak voice.


“Nonsense,” Veronica said. “It’s very right.” And Veronica
moved down on the bed, and then Eleanor felt a smaller, cooler woman’s hand on
her other leg.


“You really must place those legs a little wider,” Veronica
added. And Eleanor did as ordered, spreading her legs further apart to accommodate
their shifting grasps. She felt slightly dizzy. Oh yes, this would be as good
as what happened in Albany; maybe better. “Wider!” Veronica snapped. “And shut
your eyes!”


Eleanor obeyed, and soon found herself barely able to slay upright—with
her eyes closed, her legs spread wide, and her whole lower body trembling as
with excitement, as the two relentless hands rose ever higher. They seemed to
leave trails of heat up the fine skin of her upper legs as they did so.


“She’s unsteady,” Sidney remarked. Eleanor kept her eyes
shut. “Let’s prop her up.” She felt the larger hand, which must be Sidney’s,
slide abruptly to her mound, and begin pressing heavily against her there. A
moment later, the smaller hand ascended, too, and pushed against the division
between her plump rear cheeks.


“She’s failing,” Veronica said. “She looks ready to totter.”


“Nonsense, she can take this easily,” Sidney said, in a
strangely choked voice that—Eleanor knew—meant he was beginning a higher lever
of arousal. Now their other hands joined in; his pressed against the small of Eleanor’s
back, and Veronica’s slipped up to one of Eleanor’s breasts, where it began
slowly and lightly tantalizing the nipple between a thumb and finger. Eleanor
shut her eyes more lightly, in order to feel the sensations more acutely.


“She’s got no strength at all, Sidney,” Eleanor hear
Veronica say. “Why, you’re just like a cloth doll, aren’t you, Eleanor?” the
voice went on.


“Yes, ma’am,” Eleanor murmured. She did indeed feel limp.
Now the hand on her breast suddenly departed—and immediately she felt a thumb
plunge suddenly into her mouth. Unhesitatingly, without thinking, she began sucking
on it greedily. Meanwhile, her own weight pressed even more heavily on her
now-quivering legs, and involuntarily she began moving into a squatting
position. That spread her legs even further apart—giving the probing hands more
room to work. The one on her mound began circling, providing extra friction on
the love bud above her sex. The one behind pushed more deeply into her rear
cleft, despite the resistance offered by her knickers.


“Look, Sidney,” Veronica said. “She’s sinking downward, unable
to even stand upright. You know what that means.”


“Yes I do,” he said. Now she did indeed collapse onto her
knees, and rapidly everything changed around her. As Veronica moved behind her
and took firm hold of her shoulders, Sidney stood in front of her and began
pressing his groin into her face. She could fee! his heat on her cheeks, and
then suddenly, fell his hard penis probing roughly at her through the silk
dressing gown that covered him.


“Hold her good and tight now, darling,” she heard Sidney’s
voice above her. In response, Veronica’s hands on her shoulders pushed her
down—so that her knees felt the beginnings of discomfort, even on the plushly
carpeted floor—and forward so that the penis seemed to probe her even more
stiffly. And it certainly was stiffening, she knew. A wicked thought came to
her mind: She could reach up and find out.


“May I touch it?” The words jumped out of her mouth. “She
wants to touch it,” Veronica said. “Isn’t that about what she’s good for?”


“Yes,” said Sidney. “But she’ll have to manage it with her
tongue. Hold her hands tight.”


Veronica’s arms left Eleanor’s shoulders; then Eleanor felt
her own arms yanked upward, and her hands were twisted around until they were
pressed against Veronica’s warm, ripe breasts above her. The nipples were hard
and erect, pushing into the center of Eleanor’s palms. Eleanor’s knees hurt
slightly, and her arms were uncomfortably stretched—yet she felt freed—she
could give in to all her sensations—there was nothing she could do—and desperately
aroused. But before she had long to enjoy that peculiar sensation, she felt
Sidney’s hand reach down and suddenly hold her jaws still. She knew what came
next, and felt a damp excitement growing in her wide-spread loins; soon it
would be dripping down the slope of her inner thighs ...


But first—his warm and pulsing penis pushed suddenly and
unstoppably between her lips, which parted for it unhesitatingly. Her tongue
pressed quickly to the underside of the large, stiff invader, and she began to
form, she knew, a perfect receptacle for his lust with her lips, and tongue.
She felt that she was turning her mouth into a cunt for him, and this excited
her tremendously. Held down though she was, she had the power, by this ability
to turn herself into a perfect sexual being. And she found her head bobbing
back and forth, to simulate the movements of her own thighs (which were now
thrusting back and forth at the same time, she realized). With each sudden movement,
she felt him move in response, and she knew again what this meant: that she was
fucking him, milking the sex out of him in this most private way.


“Look at her move,” Veronica said. “She looks like she can’t
get enough of you into her mouth.”


“Oh ... she’ll ... get plenty ... of me ... everywhere,” she
heard Sidney mumble, in time with his thrusts toward the back of her throat.
Veronica now slid down on her own knees behind Eleanor. Eleanor’s arms were
released, full of a sweet ache from being stretched upward. She reached
forward, and around to Sidney’s rear, pulling it toward her hungry lips. To complete
the tightness of the mouth-fuck, Veronica pushed Eleanor’s head forward to meet
each of Sidney’s thrusts. Eleanor felt the three of them moving faster and more
smoothly together now, and Sidney grew larger and firmer inside her mouth.
Soon, soon, he would reward her with his sweet thick juice pouring down her eager
throat. To hurry him along, she began moaning.


“The bitch is certainly ... in heat today!” she heard him
murmur above her. And it was true. She was blindingly hot, and moved faster and
faster. Veronica behind her helped by pushing and pulling Eleanor’s head toward
and then away from Sidney’s groin, so that his engorged sex received a faster
and faster massage from Eleanor’s mouth and lips. More and more quickly the
three of them focused on his movement, more and more deeply into her until at
last, at last he exploded deep into her welcoming throat. She raised her
moaning to its loudest pitch as he did so, knowing that the vibration would
communicate to him, through his pumping tool, that she was reaching her own
climax—as she was—at the moment. And at the same culminating instant, Veronica
yanked on her hair slightly, whispered “Good work, whore” into her ear, then
inserted a wet tongue into that ear, massaging it wetly in an obscene parody of
the way Sidney’s come was flooding into her mouth. Somehow this was the most
intimate fuck of all, a heavenly final touch, and she collapsed instantly into
a peaceful sleep.












Epilogue


After many such nights as that first one with Veronica
and Sidney Proctor, Eleanor did at last return to Albany. There she applied her
lessons well, to her own delight, and to the delight of Lucy and Matthias
Hartley.


Gillian O’Hara too returned to her employer, while Edith
Norridge was eventually brought home to her guardian, Lord Chentley. So in two
more British household, as in the Albany many ion, the discipline learned at
the hands of Veronica Proctor led to new games and new pleasures. As a result,
Gillian soon was wedded to Lawrence Farnow, while Edith eventually became Lady
Chentley. Like Eleanor, they practiced what Veronica had taught them—and
like her, they even introduced other willing young women to those lascivious
habits.


In the course of these events, each of the three—the
American brunette, the red-haired Irish girl, and the lovely blond Englishwoman—learned
to look back on Veronica Proctor similarly: They forgave her for any pain she
had caused, and instead were grateful for the pleasures they’d learned to long
for—and to obtain—through her training—and in her hands.


And in the knowing hands of Jennifer and Lorraine, too,
for they looked back fondly at Veronica’s assistants also.


What of those two handmaidens to Veronica’s lust, and
what of Veronica herself? They continued for many years to practice their
skills, on many a lovely young woman ...


But those are stories for another time.
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