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To suggest Paige was a party girl would not
be entirely accurate, but on the other hand, wouldn't be entirely
wrong either. She certainly liked having fun, but that was hardly
unusual for an eighteen year old freshman at Harvard.

Her parents were … comfortable... which meant
she certainly had no worries about money, or ideas about getting a
part-time job to pay her very high tuition. She was given a nice
allowance, and had no issues with purchasing whatever books or
course materials, to say nothing of whatever clothes, shoes or
creature comforts she desired.

She was an irrepressible girl who loved
adventure, and was willing to try almost anything once, if it
offered up the prospect of fun and excitement. And in Charlotte,
she had met a kindred soul. Charlotte was her suite-mate in the
dorm. She was British, and had an accent Paige found incredibly
sophisticated, and deeply envied.

Certainly she didn't identity anything
particularly novel in how a girl from Los Angeles spoke, nothing
which sounded particularly memorable. Nor did she have Charlotte's
soft, somewhat deep voice. She thought Charlotte could read a menu
and sound both sexy and highly sophisticated.

Aside from both being the daughters of
wealthy families (hardly unusual at Harvard), they were remarkably
similar in looks. They were both five feet seven inches tall, both
were slender and athletic, and both had egg shaped faces, with blue
eyes and small noses, and both had shoulder length hair.

Paige was a blonde, however, while Charlotte
was a brunette. Paige's hair was straight, simple, and parted in
the middle, brushing her shoulders and curling inward a little
several inches below her neck. Charlotte had a more complex,
layered look with very thick bangs that completely covered her
forehead, and longer hair.

Paige had larger breasts by size, but really,
when they were pressed together, the difference seemed
negligible.

And that was, of course, one area Paige had
been more than willing to explore, and to which Charlotte had
introduced her to. Sex with girls, after all, promised less threat
of things like pregnancy and social diseases, just as much fun, and
less likelihood of some blabbermouth date talking about her to his
buddies. Something she had some experience with back home.

It hadn't happened all at once, of course.
There hadn't been a hint for their first month together. Their
second month had led to a deeper acquaintance with going out to
parties together, and even making out with boys in the same
rooms.

Sex had happened after one such event in
their third month, and had been an eye-opening experience for
Paige. Charlotte was quite talented in oral sex – an area most of
her dates had been deficient in – and Paige had very quickly become
enthusiastic about receiving it – and learning how to give back
just as good.

In fact, though Paige was ever-appreciative
of a fine looking male body, and thought about guys quite a bit,
she quickly became a devotee of girl on girl play sex to a greater
degree than Charlotte. She had to strongly resist pestering
Charlotte, in fact, lest she make her uncomfortable, or worse, make
herself look like a pathetic girl with a crush.

She did like Charlotte a great deal, but to
suggest she had a girl crush on her was simply not accurate.
Rather, she had developed a considerable infatuation with the kind
of highly charged sexual highs she felt when Charlotte was running
her skilled fingers and tongue over her body.

She, of course, searched out a similar talent
in men, but was frustrated in her lack of success. It wasn't as if
she could question them ahead of accepting dates, after all. That
was the problem with men. You took whatever they had available when
they thrust it at you (quite literally), and few of them showed a
lot of interest in oral sex, or at least, in giving it, as opposed
to receiving it.

That was another area, however, where
Charlotte proved to be far ahead of Paige, as she demonstrated with
a boy in front of her upstairs at a fraternity house party.
Charlotte could deep-throat effortlessly! Paige was, of course,
instantly envious and determined to equal her there too.

It took some doing, but once she got the
'mental trick' as Charlotte called it, she was justifiably proud of
her enhanced oral skills. Certainly the men she demonstrated it for
were suitably impressed. But that just made her feel more indignant
that the men seemed to have made so little effort to improved any
aspect of their own lovemaking.

“To be honest,” she said to Charlotte, “I
don't see how the men at Harvard, even the seniors, are any better
than the high school guys were. They're both usually half drunk or
worse, eager to get at it, and way too happy when it's over.”

“Most men don't, unfortunately, change much
over the years,” Charlotte said, “Aside from to develop some degree
of patience – most of them. What skills they posses in the bedroom
they've picked up from some lover along the way who was willing to
point out their deficiencies and educate them.”

“What does that mean?”

“That, my dear, if you want a lover who's
good in bed you'll either have to find one some determined girl has
already trained, or teach them yourself.”

The problem was that struck Paige as simply
wrong. She had an oddly old-fashioned view of male female
relationships. Or perhaps, old fashioned mixed with modern. She
certainly believed in equality in a relationship. On the other
hand, her fantasy boyfriend would be big, strong, handsome,
confident and a take-charge person.

That didn't quite mesh with her having to
correct and teach them what to do in bed...

Her teen view of romance had come from a
number of thrilling 'bodice buster' romance novels which she had
simultaneously dismissed as dreck even while imagining the
handsome, sophisticated, powerfully built men taking her – roughly
– thoroughly – and using her like an animal!

That wasn't to say she wanted a man to rip
her clothes off, throw her on the bed and ram himself into her
without any warm-up, but... well, certainly the fantasy of that was
exciting.

As long as they were old clothes
anyway...

But so far the only lover who had used any
degree of force on her had been Charlotte! For a birthday present!
On her nineteenth birthday, in February, she had tied her to the
bed spreadeagled, taped her mouth shut, and then used her mouth and
a vibrator to almost drive her out of her mind!

One shattering climax after another had
caused the helpless blonde to writhe and twist and buck and thrash
as her insides had melted down under the flood of sensations. To
the point she was barely conscious!

It had been almost literally mind-blowing,
and had left her with an incredible desire for more of the
same!

Unfortunately, her pride got in the way of
admitting any such thing. Especially since Charlotte was just
amused and casual about it. She had to, for the sake of her
self-esteem, pretend to take it lightly, too. She didn't want
Charlotte to think she was some kind of bondage freak who would do
just about anything for more of that!

Though she was starting to think she might
be!

She couldn't ask boys to tie her up. For one
thing, she didn't trust any guys enough to do that. For another,
they'd think she was some kind of pervert! She didn't need talk
going around the dorm that she was a freak!

March ended the school term, and when she
mentioned to Charlotte, with some irritation, that her mother had
informed her there were major renovations going on in their house
and she'd have to stay in one of the guest rooms for a month,
Charlotte invited her to her place.

“Come be a guest of the Hamiltons,” she
said.

Her place was a castle, an actual castle in
the south of England.

“Well, not really a castle,” she said, “more
of a faux castle.”

“I'm sure it's more interesting than our
place in Malibu,” Paige said.

“Just to warn, we keep our guests in the
dungeon,” Charlotte said with a smirk.

“Ha. You don't really have a dungeon, do
you?”

Charlotte waggled her eyes.

“We reserve it now for lovely blonde slave
girls,” she said.

Paige gulped.

“I'm sure you'll love the place. It's quite
beautiful.”

And so it proved to be.

Hamilton castle was built in the tenth
century, on a low hill amid a great swath of forest. But it had
been mostly destroyed and rotted away until hugely refurbished in
the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. It now had huge windows
looking out on the valley as well as on its immense courtyard. The
'keep' as Charlotte called it, was far higher than the walls, which
were, for the most part, more decorative than deterrent.

“You'd need a ladder, of course,” Charlotte
said. “But it's not like anyone who came with siege equipment would
have much trouble tossing big nasty stones through all those
windows up there. It's really more like a large manor house with
towers, to be honest.”

Charlotte talked about it quite casually but
Paige found herself infatuated, and had a hard time not acting like
a gawking tourist as the car approached. They drove through a large
open gateway and up to an enormous entrance.

The ceiling of the entrance hall was at least
fifty feet high. In fact, all of the rooms had astonishingly high
ceilings, and the grand hall was like something out of a medieval
play! It was a good two hundred feet in length, had a cathedral
ceiling fifty feet high from which dangled a double row of
chandeliers.

The room she was given had three large arched
windows looking out on the woods, with a huge four poster canopy
bed! It was extremely old-fashioned, and she was delighted with it!
Though, of course, she tried to take things in course and not get
too enthusiastic.

Charlotte was so laid-back about things she
did her best to not appear too be the same. She was older, at
twenty one, after all, which had made Paige feel a bit like a
little girl, right from the start, and determined to act as mature
as possible.

And then she'd been introduced to Charlotte's
father, Lord Hamilton. He was in the library, a fabulously ornate
thing of polished wood and paneled walls. Being introduced to
parents was rarely a highlight for Paige, since most seemed to
immediately conclude she was a troublemaker (not incorrectly in
many cases).

Lord Hamilton, however, was something else
again.

“Daddy, this is my friend Paige,” Charlotte
said.

Mr. Hamilton – Paige wondered momentarily if
she should call him Mr or Lord – got up from behind a desk and came
around to them.

He wore a perfectly tailored suit, though
with the collar of his shirt open and without a tie. He was easily
six feet, with strong shoulders, and a square, chiseled jaw. He had
beautiful brown hair which cut across his forehead in a slightly
tousled way, and deep, piercing blue eyes.

“How do you do, Paige,” he said, holding out
his hand.

Paige swallowed. “Fine, sir,” she gulped,
taking his hand.

Lord Hamilton wasn't exactly handsome. He
looked weathered and rugged, with a nose which had been broken some
time in his past, and a careless attitude she recognized from
Charlotte. He had the same accent, but of course, a deeper voice,
and a … a presence which made her gulp repeatedly as she tried not
to look too impressed.

“I'm sure you'll find our weather quite a bit
different from Los Angeles,” he said with a smile.

“Oh, LA weather gets boring before long,” she
said.

“Imagine being bored of perfect weather,” he
said.

“You can get bored of rain and clouds more
easily, Paige dear,” Charlotte said.

“Maybe, but at least it won't make me break
out in freckles,” she replied.

“Now that would be a shame. You have very
lovely skin,” Lord Hamilton said.

“Well, she's nineteen, practically a child,”
Charlotte said, teasingly.

Paige stuck her tongue out at her, which of
course, probably wasn't a good rejoinder so they all laughed.

“This is an amazing castle!” she said.

“Well I don't know about amazing but it's
certainly a fine example – .”

“Now you've got him going,” Charlotte
said.

“Charlotte dear, would you like to be
assigned to supervising the cleaning crew by chance?” Lord Hamilton
asked sweetly.

“Forget I said anything,” Charlotte said.

Her cell phone pinged and she took it out to
check a text.

“The original library dates from the twelfth
century,” Lord Hamilton said. “It wasn't, needless to say, quite as
well done back then.”

“I'll be back. I have to take a phone call,”
Charlotte called.

“If you look up there,” Lord Hamilton said,
putting his hand at the small of Paige's back to guide her, “you
can see the original stonework.”

“It's hard to believe that was done nine
hundred years ago,” Paige said, somewhat awed.

“Ah, well, come up to the second floor a
moment.”

There was a sort of balcony running along the
wall. They went up a rounded staircase and emerged to find it wider
than she had expected, with shelves running along the walls on
either side, most of them with clear glass doors.

Lord Hamilton went up to one and opened it,
then took out a very tall, thin, leather bound book.

“This was written by the 12th Earl
in 1007,” he said. “It's a description of the effort to repel the
Viking invasions, as told by his father, uncles and others.”

Paige stared at it in awe.

“That's a thousand years old!? I mean,
Vikings!? For real!?”

“Yes, hard to imagine, but to the fellow who
wrote this, that was recent history. You can't read it, of course,
at least not very well. It's in old English, which was a Germanic
language.”

He slid it back into place, and his arm went
behind her once more to lead her a little further along as Paige
stared around her, fascinated. She'd never exactly been a great
history buff, but this was living history, it seemed!

Though she was very closely aware of his arm
against her back at the same time, not to mention his very
masculine presence beside her, and the lithe way he moved. He was
probably as old as her own father, she thought, but he certainly
didn't look or act it!

She had a thought which almost made her blush
– whether he would have the sort of sexual knowledge the boys at
college lacked. But almost immediately she answered herself. He
would!

Of course, he was Charlotte's father! She had
no serious thought of anything happening, but she did sigh,
thinking there must surely be other men like him out there
somewhere.

“Daddy, you're not boring her with those
musty old books, are you?”

“No, it's very interesting,” Paige said,
looking over the balcony.

“Well, come along and I'll show you some
things more interesting than books.”

“Run along then, Paige,” Lord Hamilton said
with a smile.

Yummy, she thought, trotting down the stairs
and following Charlotte out.

“Honestly, he can go on forever about those
books and this place.”

“It is a gorgeous place,” Paige said.

“Yes, well, give me a view of the pacific
like I see in the videos you've shown of your place, and that
lovely warm, sunny weather any time.”

She showed Paige to the chapel, the grand
drawing room, and then a room where Queen Victoria had stayed
before taking her outside to show her the grounds.

They ate dinner in an enormous dining hall
and then retreated to a quite modern theater to watch a movie on
satellite.

“Seems weird having satellite TV in this
place,” she said.

“All the conveniences, dear,” Charlotte said,
lounging on a comfortable modern sofa. “Much of the place does seem
like a museum, though, I admit.”

Paige felt like she ought to have a
candelabra when she went to bed, but sconces on the walls, and
table lamps on either side of the bed were very oldish looking, and
she was able to tie into the house's WiFi so she could send texts
and do some facebooking before turning out the lights.

And then a soft grating sound near the
fireplace jerked her eyes up. She gaped as a part of the wall slid
back and then, grinning out at her, was Charlotte.

“Still haven't turned the lights out? Bad
girl!”

“You're shitting me! A secret passage!?”
Paige gasped, scrambling out of bed.

“Well, not entirely secret. The family knows,
after all.”

Paige hurried over and Charlotte stepped back
and pointed her flashlight down a narrow stone corridor.

“Where does it lead!?”

“Various rooms.”

“Was this, like, to escape enemies or
something?”

“I suspect it was more to arrange private
assignations between people who were married to other than their
intended nighttime dalliance,” Charlotte said with a smirk. “Come
on.”

“Wait. I'm just in my nightie!”

“It's a secret passage, girl! You're not
going to meet anyone!” Charlotte said with a laugh.

She grabbed Paige by the arm and pulled her
into the passage, then pushed a lever and the opening slid
closed.

“This is so neat!”

“Shht. No noise.”

She led the way down the dark passage, paused
to show her a way to look into another room, and how to open the
secret door, then led her down a flight of stairs, then down
another.

“Where are we going?” Paige whispered.

“The dungeon!”

Paige gasped in delight. A real dungeon!?

They emerged in a dark area with floor, walls
and barrel vaulted ceiling of stone.

“There's no electricity down here,” Charlotte
said.

And instead she lit a wall sconce which had
three thick candles, and carried it with her! She led the way into
an area which had narrow cells with wooden doors left open.

Paige peered into them in awe.”

“They're pretty small. And they have no
beds.”

“They weren't overly kind to prisoners in the
old days,” Charlotte said. “No coddling.”

She led her past them to a wider area.

“The torture chamber,” she said.

“You're kidding!? Wow!”

Charlotte used one of the candles to light
the candles on what looked like a candelabra sitting on a six foot
pole.

“I guess this is what passed for floor
lamps,” she said.

“Uh huhhm.”

Charlotte lit the five candles in it, then
another one across from them, then two more, until the little area
was lit in flickering yellow light, an Paige stared around in
fascination.

“Here. See these. These are original,” she
said.

Paige stared at what looked like metal
shackles dangling from the ceiling.

“Here. See.”

Charlotte lifted her right hand up and slid
it through the round shackle, then closed it and appeared to screw
a bolt to close it tighter. Then she did the same for Paige's other
wrist.

“It's just the right height!” Paige
gulped.

“Well, you can adjust it with that crank
there on the wall, see. I guessed.”

Paige looked at her in confusion for a
moment, and then Charlotte smirked and waggled her eyebrows.

Paige gulped and felt a sudden thrum of
excitement roll through her lower stomach, then up along her spine
as Charlotte took a pair of small scissors out of her back pocket,
then casually gripped the right shoulder of Paige's nightie and cut
through it.

“Charlotte!” Paige gasped.

“What? Can't afford $30 for another. I'll
lend you the money, dear.”

She grinned and then cut the other shoulder
and Paige's nightie slid slowly down to her breasts, where it hung
lightly until Charlotte gripped the hem and gave it a little tug.
The nightie then dropped off her breasts and slid to her hips
before dropping lower to pool at her feet.

“What a pretty little girl you are,”
Charlotte cooed.

Paige said nothing. Her heart was pounding,
and her nipples had gone instantly hard as she realized she was
helpless – just like when she was tied to the bed!

She moaned low in her throat, the sexual
pressure now like a live, crackling fire within her, the heat
beating at her face from the inside!

“Nasty little blonde trollop!” Charlotte
sniffed.

She caught Paige's nipples between the pads
of her thumbs and forefingers and rolled them between them.

“You know, your cute little pink nipples get
so pointy at times. I wonder why that is. I mean, it's actually
rather warm down here.”

She tugged at them.

“Rather long too.”

She squeezed harder and pulled and Paige
gasped, her back forced to arch as her nipples began to burn.

“Don't!” she gasped.

“Why, but I can do whatever I want to you,
Paige dear. You're in my dungeon, after all. My prisoner,”
Charlotte taunted.

She released her nipples and let her right
hand slide down her body until her fingers were stroking her sex,
then gripped her hair and jerked back sharply enough that Paige
cried out in startled pain.

She kissed her hard, then, first on the lips,
then nibbling and kissing her way down under her ear, nibbling at
hear earlobe, then down along the nape of her neck.

“Nasty little blonde girl,” she
whispered.

She straightened her head and then brought
her fingers up to Paige's lips, sliding them along them, then
plunging two fingers into her mouth.

Paige's eyes widened and she moaned.

“Suck!”

Gulping, Paige obeyed, and also licked at
them, her body pulsing with heat now, excitement raging within her
as Charlotte pumped her fingers slowly in and out of her pursed
lips.

“Dirty girl,” Charlotte teased.

She drew her fingers out.

“I bet you wish these were some man's big
cock.”

She brought them down between Paige's legs
and rubbed them against her clitoris, and Paige shuddered
helpless.
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“Oh! Fuck!” Paige gasped.

“Such naughty language!” Charlotte said in
mock disapproval. “We shall have to teach you proper manners,
you... colonial.”

“Bitch!” Paige gasped.

“Huh. You dare to address me as such, you
lowly prisoner. Perhaps you need to be whipped.”

She jerked back on Paige's hair again and
Paige gasped in pain.

“Ow! Don't!”

“But I can do anything I want to you, Paige
dear. You're helpless.”

Paige half-heartedly kicked at her, pushing
her back, and Charlotte sniffed, releasing her hair, but only to go
to a nearby table and pluck a pair of shackles from it. They were
much like the ones around Paige's wrists, and attached to long
chains.

Charlotte knelt behind her and Paige looked
down excitedly as she saw the brunette take one of the shackles and
open it. She lifted Paige's right foot and pulled the nightie out
from under, then fastened the metal shackle around her ankle.

“God, you're such a pervert!” Paige gasped,
eyes alight with excitement.

“You really must learn to have more respect
for... your mistress, slave girl,” Charlotte said.

“Ha! Respect for you!? Ha! You lisping
English dyke!” Paige taunted.

The feel of the metal going around her ankles
was extraordinarily exciting, and she made no effort to resist as
Charlotte tightened them, then tugged one of the chains out to her
left.

“Not too far,” she gulped, shifting her gaze
upward.

There were metal rings set in the floor, and
Charlotte fastened the chain there, then came back and grabbed the
other, tugging that aside too.

Spreading her legs forced Paige up onto the
balls of her feet in order to keep the pressure from digging into
her wrists too much. But the wildfire excitement she felt at this
position was too intense for her to get Charlotte to stop!

Charlotte rose and then slid her fingers into
Paige's soft blonde hair again, tugging, but not lifting her head
back. Instead she showed her an object with her other hand.

“See this?”

“Wh-what is it?!” Paige gulped.

It looked sort of like a stainless steel egg
on a tiny round base. The base was flat and round, but the bottom
was actually made of glass or plastic made to look like a large
green jewel.

Charlotte grinned evilly, and then moved
around behind her.

Paige twisted her head first one way, then
the other, but couldn't see what the girl was doing other than
looking down and fiddling with the thing in her hand. A moment
later she gasped as she felt something pressing against her back
opening.

It had to be the thing Charlotte had just
showed her! Although it felt like she'd put some sort of cool
jelly-like substance over it!

“Oh! Wait! Wh-What are you doing!?” she
gasped.

Charlotte ignored her, twisting and turning
and pushing the thing forward so that the pressure mounted against
Paige's round little opening. The egg widened, and so did her
opening as the thing slid slowly up into her ass! Then it abruptly
narrowed and the egg was nestled fully within her, with only the
slim stem sticking out and the flat round 'jewel' thing pressed
against her body between her buttocks.

Paige cried out as Charlotte jerked back on
her hair again, then chewed lightly from her earlobe down her neck
to her shoulder as her other hand glided over Paige's taut right
breast.

“Nasty slave girl,” she whispered. “We're
going to have to torture you until you learn your place.”

“Bitch!” Paige gasped. “Freak!”

Charlotte moved back, then returned and
jerked on her hair again, forcing her head sharply back. This time
she pushed something against her mouth as she opened it to cry out,
and the startled blonde saw it was something like a ball, a black
ball, spongy, malleable, and too wide for her mouth!

Or was it?

She moaned as Charlotte squeezed on the ball
and forced more and more of it through her open jaw into her
mouth.

Paige quickly realized what it was, of
course. It was a ball-gag! She'd seen them on the internet, but
never in person! The realization produced some anxiety but much
more dark excitement as Charlotte worked it into her mouth.

It pushed down on her tongue and up against
the roof of her mouth, but even with it inside she couldn't close
her jaw. She moaned excitedly as Charlotte drew thin straps around
behind her head.

“This is so your screams of pleasure – or
pain – don't hurt my dainty, delicate ears,” Charlotte said.

She tossed a pillow down onto the floor in
front of her and then knelt in front of Paige, who dropped her
eyes, staring excitedly.

“Hmm, such a pretty and tasty little pussy
you have, colonial girl.”

And then she began to delicately lick her way
up down its length as her fingers stroked and teased until Paige
was gasping and moaning and her hips were grinding wildly against
her.

She sniffed in amusement and then rose to her
feet, looking her up and down.

“You look somewhat frazzled, Paige dear,” she
said coyly. “I wonder why.”

Paige could only moan in reply. She was
becoming more aroused than she ever had in her life!

Charlotte moved over to the table in the dark
shadowy corner and returned, holding something in her hand.

Paige's eyes widened as she stared in some
alarm! It was a whip!

“Have you ever been flogged before, colonial
girl?” Charlotte asked in her haughtiest voice? “No? Well, you
should have been. Nothing like a proper flogging to teach the
commoners their place.”

Paige shook her head wildly and Charlotte
laughed softly.

“No? But you don't get to make any choices,
slave girl,” she taunted. “You are completely at my mercy,
completely helpless.”

She strolled around behind her and Paige
jerked her head to one side, then the other, moaning into the
gag

“I shall whip you bloody!” Charlotte growled,
raising her arm.

Paige screamed as the whip landed across the
soft pale skin of her bare back, her back arching violently!

And then, almost instantly, realized that it
actually didn't really hurt much at all.

She heaved a mental sigh of relief. The
multi-thonged little whip was made up of very thin little strips
of... something black, she noted. They had very little weight to
them.

Crack!

She winced at the next blow, her body jerking
again instinctively. There were about two dozen of the little
things, each about twenty inches or so long. Each of them did sort
of sting – lightly – when they landed, but it wasn't exactly
'torture'.

“Slave!” Charlotte growled.

Crack!

Paige flinched again, gasping, as the dozens
of thin thongs spread out and smacked down against her upper back,
then again, against her lower back.

“Pervert!” she tried to say around the
gag.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

This was so wicked! So wild and kinky! So
sick!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She winced and gasped as the flog landed
again and again. It moved downward and struck her bottom, and
Charlotte seemed to be swinging it harder here, for the things hit
with more bite to them. Still, that bite was light enough not to be
of any real concern.

It did kind of sting though!

But that just made this kinky scene seem more
realistic and thrilling!

She was in a dungeon, shackled helpless,
naked and being whipped!

She moaned and jerked more dramatically, then
squealed as the next blow hit her upper back harder than she'd
expected and stung more!

“Slut!” Charlotte growled. “We shall teach
you your place, you filthy little sex slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Sex slave! That was so kinky, Paige
gasped, twisting and straining against the shackles as the whip
began to make the skin of her back heat up. She moaned and her hair
spilled over her forehead as her face and upper chest flushed with
heat and her nipples crackled like live electrical wires!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog struck her bottom sharply and she
yelped, her hips jerking forward, then the blows fell more lightly
across her back, still warming it but without as much bite.

But then Charlotte moved around in front of
her, leering.

“Such a nasty little American girl,” she
taunted. “You'll have to learn proper obedience to your British
Masters! Or er, mistress.”

Paige snorted and then gasped as Charlotte
drew her arm back and sent the flog flying forward.

It landed – softly – across her breasts, but
Paige still gasped in alarm before she realized it hadn't really
hurt.

But the idea of it sent a dark pulse of
incredible excitement through her body!

“Dirty girl,” Charlotte said. “I know you
want to fuck every man you see. Tramp.”

Crack!

The flog swept down across her breasts again,
and then again, harder this time, then again, still harder, as
Paige gasped and moaned and strained against the shackles
again.

Charlotte stepped forward and let her fingers
slide along Paige's sex, then push into her, one, then two, then
three, sliding up into the hot, tight depths of her sex.

“You feel so hot and wet here, Paige dear,”
Charlotte taunted. “I wonder why that would be.”

She closed her thumb in against her clitoris
and began to stroke as her fingers pumped, and Paige cried out
helplessly, her hips grinding against her more and more
frantically.

And then the British girl drew back with a
smirk before she could climax.

“I didn't say you could come yet, slave
girl,” she said.

She drew back and swept the flog down across
Paige's breasts again and again, and Paige twisted and writhed and
cried out into the gag. The blows were hitting more sharply now, so
that they stung, and the soft flesh of her breasts was becoming hot
and sensitive in addition to pinkening.

“I can spend quite a bit of time torturing
and tormenting you, little sex slave,” Charlotte said.

She stepped out of Paige's sight, into that
dark, shadowy area to the side, and returned holding something up
before her. It was a very large, very realistic looking dildo!

Paige gulped, her eyes wide.

“I know you love cock, slave girl,” Charlotte
teased.

She ran the head of the thing up and down
Paige's body, then back and forth along her cheeks and over her
lips before sliding it downward. Paige moaned as the fat, helmet
head rubbed against her opening, then began to push forward.

“It's a big one, but I know you like them
big,” Charlotte said, bending to take the center of Paige's right
breast into her mouth and suck.

Paige shuddered and squealed and moaned as
the thick dildo slowly forced its way into her body, stretching her
so wide she ached!

She stared down, gasping, her body sizzling
with heat that only burned hotter as she saw how stretched she was
by the sex toy! She moaned as it moved deeper and then still
deeper, aching, filling her to overflowing!

And then as only the base and a couple of
inches remained she saw there were straps around it. Charlotte
pulled one of the straps in between her thighs and up between her
buttocks, then the other up across her left hip. It then cut
sideways and snapped to the one which went up between her
buttocks.

A second strap went over her other hip and
Charlotte fastened it tightly behind her.

“There. Now you have a big cock inside you!”
she taunted. “I bet you like that. Sex slave!”

Paige did like it! Her body was burning up!
And the sexual pressure was incredible! She moaned helplessly, her
mind roiled by dark heat and hunger, and then gasped and shuddered
as Charlotte resumed flogging her breasts!

Her mind was descending into a kind of
feverish sexual heat like nothing she had ever felt before, where
nothing else mattered but her own passion and pleasure!

Charlotte moved around her, snapping the flog
out across her ribs and her back and her buttocks, and then her
breasts again, casually sweeping her arm out again and again as
Paige trembled and writhed and twisted in helpless dark heat.

And then there was a banging noise from some
distance away.

Charlotte halted instantly, twisting her head
and staring.

“What...?”

She suddenly turned back to Paige.

“Ohmygod!” she gasped.

She ran to the candelabras and blew them
quickly out one by one, then hurried to her side.

“Don't make a sound! Daddy must be down
here!”

Paige gaped and then was gripped by the
thought of being found like this! She reacted in horror, jerking
sharply against the shackles and squealing for Charlotte to release
her.

“Shh, quiet!” she heard the British girl
whisper. “Daddy is very old fashioned!”

Paige gulped, looking ahead into the
darkness! She had no idea how large the dungeon was! They had come
down a secret passage, but the dungeon had more halls which went
well away from there, and she thought she could faintly hear voices
now!

Those voices slowly approached. They were
male voices!

The thought of being discovered like this was
appalling, horrifying! Yet she could do nothing but stay quiet and
pray the darkness continued to hide her!

“... can see that the stone work here is from
the original castle built back in the Ninth century,” she heard his
voice say.

“And these er devices?”

The other voice was thin and old. Lord
Hamilton had a visitor that evening, a gray haired older man named
Fursten the girls had paid little attention to! Apparently Lord
Hamilton was giving him a tour!

“Oh,well, few of them are original. I believe
the methodology for punishment and ah, parting people from secrets
underwent something of a technological leap during the middle
ages,” Hamilton said.

“The dark ages, you mean,” Fursten
replied.

“These are some cells,” she heard Hamilton
say, coming closer.

Their voices became more muffled, impossible
to hear. Paige prayed that meant they were going away!

But then she heard Fursten again.

“Felt awfully closed in in there,” he
said.

“Yes, well, not a lot of care and concern for
the prisoners' well-being back then,” Hamilton said.

They were getting closer!

“This would be for stretching them out, would
it?” Fursten asked.

“Yes, a complicated pulley and chain setup. I
imagine it was remarkably uncomfortable.”

“I daresay,” Fursten replied.

Now she could see lights approaching!

Hamilton spoke about the wars during the
Renaissance, and the history of the castle, and their voices and
lights came closer and closer until they were so close the
reflected light from their flashlights began to light up the room
where she stood!

Fursten was talking. “So you see, in
antiquity there was a determination to ensure...”

And then a beam of light went right over her,
halted and quickly returned. She closed her eyes against the
brightness.

“Well, that's about it,” she heard Hamilton
say. “Come this way and let me show you a secret passage.”

“Oh, well, how interesting. Isn't there more
over there?” Fursten said.

Blushing furiously, she opened her eyes to
see the beams moving away.

“There's some flooding there so it's rather
dampish and I believe there are rats,” Hamilton said as he led the
older man away.

The lights disappeared, leaving her in pitch
darkness.

Though she wondered why the incredible heat
pulsing from her face didn't light up the room like Rudolph's red
nose!

Mr. Hamilton must have seen her! He had seen
her! Like this! And he had then led Fursten away! Thank God for
small mercies!

Rats? She hoped he was just making that
up!

Where was Charlotte to come and release
her!?

Then she realized that Charlotte was probably
in the very secret passage her father had chosen to lead Fursten
to! She would be scrambling to get back upstairs and out of their
way.

It might take her some time to get back into
the castle proper, and then work her way down in a roundabout way
to avoid the two.

Which left her standing on the balls of her
feet, which were now starting to ache, with a big dildo stuffed up
inside her – naked!

She moaned around the gag! This was
humiliating! How was she to ever face Mr. Hamilton again!? She
would have to sneak out of the castle and never return!

God! How had she let Charlotte get her into
this mess!?

About fifteen minutes later she heard a
sound, and soon realized it was footsteps approaching fairly
quickly.

She saw the light, a flashlight beam bobbing
up and down in someone's hand as they walked towards her from
behind. She craned her neck first one way, then the other,
repeatedly, and then they were finally here, but that just blinded
her as the flashlight hit her full in the face!

She closed her eyes as they began to tear.
They'd had too much time to get used to the darkness!

She moaned Charlotte's name, then heard the
sound of a match being struck. One of the candles lit up on the
candelabra, then several more. Soft yellow light began to light up
the area.

And she realized it wasn't Charlotte there,
but her father!

She gasped in horror, and jerked against the
shackles as he moved calmly from one to the next until all the
candles on all four were lit up, then he turned to regard her.

“Well,” he said.

He looked her carefully up and down.

“You don't do things by halves, do you?”

Paige dropped her eyes, mortified.

“Awfully quick work, too,” he said. “given
this is your first day here.”

She stared at the floor, her face burning
hot, knowing he was looking at her!

“Now what I want to know is which of the
servants you were down here with.”

Paige's whirling mind skipped a beat,
confusion sweeping through her shame.

“Was it Allan? Paul? Michael?”

He didn't know it as Charlotte! Well, of
course. How could he!? He'd only seen her, not who she was with!
And he naturally assumed it was a man! He probably had no idea his
daughter was bisexual! Or that Paige was herself!

Sort of...

She gasped as his fingers came in under her
chin and forced her head to raise. She rolled her eyes aside,
unable to meet his gaze.

“This was willing, I take it,” he said. “If
otherwise I shall have the police on them.”

What was she going to say to that!? If she
said no he'd call the police! If she said yes he'd know think she
was a kinky slut pervert!

He snorted, then reached behind her head and
undid the strap holding the gag in. he gripped the ball and gently
tugged it out until her mouth was free.

“Well, Miss Cooper. Is this willing?”

She nodded helplessly, looking down at the
floor again.

“I see.”

His hand reached down for the thick dildo, a
couple of inches of which showed below the straining lips of her
sex.

“And this? This was not done against your
will, I take it?”

Paige wondered if you could die of
embarrassment!

He jerked her chin up and she rolled her eyes
aside again.

“I require an answer, Miss Cooper.”

She shook her head helplessly.

“So,” he said, dropping his fingers from her
chin. “The name of the individual you were with, please. I shall
fire him at once.”

Paige's mind wasn't functioning very well,
just then. She was too utterly humiliated to think straight. What
she did know was she didn't think telling him it was his own
daughter was going to make things any better for her! Knowing it
was a lesbian thing, and with his own daughter, would probably make
Lord Hamilton even more angry!

“Answer me, please, Miss Cooper.”

Could she make up a name!? No! What was she
supposed to do now!?
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Lord Hamilton glowered at her.

“I maintain high standards for my employees,”
he said. “I pay top wages and I don't expect them to be sneaking
about the property arranging sexual liaisons with my house
guests!”

He snorted as she remained silent.

“Well, I suppose I could simply leave you
here all night. Perhaps I could set a trap to see who comes to
release you, hmm?”

The thought of THAT was certainly not
appealing!

He flashed his flashlight about and then
walked over to the table, snorting as he examined whatever he found
there.

“Indulging in a little fantasy torture, were
you?” he asked.

Paige cringed anew.

Hamilton walked back and stood before her,
holding the flog.

“Yes, I see some faint lines across your
breasts,” he said.

She cringed again

“You have very lovely breasts, Miss
Cooper.”

She cringed yet again!

“It might interest you to know that a real
flogging would leave men scarred for life,” he said sternly.
“There's a real flog up on the wall under glass in one of the side
rooms upstairs. You should examine it. A real flog was nothing to
play sex games with. Of course, using a real flog on these lovely
breasts of yours would be a crime against humanity.”

Paige gulped at his words!

He moved around behind her and she gasped as
she felt the thin lengths of the flog slide over her bare back.

“Been using it on your back, too, eh?”

She felt his fingers on her back, tracing a
line.

“A very lovely back it is, too. I would hate
to see what a real flog would do to it. Not to mention this
delicious bottom of yours.”

Paige's face glowed hotly and her mind
squirmed. Was he trying to shame her further, perhaps to get her to
confess who she was with so he'd undo her!?

She wanted to demand he unshackle her but to
do that she'd have to actually talk! And the idea of saying
anything right then was far too horrible!

“Hmm, and this?”

She felt his fingers tap lightly against the
jeweled base of the butt-plug, and she moaned at yet more
humiliation!

“I take it this is to prepare you for
sodomy.”

She closed her eyes, wondering how she could
possibly get even more embarrassed!

He moved around in front of her.

“It might interest you to know sodomy has a
very long history,” he said. “It wasn't all homosexual men doing
it, either. In times without proper birth control a surprising
number of couples resorted to it. I daresay it was more pleasurable
for the man than the woman. But then again, sex was rarely all that
pleasurable for the women back then.”

Paige stared at the floor.

“Would you like to tell me the name of
your... lover?”

Paige would have liked to disappear into the
floor!

He snorted when she said nothing.

“Blondes,” he sighed. “I've known a number of
them in my life and every one was over-sexed. I wonder if it's
something genetic or if it's self-selecting. I mean, girls who dye
their hair blonde want to be more sexually desirable, which would
suggest they have a higher than usual interest in sex. Am I not
correct?”

His fingers brushed the hair out of her
eyes.

“Although with you I believe it's real. You
used to be able to tell by looking between a girl's legs but I see
you've done away with that.”

Again Paige felt a rush of horrible
embarrassment!

“I must say the clean look does have a lot to
recommend it,” he said, apparently studying her sex. “It certainly
reveals all, and makes the area look much more appealing. Probably
better for oral sex, too. Once more, something women rarely got to
experience in the olden times, if you're feeling romantic towards
history.”

And then his finger dropped down and it
rubbed against the soft flesh of her body, not directly against her
sex – the lips of which clutched the dildo tightly – but just
above! Paige gasped at that touch, suddenly reminded that he wasn't
just Charlotte's father but a man! A male! A male who could do
anything he wanted to her!

“Yes, very soft indeed,” he said.

His fingers moved up, not down, much to her
relief, but more of his hand alighted on her body, on her abdomen,
then her belly, stroking it.

“You have very soft skin, Cooper,” he said.
“Very soft indeed, and remarkably unblemished. You have a flawless
complexion, in fact. Aside from how much blushing you're doing at
the moment.”

She was intensely aware of his hand, staring
at it as it moved over her stomach and up her chest, then his
fingers slid up partway between her breasts – not touching either,
before sliding back down.

“Yes, a remarkable genetic prize,” he said,
moving around her.

She felt his hand on her back, stroking up
and down along her spine!

He hadn't yet touched her anywhere …
dangerous... but still, the fact she was naked like this, helpless,
spreadeagled, not to mention with the dildo protruding from her
sex, lent his actions a palpable sense of sexual threat!

She had to say something! He probably, no, he
certainly thought she was some kind of blonde slut since he thought
she'd come down here with some guy she'd barely met! What if he
decided to... take advantage of her!?

“I'm more than slightly dubious about someone
with as... flexible an attitude towards sex as you becoming one of
my daughter's close friends,” he said.

That was outrageous, of course! Charlotte was
way sluttier than her! But she couldn't exactly say that! That
would be betraying Charlotte!

He walked around in front of her again, and
this time he held something else in his hand, a long, very
slender... stick! No, it was leather and flexible, she saw, for he
was idly bending it. And it had a flat little leather tip about the
size of a large postage stamp.

“Nothing to say, Cooper? Are you always so
tight-lipped? Or simply used to being gagged by your lovers?”

Paige gasped as he extended the slender
stick, and the flat tip was pressed against her right nipple!

“Children take refuge in silence,” he said.
“Perhaps I should treat you like a naughty girl, hmm?”

Paige flushed hotly at his words, but her
eyes were on the tip of the stick pressed against the center of her
breast!

“I'm of a generation which still believes in
the adage that if you spare the rod you spoil the child,” he
growled. “When I was a younger fellow in school the cane was still
in wide use as a disciplinary tool.”

She felt her heart beating even more madly as
he drew the tip of the stick back a few inches, then let it slap
down against her nipple. It stung a bit, but it was more the shock
of him doing it that made her flinch and gasp.

“Of course, it would be a crime to use a cane
on a lovely bottom like yours,” he said. “A cane would leave very
ugly marks on such fine, porcelain skin. I admire the female body
too much to commit such a crime.”

He let the tip of the stick slap lightly
against her nipple again. Then again.

“Nothing to say, Cooper?”

She flinched as the small flat thing slapped
against her nipple again. He held it against her breast and rubbed
it a bit, and she thought it was made of leather. Then he drew it
back a little way and slapped it down again, rapidly, in a quick
little series of slaps that made it blur before her eyes!

He wasn't using his arm so much as his wrist,
and the impact wasn't very hard, but it was slapping repeatedly
against the very center of her breast, against her nipple, turning
it hot and making it start to throb and ache!

“Please!” she cried, finally.

He stopped.

“Ah, it speaks,” he said with a snort. “And
what else have you to say?”

“I-I'm sorry,” she gulped in a small voice,
still looking down.

“Sorry you got caught, you mean.”

That was too much the absolute truth for
Paige to even try to deny!

“Not sorry enough to tell me which of my
household employees betrayed my trust by seducing a house guest and
bringing her down here, though, hmm?”

Paige gulped and kept silent, then bit her
lower lip as he lowered the tip of the thing to her other nipple,
rubbed it, then snapped it down in another series of rapid, blurred
motions, causing her to moan and gasp and finally jerk her eyes up
as that nipple began to burn and throb too!

“Please, sir!”

“Well, it has eyes, too.”

She dropped her eyes again and he thrust the
stick in under her chin and forced it up.

“Look at me!” he ordered.

Her mind squirming, Paige was forced to
finally turn her eyes on the man's scowling face!

“Do you know how long my family has lived
here?”

Paige blinked in confusion.

“This manor is named after my family, if
that's a clue, Miss Cooper. We've been here over a thousand years.
This dungeon has held many prisoners over the years who have
offended against the Hamiltons. It hasn't been used for that
purpose of late but I have no objection to it being put to
use.”

Paige gulped in alarm and confusion, then
gasped as he let the flat tip of the stick slide back and forth
along the underside of her left breast!

“And a riding crop doesn't leave marks on
lovely female bodies the way a cane would,” he said.

A riding crop!? Was that what the stick was!?
Charlotte must have intended to use it on her like she had the flog
thing!

The deep, all-encompassing sense of
shattering shame she had felt when Lord Hamilton had first lit up
the candles and looked upon her had faded considerably. She was
still squirming with embarrassment, of course, but her mind had now
had several minutes to get used to the idea this man was looking at
her naked, shackled and with a dildo stuffed up inside her!

But something else was now starting to
intrude on the swirling mix of emotions gripping her. And that was
that he was a handsome, powerfully built, confident, sophisticated
MAN standing there before her, and she was completely naked,
completely helpless, and revealed as a terrible slut – through the
dildo and butt plug.

What might he do to her, and what might that
be like!? He was no fumble fingered boy who wouldn't know what to
do with a woman's body, that was for sure! What was more, that part
of her which still felt strongly embarrassed standing like this
knew a way out – for if he actually undressed as well, if he
actually had sex with her, then... then being naked and sexually...
open with him wasn't nearly as humiliating, now was it!?

The thought was ridiculous, of course, and
dangerous! What if Charlotte found out! She should be back any
minute now!

He let the tip slide slowly down her body,
zigging and zagging until it slid right down to the top of her sex!
The straps holding the dildo in place angled up sharply to either
side, leaving the top of her sex bare, and the little flat leather
was now rubbing insistently against her clitoris!

A flare of sudden heat startled Paige! But
then she felt a sudden blossoming awareness. She was naked,
shackled, spreadeagled, helpless, before a man she thought was
extraordinarily attractive and masculine! Yes, he was way too old
for her in the sense of being a boyfriend, of course. But she was
far from home and when ... experimenting, well, what did age
matter?

Plus sex with him could buy her way out of
the mess she was in!

He slid the crop up the length of her body,
between her breasts, then circled her right breast before sliding
sideways along her ribs as he moved casually around behind her.

Crack!

She gasped as the crop, not the tip, but the
length of the shaft, snapped down across her bottom!

“Ow!”

“Yes? You have a problem, Cooper?”

“Th-that hurt!” she gasped.

“Well, yes, that is the general idea behind
punishment,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh! Please, sir!”

“My name is Lord Hamilton,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Please... Lord Hamilton!” she
gulped.

“Please what? Are you ready to tell me who
you came down here with?”

Paige moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! That stings!”

“But you deserve to be punished. Am I
mistaken?”

He reached out with the crop and let the tip
slap repeatedly against the side of her right breast!, then drew it
back and slapped it against the side of her left before snapping
the shaft across her bottom again!

“I-I'm sorry!” she blurted.

“I'm sorry Lord Hamilton,” he said.

Crack!

“Say it, girl.”

Crack!

“I'm sorry, Lord Hamilton!”

“And how do you intend to make this offense
up to me, girl?” he demanded.

Paige felt the tip of the crop slide down the
length of her spine and then slap at the base of the butt-plug,
before sliding up her hip and rib to slap at the side of her breast
again.

“Ow! Oh! Please!”

“Those who offend against the Hamiltons must
make amends somehow, girl,” he said, slapping the outside of her
other breast.

“I-I-I will!” she cried.

“You have a proposal?”

She gasped as he gripped her hair and jerked
her head back sharply, then extended his arm around her so that the
tip of the crop rubbed against her right nipple.

“Y-You can... can... have sex with me!” she
blurted.

“I can, hmm? What makes you think I'd want
to?”

The question shocked her. In Paige's
experience all men wanted to have sex with her! Well, unless they
were gay!

“Besides, it looks like you're rather...
occupied at the moment,” he said, sliding the crop down and then
slapping it against the base of the dildo.

He moved around in front of her and she
flushed anew, for he held her hair firmly, preventing her from
dropping her chin.

“Are you offering up your body for my
pleasure, Cooper?”

Who talked like that, she thought wildly! Why
hadn't he already jumped at what she'd said and... and... well...
started doing stuff!?

“Ah!” she gasped as he jerked on her
hair.

“Y-yes...sir,” she squeaked.

He jerked on her hair again.

“That's yes Lord Hamilton,” he growled.

“Yes, Lord Hamilton!”

“Well now, you do have an excellent young
body,” he said, looking her up and down. “But you know, a man of my
wealth, power and, not to put too fine a point on it, looks, has
not often suffered a lack of feminine attention. Especially from
slutty blondes.”

Paige's face burned.

“So while most of the males you're used to
would no-doubt jump at the opportunity to get between your lovely
thighs, I'm a man of more sophisticated interests.”

He let the tip of the crop slide down so that
it was rubbing against her clitoris.

“I do have an interest in your mind, though,”
he said. “What could I make of it, to what ends could I turn it,
mold it, in what manner could I shape you to something much more...
interesting, then a brainless little college girl living off her
family.”

“I'm not brainless!” she gulped.

“Thoughtless then.”

He drew the crop up, released her hair, and
pressed the shaft against the underside of her jaw to prevent her
dropping it. A moment later Paige gasped as she felt his fingers
sliding down where the crop had been, finding her clitoris!

“It is always a good end for society for the
elders to mentor the young,” he said. “Would you like me to...
mentor you, Cooper?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

He snorted.

“Sir... Lord Hamilton... Charlotte will... be
missing me soon!” she gulped, suddenly fearful of what would happen
if Charlotte came back and found them like this.

“No, that's most unlikely. I sent her off,
you see, with Fursten. His eyes don't perform well in the dark, and
he drove himself here. I'm having Michael drive him home in his
car, and told Charlotte to follow in one of the estate cars so she
can then drive Michael home.”

He shifted his grip on the crop, and then to
her surprise, placed the shaft sideways between her lips.

“Hold that,” he ordered.

She gulped and closed her teeth on it, which
freed his other hand. Both hands now cupped her breasts, and his
thumbs stroked across her nipples.

“Fine breasts,” he said approvingly.

Paige gulped.

“Have you had a lot of sex, Cooper? I imagine
you have, looking the way you do and having the restraint you
evidently do.”

Paige, of course, couldn't exactly speak with
the crop clutched between her teeth!

He moved aside, over to the table, and she
gulped as she saw his form, in the shadows, removing his jacket,
and then peeling his shirt off too! He returned bare chested,
holding the flog Charlotte had used on her!

“Reforming the young must inevitably include
punishment when they misbehave,” he said. “However lovely the
appeal of your body is, I must do my duty as your mentor, so to
speak, and teach you the error of your ways.”

He let the thin leather of the flog slide
across her breasts.

“The sex can come afterward,” he said in
amusement.

Paige gulped, but she'd been through this
with Charlotte, after all, so she didn't really fear it – much! No
doubt he would hit harder than Charlotte had, though. On the other
hand... on the other hand the idea of Lord Hamilton now interested
in sex, and also 'punishing' her with the flog while she stood
naked was starting to re-ignite that dark, seductive flame of
outrageous passion she'd been gripped by earlier.

Her eyes raced over his revealed chest,
gulping in air as she did. He was gorgeous! But not in the way of
the boys she'd known. He had a man's body, fit, well-defined
muscled, but also a sprinkling of hair all across his chest. Guys
might shave their chests, but not a man!

And it reminded her of just how high above
her he was in terms of sophistication and knowledge, of wisdom,
skill, talent, intelligence and wealth! She felt even more
helpless, more at his mercy, more … vulnerable! And all in a dark,
twisted sexual way she didn't begin to understand!

She flinched and gasped as he moved behind
her and let the flog land across her back. It stung a bit more than
when Charlotte had done it, but not a lot more. And the dark heat
within her began to rouse further, to spread through her body.

She was standing spread out, naked, before a
MAN! Who was going to whip her! She was alone with him, helpless!
Charlotte wasn't even in the same castle!

Yes, it had been thrilling with Charlotte,
but now it was a man, and it felt much, much more real!

She gasped at another blow, then again at a
third. He was hitting harder and harder, the thin leather spreading
out to crackle across her pale back as they struck! She twisted and
writhed, back arching away from each blow as she cried out around
the crop gripped between her teeth!

The flog hit harder still, this time across
her bottom, and again, and again, her hips jerked wildly as they
instinctively tried to pull her away from the stinging blows!

Her back and bottom were starting to get
hotter and hotter, uncomfortably so! The pain was sharper and her
cries rose as she became more alarmed. And yet she felt that
darkness welling up around and beginning to grow into the same
fever-heat as before!

The candles wavered softly around her, and
she was in a thousand year old dungeon being whipped!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The tips of the flog began to strike her ribs
now, then swept around them to snap at her breasts as she cried out
and twisted and strained against the shackles!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then his body was pressed against her. Paige
gasped as both his hands slipped up under her breasts.

“Do you think you've been punished
sufficiently for today, Cooper?”

She moaned and whimpered and nodded her
head.

“Then perhaps I deserve a reward for my hard
efforts,” he said.

His hands withdrew, and then she felt him
gathering in her hair behind her neck. He jerked down and she
gasped, head forced back.

“Push out your lovely bottom, girl,” he
ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, and felt his fingers
tracing along the strap which went around her waist, following them
down to pull at the base of the dildo and push it even deeper! The
straps fell away, and then she felt him grasping the little round
base of the butt-plug. She shuddered as he tugged it, slowly
forcing the fat elongated egg down and out of her. A moment later
she felt something else pushing against her, and, before her
opening could fully close, it pushed up into her ass!

She gasped, realizing it must be... it had to
be... him!

The egg had been lubricated with something,
and whatever that was it was still inside her. His cock slid up
deep before her sphincter even started to clamp down!

“Ahh, delicious,” he said in approval.

He drew back and pushed forward.

“Have you been sodomized often, Cooper?”

She moaned around the crop, and he gripped it
and pulled it out of her mouth.

“Answer,” he barked.

“N-N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“No? Whyever not?”

Paige had no great answer for that!

“Well?”

“I-I... I don't like it,” she gulped as he
pushed deeper.

“Why not?”

“It... hurts!”

“Does it hurt now?”

“N-No,” she gulped.

He snorted and released her hair, then
gripped her hips and jerked them backwards.

“This fine, tight hole here was made for a
man to enjoy,” he said. “Placed between your lovely buttocks so as
to draw a man's eyes.”

“Oh!” she gasped as he thrust even deeper! He
felt like he was already incredibly deep inside her!

His right hand slid down her belly and his
fingers gripped the base of the dildo which was starting to slowly
slide out of her. She gasped as he pushed it back in, even deeper
than it had been! He held it there in the palm of his hand as his
fingers found her clitoris, rubbing lightly, then firmly, lightly,
then firmly, shifting angles as his other cupped her right
breast.

“Your body is an amusement park for men,
Cooper,” he said.

“Oh!” she squeaked as he thrust even
deeper.

“And right now it belongs to me.”

He pumped the dildo in her sex slowly in and
out, his fingers stroking her clitoris. His cock stroked into her
ass with short strokes that always seemed to push more and more of
his seemingly endless shaft up into her body! Paige gasped and
moaned as she felt small cramps deep inside. Then she felt his hips
pressing against her buttocks and gasped in relief.

“Tight and warm and delicious,” he said. “You
have a slut's body, Cooper, made for men to use.”

That was, under most circumstances awfully
insulting, but just then she felt a dark excitement at the
words.

She gasped as the hand on her breast moved up
under her jaw, forcing her head back sharply.

“And who does it belong to right now?” he
growled.

“Y-Y-You!” she gasped.

“Sir,” he growled.

“You, sir!”

His hips ground against her and then began to
thrust in longer, much longer strokes, while his right hand
continued to pump the dildo in her sex. His left slid around her
other side and his fingers found her clitoris, stroking rapidly as
Paige stared at the candles, then into the darkness beyond, feeling
a dark, churning wall of shocking heat sweeping over her.

She felt a moment of surprise as she realized
that the cock in her ass didn't actually hurt. In fact, it felt
strangely erotic and thrilling, both feeling it there and knowing
he was fucking her ass! Her entire body began to pulse with heat
and passion, and she shuddered and whimpered and moaned as the
pressure grew more intense.

She felt her mind starting to float along a
churning cloud of heat, slowly tumbling and turning as she moaned
and gasped and rushing waves of heat swept through her body.

Then the orgasm hit, a massive orgasm the
likes of which she could hardly remember experiencing! She cried
out in dazed passion, then again, then again, crying all the breath
out of her lungs as the continuous scream of pleasure tore through
her body!
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Paige was amazed at herself, her mind
replaying the shocking events of that night over and over again in
a mixture of awe and disbelief.

Her bedroom had been renovated some years
before and had an attached bathroom, so she was able to examine her
body in the mirror, sliding fingers along very faint lines on her
breasts where the flog had struck, shaking her head in amazement as
she tried to bring her mind to fully comprehend what had
happened.

She had been flogged! Whipped! Naked! And
then she'd been fucked in the ass!

It was almost beyond her comprehension it had
happened to boring her! Lord Hamilton might call her a slut, and
she supposed she couldn't blame him given what he'd seen, but she
didn't really think she had all that much experience compared to
some others – like Charlotte.

It had been Charlotte, after all, who taught
her about lesbianism, not to mention deep throating.

She'd had some lovers, naturally. Why not?
She was young and beautiful and exploring life. But those sexual
encounters had been quick, fumbling things which had never ended in
orgasm. She'd certainly never felt like her brain was exploding
like she had tonight!

God! It had been incredible!

It was also the weirdest, wildest sex she'd
ever had! Quite aside from the flogging she'd never seen him, or
least, his cock, and it had all been done in candlelight with her
shackled in place!

She examined her wrists. They were red and
sore from pulling against the metal. She was sore inside, too, but
more from the dildo than his cock. Oddly, his cock had never really
hurt, perhaps because of the butt-plug had loosened her up.

She had felt so.... strange with him fucking
her ass like that, so... degraded, but in a deliciously exciting
way, like... like a sex slave! Charlotte had teasingly called her
that, and the thought had really turned her on! But it had felt
even more like that with her father!

God! She'd fucked Charlotte's father! What
would Charlotte do if she found out!?

She turned her bottom to the mirror and felt
a strange rush of tangled emotions as she bent forward. The lines
were more obvious on her back and bottom for he'd struck her harder
there, and there was that jeweled base of the butt-plug pressed
firmly against her skin.

He'd put it back inside her and told her,
with breathtaking arrogance, to wear it always in case he wanted to
bury his cock in her tight little bottom again!

“I assure you will I will do so,” he'd
said.

God!

She eased it out and put it in the sink,
turning on the water to rinse it off. She should have a shower, she
thought. After all, it had been dusty down there and... and
stuff!

She turned on the water and stepped into the
shower, then let it pour over her head, which was still muddled
with memories, emotions and confusion.

I'm such a slut, she thought in
awe.

She had just soaped up when the shower door
pulled open. She gasped and instinctively slapped her arms and
hands before her as she turned her back to the wall.

“Hiding from me?” Charlotte asked in
amusement.

Paige blew out a breath of air and relaxed
her arms.

“You!” she said accusingly.

“I know! I know! I'm soooo sorry!” Charlotte
said. “I had no idea he'd take this night to show that damned old
man the dungeons! God! Was it horrible!?”

“It was mortifying! I've never been so
embarrassed in my life!”

She let the water rinse her off as Charlotte
stood there.

“I can only imagine,” Charlotte said
apologetically. “Did he uhm, ask how you came to be there?”

Paige turned and glowered at her.

“He assumed it was with one of the men who
work here.”

“Ah, yes, well, they're a horny bunch so no
surprise there. What did he say?”

“He wanted to know who it was and I wouldn't
tell him.”

“Thanks!”

Paige turned off the water and wrung her hair
out, then snatched the towel off the rack and swept it around her
head.

“So what happened then?”

Paige grabbed another towel and roughly
toweled off, then tossed it at Charlotte, who let it drop to the
floor.

“So he removed the shackles and then sent me
back upstairs.”

She went to the counter and glared at
Charlotte over her shoulder.

“I hope he doesn't go interrogating the
staff,” Charlotte said.

“Well, he won't find out anything. God, I
don't know if I can face him again!”

She pulled the towel off her hair and picked
up a brush, then began to brush it out.

“Oh pish. You've got a fantastic body. You
have nothing to be embarrassed about that he saw it.”

Paige stared at her in the mirror.
“Charlotte, he saw me with a dildo stuffed up inside me!”

“Oh, right. Well... uhm, I'm sure he didn't
think you were a virgin.”

Paige glared at her.

“What? He hardly ever goes walkies! I mean,
there was no way to predict he would pick this night to go down
there!”

“You said no one would see!”

“Well, it appears I was wrong.”

Paige snorted and glared again.

“I'll make it up to you.”

“How?”

Charlotte grinned. “Well, we can take up
where we left off, of course.”

“Uh.....”

Charlotte grinned and stepped up behind her
and her arms slid around Paige, her hands coming up to cup and
squeeze her breasts. The way that resembled what her father had
done was weird! It felt differently, though. Charlotte's hands were
smaller and softer and her breasts were not as taut as they'd been
when her hands were locked above her head.

And Charlotte rained small, light kisses
along the nape of her neck. Which was very... nice.

Paige gulped anxiously. She certainly
couldn't tell her girlfriend she was worn out after having sex with
her father!

“I'm really not feeling into sex so soon
after what happened,” she said. “Do you have any idea what a shock
that was?! How traumatic it was!?”

“Well, yes, I can imagine. I just thought you
were such a horny thing you'd get over it with a little of my
tongue on your pussy,” Charlotte said with a grin at her in the
mirror.

She slid a hand down between her thighs, her
fingers rubbing her clitoris, and kissed the nape of her neck, then
nibbled up along the edge of her ear.

“Charlotte,” she groaned.

“You know you love my tongue,” Charlotte
cooed.

She drew back but took Paige's hand and
tugged her towards the door. Protesting feebly, Paige let herself
be led back into the bedroom and over to the bed, then squeaked as
Charlotte turned her and shoved her onto the bed. She fell back
awkwardly, then as the brunette peeled off her top and skinned out
of her shoes, slid back onto the bed, starting to feel a strange,
swirling heat.

She crawled into bed and Paige, starting to
feel aroused, spread her legs as the brunette kissed her way up her
legs, her hands stroking gently. Then she was there, lightly
kissing and sucking and licking her way up and down Paige's sex as
the blonde lay back and felt excitement mounting.

God, what a slut she was to want sex even
after what had happened!

But Charlotte's tongue was irresistible!
Paige shuddered, spreading her legs wider, sliding her fingers
through Charlotte's hair as the girl's skilled fingers stroked
along the line of her sex, then spread her open and slipped
inside.

“Oh! Oh God! That feels so goood!” Paige
moaned.

“Ease up higher.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so. Slave girl.”

Paige groaned and moved higher on the bed,
and Charlotte grinned and straddled her hips, then reached up above
her to the corner post and untied the velvet curtain tie holding
the curtain back. She quickly wrapped it around Paige's wrists, and
Paige felt her heart beat faster as she then leaned over her to tie
it to the head-post!

“What are – .”

“Shht.”

“Charlotte! You pervy bitch!”

“Ooo, what a bad little girl you are,”
Charlotte said in mock indignation.

She pinched her nipple.

“Ow!”

“Remember your place, slave girl.”

“I-I'm not your slave girl, you perve!”

She gave her other nipple a pinch and Paige
yelped.

“You will be,” Charlotte taunted her.

She pulled ties from the lower corners and
tied her ankles apart, then climbed between her legs and began to
lick her way up and down her thighs again as Paige watched and felt
her body heating up.

Being tied up was... exciting! God knew it
had been wild downstairs with Charlotte, and then... and then with
Lord Hamilton!

Charlotte's tongue had her hips rolling and
grinding in very short order, and the first orgasm had her back
arching almost violently as she cried out in desperate passion!
Charlotte then gagged her to keep her quiet and spent long minutes
stroking, licking, nibbling, sucking and mouthing her into orgasm
after orgasm.

Finally, Charlotte removed the gag, climbed
up to straddle her face, and made Paige prove she had learned
something about oral sex from the experience.

*

Paige felt … awkward... next morning. She
felt wrung out, too! God! Her abdomen still ached a bit, both from
Lord Hamilton's hard fucking, and from the muscle spasms Charlotte
had forced upon her as she came again and again!

She'd never had so many orgasms so close
together!

What an evening of wild sex that had been!
Hours of it! With two people! God!

She sure hoped neither of them found out
about the other!

She wanted to avoid the dining room, to skip
breakfast entirely. Lord Hamilton might be there! Charlotte
refused, though, and all-but dragged her down. Nor could Paige
explain why she was avoiding it! Thankfully, there was no sign of
her father.

Paige knew she'd eventually run into him,
though. But the more she thought about it, the more she thought
she'd survive it. In fact, that he had had sex with her made it
much easier than if he had just expressed outrage and sent her
packing. THAT would have been much more humiliating!

He couldn't exactly claim she was the only
pervert given he'd flogged and cropped her and then sodomized her!
He was one too!

She and Charlotte went for a ride. There were
horses in the castle's stable, and that was quite interesting for a
girl from L.A. She wasn't' nearly as good as Charlotte, though, but
it was still fun. They were even able to ride along the quiet road
and into town to get ice cream cones!

They rode back to the estate and put the
horses away, leaving it to Michael, the attendant there to brush,
feed and water them. Charlotte showed her a little more of the
manor, and then took her out across one of the broad lawns to a
strange tower in the rear.

“What is this place?”

“It's called a folly,” Charlotte said.
“Apparently it was quite the fashion back around the eighteenth
century to build these ornate... well, call them garden
ornaments.”

“It's thirty feet high!”

“Yes, they often went overboard, competing
with their friends, you see. It's quite ornate, and meant to
resemble an early Greek temple of some kind.

They entered the tall door and up a circular
stone staircase to the top. It had a square platform about waist
high occupying the center of the roof. On all four corners were
figures of Greek gods, and then there was a slightly higher stone
rail around it all.

“What is this?”

“For human sacrifices, of course. Lay
down.”

“Uhm, no!”

Charlotte giggled. “It's not real, you silly.
I mean, it's not like my multi great grandfather sacrificed anyone
here or anything. It's a folly.”

Paige reluctantly lay on the stone platform,
looking up a trifle nervously at the two gods glaring down at
her.

“Spread your arms and legs.”

“This reminds me too much of last night,”
Paige said.

“Don't worry. They tended to sacrifice
virgins.”

“Well, I guess I'm safe then!”

They went back downstairs and back inside for
lunch. Lord Hamilton was there and Paige blushed hotly, glad it was
a large table!

“What have you girls been up to?” he
asked.

“Exploring, riding,” Charlotte said.

“Rather a lot more to an estate here than in
your Malibu, Paige,” he said.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Rather have their weather,” Charlotte said.
“Then I could lounge around in my bikini and soak up the sun.”

“You can do that in France,” her father
sniffed.

“Well, yes, but it's full of Frenchmen,”
Charlotte said dismissively.

“You are entirely too impudent,” her father
said. “Comes from spoiling you.”

“And whose fault was that?”

“Your mother, of course.”

“Good old mummy!” Charlotte said with a
grin.

“Where is your mother?” Paige asked.

“She's in a flat in London. Can't stand it
out here.”

“She was spoiled too,” Lord Hamilton
said.

“Being spoiled is one of the benefits of
being a pretty girl,” Charlotte said smugly.

“Needless to say I disagree.”

“Quite needless.”

They watched TV, then went swimming in the
indoor pool, then sat on Charlotte's bed chatting, facebooking, and
downloading music to try. When they started talking about Britney
Spears the topic turned to sex, and then to slutty blondes, which
Charlotte had a lot of fun with. She pulled up various pornographic
images of beautiful blondes, comparing them to Paige.

That required persuading Paige to strip
naked, and then to assume the same poses, which she did,
reluctantly at first, then with a degree of giggling
excitement.

She was on all fours, turning to look at
Charlotte with a smoldering look which imitated that of a blonde on
Charlotte's laptop when the English girl got up, went to a closet,
and pulled out a camera.

“Oh no way!” Paige said, starting to cover
up.

“I'll delete the picture! But we can put it
on the laptop next to the other!”

It took some persuading, but Paige was
feeling a little drunk from the wine she'd had, and more than a
little aroused, so she consented, and then assumed the same pose
again as Charlotte tried to get the exact same angle as in the
picture. It was very weird but also an ego boost when she put it on
the screen next to the other to see how close the poses were.

And that led to more poses in various
positions as Charlotte tried to match them up with picture they
thought were attractive.

“When are you going to pose?” Paige
demanded.

“I'm not the blonde, Paige dear.”

“So? Lots of brunettes are hot! You're
hot!”

“Yes, but blondes are the sex goddesses.”

“Oh please.”

Not that she was entirely unhappy with the
statement.

“Here. Try this pose.”

“That's pretty slutty!” Paige said.

The girl in the picture was on her belly, or
rather, on her chest, for her belly was raised up and drawn back
against her thighs. Her bottom was raised high, her knees spread,
and her arms pushed out before her.

“I think your breasts are a little smaller
than hers but it should still look pretty hot.”

Paige rolled over and raised her hips.

“Higher, slave girl.”

She gasped as she felt Charlotte's fingers
between her legs, and raised her hips higher.

“Tuck your abdomen in sharply against your
thighs.”

“I can't. I mean, I can only do it so
far!”

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Crack!

“Hey!”

Charlotte took several pictures and then they
tried to compare them to the ones on the laptop. Looking at them
excited Paige, but she still laughed when Charlotte stripped, then
got a strap-on dildo out of her closet and donned it.

“Get back into position, slut!” Charlotte
growled haughtily.

Gulping excitedly, Paige obeyed.

“Wait one thing missing.”

She got something else out of the closet, and
then returned to kneel behind Paige, who was getting hotter and
hotter as she knelt in such a lewd and exposed position!

“Hands behind your back, slave.”

Paige obeyed, heart beating faster, and then
turned her head as she felt something unusually large and thick
going around her wrist.

“What is – .”

“Rather more modern versions of what you had
on downstairs. Much easier on the wrists of pretty blonde slave
girls,” Charlotte said with a light slap to her bottom.

Paige felt her insides churning as she let
Charlotte fasten a pair of studded leather restraints around her
wrists and then lock them together. But then the English girl
produced a much larger leather object she first thought was a
strap. It slipped under her neck, though, and Charlotte drew it up
and back, combing her hair out of the way to fasten it behind
her.

“What is this?!”

“A collar, of course, slave.”

The word sent a shudder of heat through the
blonde girl as Charlotte lifted her bound wrists up higher along
her back. Then she felt them lock in place.

“Here, I'll show you.”

She put the laptop on the floor in front of
Paige, and then picked up the camera, and Paige stared at herself
from Charlotte's angle! She gasped as she saw her wrists encased in
the studded leather, and held up behind her by a chain attaching
them to a ring in the back of the collar!

“That looks so hot!” she gasped.

“You look so hot, slave girl,” Charlotte said
in amusement.

She moved behind her and Paige saw her own
sex, then the dildo projecting from Charlotte's groin. She gasped
as she watched, even as she felt it rubbing up and down along her
sex, then slowly pushing into her! It was bizarre to see and feel
it at once like this!

“Bad little slave girl,” Charlotte said,
slapping her bottom as she drove the dildo deeper.

“Oh! God! Oh!”

“Oh God yourself. I forgot what a screamer
you are, you nympho sex slave.”

Charlotte pulled out and went back to the
closet, returning with the ball gag. Paige moaned as it was placed
in her mouth, then stared at the laptop again as Charlotte showed
her what she looked like, panning the camera up and down her
body.

She moved behind her again and pushed the
dildo into her body, and Paige felt the dark waves of heat beating
at her mind as she stared at the image of her own sex! She watched
the big dildo spreading her open and then pushing in, drawing back,
pushing in – all while she felt it!

She came quickly, crying out into the gag as
the orgasm swept her into a world of dark, delicious sexual heat
and pleasure!

Charlotte continued to thrust into her, her
hands roaming her body, slapping her buttocks, rubbing her clitoris
as she ground her hips into the blonde and twisted the dildo inside
her. Unlike a boy, Paige realized, Charlotte would never soften,
and she moaned and gasped and shuddered as the girl began to thrust
into her with hard, powerful strokes that drove the long, thick
cock into her with more and more authority!

It was so wild and nasty and thrilling! She
stared at her image, entranced.

Then Charlotte put the camera down on the
floor out to the side. Now she saw herself being taken from a new
angle, watching her body being pounded by Charlotte's hips,
watching the dildo, watching Charlotte's hands slapping her bottom,
then gripping and tugging on her hair!

She came again, crying out in unrestrained
pleasure, wild with the dark thrill of it all!
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Gardening was, Paige thought, a peculiar
English hobby. She was surprised to find Charlotte an enthusiast,
and somewhat bemused by her attempts to influence a Malibu girl to
join her.

“I think you're nuts,” she confessed.

“Plebe,” Charlotte replied.

“The idea of going to a gardening show, of
using up a whole afternoon at a gardening show is... uh... foreign
to me.”

“You're the foreigner here, dear.”

“Okay. I still think you're nuts. You go.
I'll go have a swim and watch a movie.”

She had enjoyed the pool and was determined
to pester her mother and father to put one in when she got home.
They had room, after all, and God knew they had money.

The pool in question resembled a Roman pool,
in part, including phony roman columns running along the sides of
the walls, and painted scenes on the walls of Roman bathhouses and
centurions. It had a nice music system, though, discretely hidden
behind the wall.

She enjoyed doing laps. It was good exercise.
She would have liked to do them nude, but was wary of someone, like
Lord Hamilton, perhaps, coming in and catching her.

Although the idea of being caught naked again
by him, while scary, also made something very hot burn wildly down
low! After the swim she returned to her room, but then, her mind
more than a little occupied with dark, sexual thoughts, detoured to
Charlotte's room instead.

She went into the closet, knelt, and found
the little box where Charlotte kept her 'toys', including the
studded leather restraints! She hesitated, then, heart beating
faster, closed the box, got up, and went to the door.

She would open it and put them on in her own
room, and maybe even take a picture or two she would keep as a
remembrance!

She opened the door to the hall, peered
carefully out, then moved furtively forward, up the hall and just
around the corner to the guest bedroom which was hers.

It was just plain bad luck that she
practically barged right into Lord Hamilton as she turned the
corner, and her shock at that which caused her to drop the box with
a yelp of alarm.

“Cooper,” he said, stopping before her. “Not
gone to the gardening show?”

Paige stared at him helplessly, and he
dropped his eyes to the partly spilled contents of the box.

“Hmm,” he said.

He bowed and flipped open the lid, briefly
examined the contents, then picked up the leather restraints which
had spilled out, put them in the box, picked it up and stood
up.

“You dropped this.”

Paige's face flushed hotly as she accepted
the box, then her pulse began to race faster and faster as he took
her arm, led her to her room, opened it, led her inside, and then
closed the door.

With him inside with her!

He led her over to the table, took the box
and set it down, then opened it and examined it again.

“I see,” he said.

Paige had no voice! What was she supposed to
say!?

“Perhaps setting up another assignation with
your lover?”

“I wasn't!” she squeaked.

“No?”

She was wearing a robe, and Lord Hamilton
snorted, reached down and tugged the fabric belt open, then pulled
open the robe to reveal her tiny black bikini.

“Very lovely, though your body looks even
better naked,” he said.

He pushed the robe over her shoulders as
Paige's mind swirled and churned, then took the collar from the box
and slipped it around her neck. She could only stand there, open
mouthed, heart pounding, as he fastened it behind her.

“Lovely, “ he said.

He took her hand and pulled it up and out,
then put one of the wrist restraints on it.

“I-I can't... I mean... you... you're...
Charlotte's father and...”

He took her other wrist and put the restraint
around it, tightening and buckling it.

“I mean... if Charlotte – .”

He spun her around and she gasped, then drew
her wrists up and back behind her back and locked them together. A
moment later she felt the chain attached to the back of the collar,
locking to the wrist restraints as he lifted them higher.

She moaned as his hand slid around her and
his fingers pushed casually down into her bikini panties, his
fingers stroking her sex, then dipping lightly between them. She
heard him snort in amusement, and his middle finger sank deep into
her body.

“Nice and warm and quite well
lubricated.”

He pulled his finger out and then gripped her
hair, jerking sharply as he slipped his finger into her mouth.

“Close your mouth.”

She obeyed.

“Suck.”

Moaning, Paige obeyed, sucking on his finger
as he turned her around to face him.

He looked down at her and she met his eyes
only briefly, until he jerked on her hair again.

“Look at me!”

She raised her eyes anxiously and stared at
him as he slowly pumped the full, long length of his finger back
and forth through her lips and along her tongue.

“You've been a bad girl again, haven't
you?”

“N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“No? Did I not instruct you the other day to
ensure you kept that lovely plug in your lovely bottom so it would
be available for my use at any time?”

She flushed anxiously.

“Did I?”

“Y-Yes!” she gulped.

“Yes what? You mean yes Lord Hamilton?”

She nodded jerkily.

“Then say it, girl.”

“Yes, Lord Hamilton!”

“So where is it?”

“I-In the bathroom!”

He went into her bathroom and after a half a
minute or so returned, took the back of her neck in his large hand
and bent her across the table. A moment later he gripped the string
of her bikini bottom and tugged it down!

Paige knew she ought to object. She was
cringing with embarrassment and discomfort again! At the same time,
however, the hours of dark, lewd, deliciously thrilling sexual
games between her and Charlotte and Lord Hamilton – all featuring
some kind of bondage – had ignited her imagination to the point she
could hardly stand the thought of saying no!

She felt the plug pushing against her bottom,
twisting and turning. He must have put something slick on it for it
pushed in fairly easily, then was sucked in until the round little
button at the bottom lay flat against her body.

“Now then, punishment, as I informed you the
other evening, is mandatory to inform the young of the error of
their ways.”

His fingers stroked and caressed her sex,
then pushed into her, one, then two at a time as she moaned and
panted and her breasts throbbed against the table top.

“Are you sorry for being such a bad girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Hmmph. I doubt it.”

He took something else from the box. It
somewhat resembled the flog Charlotte had used on her but it had
shorter thongs and there were fewer of them, perhaps a dozen, and
no more than a foot long.

Crack!

She gasped as they cut across her bottom!
They were a little heavier than the ones Charlotte – and then Lord
Hamilton had used, perhaps similar to boot laces. They stung more,
but then there were fewer of them.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and wiggled and moaned as the thin
strips of leather lashed her buttocks. Her abdomen was raised up by
the back of the chair she was bent over, even as her torso was
laying heavily on the tabletop. Her heart was pounding, her pulse
racing, and yet even as her bottom began to burn with heat and pain
she felt an incredible rush of sexual energy through her body and
mind!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Now then. I shall ask you a few questions,
Cooper, and you'd best answer them.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

That one was harder!

“Who is your lover?”

Paige moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little tramp,” he said, his fingers
thrusting into her.

Paige shuddered, then began to squirm! He had
pushed three fingers into her, and hard, and she half straightened
– until his hand on the back of her neck forced her down again, as
those fingers twisted and turned and drove deep into her pussy!

“Please!” she gasped.

“Please what? Please who?”

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
pulling her upright. He undid her bra and yanked it free, then
forced her to her knees as he stood before her, glowering.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

She gasped at the words, but obeyed, flushing
hotly.

“Wider!”

She moaned and spread her knees a little
wider, the tendons in her thighs aching, as he undid his trousers
and pulled them down and off. He removed his shorts and then
gathered up her hair in a mass at the top of her head, pulling her
forward.

“Let's see what you're good for,” he
said.

Paige trembled as she stared at his erection.
It looked so big! Had he got all that up her ass!? God! It looked
so... powerful and menacing!

But she was determined to show him she was
good for a lot! She opened her mouth for his cock and slid her lips
around it, moaning as it pushed along her tongue, sucking and
licking at once as he tugged on her hair. He pushed deeper, and she
fought her gag reflex, then pushed herself forward, gurgling wetly
as she swallowed the head, and forcing her lips further down the
shaft.

“Well, well,” he said. “you have hidden
talents, Cooper.”

Paige felt a glow of satisfaction as she
forced herself all the way forward until her lips were wrapped
around the base of his cock.

Of course, when she'd done this with
Charlotte her hands had been free, and she'd been able to control
how deep and how long.

That wasn't the case now, as Lord Hamilton
put his other hand at the back of her head and ground her face
against him. Her heart pounded loudly as she gurgled and moaned,
her head starting to pound, her chest starting to burn.

He eased back, and she slid back along his
cock, coughing and gasping for breath as he came free.

“Perhaps you'd make a good concubine for
someone, Cooper, a sexual play-toy for a wealthy man.”

He jerked back on her hair and forced himself
into her mouth and down her throat. This time, however, he started
to pump in and out, fucking her throat in long, harsh strokes that
made her gasp and gurgle and gag weakly.

He pulled out and she swayed drunkenly,
moaning, panting for breath. He gave her little time to catch her
breath, but thrust into her throat again, pumping hard and fast,
then again, until she was light-headed.

He pulled out, dragged her to her feet, bent
her roughly over the table, and spread her legs.

Crack!

“I know what you want and need, Cooper.”

She felt the spit-wet head of his cock
against her swollen lips, and moaned dazedly, then gasped as he
pushed into her. He was not gentle, but light-headed as she was,
her body was loose and limp. She didn't care what he was doing,
occupied, as she was, by gulping in deep lungfuls of air.

Once that steadied, however, she began to
fall into a dark and burning place of hunger, need and wicked
desire. She gasped and moaned as his cock drove into her, his hands
on her hips, then on her hair, jerking sharply back, making her cry
out.

She felt so... used! He was using her like a
whore! Or... like a slave girl! She shuddered and moaned, her body
soon thrumming like a live wire, the pressure growing greater and
greater as he rammed his hips into her upturned buttocks and
speared himself deep into her quivering belly.

She felt the orgasm rising up within her,
slower this time, spreading out, and then it washed over her like a
great wave, weaker than before, but all-encompassing.

And then... the real orgasm arrived, for that
had been merely it's prelude. She felt the surging sense of
pleasure within her with a sense of disbelief, then exultation as
it grew more and more intense, crying out in helpless, wanton
ecstasy as it tore through her and shattered her mind!

*

She moaned as her bare feet met the cool
stone of the passage. There was little else she could do given the
ball-gag he'd put in her mouth and the chain attached to the ring
in the front of the collar around her neck.

Lord Hamilton was leading her down the same
hidden passage Charlotte had taken her! Only now she was entirely
naked, with her wrists locked behind her back!

They reached the stairs, which were steep,
and he turned, then dropped his shoulder and lifted her up across
it, belly down! She gasped as she found herself being carted down
the stairs like a sack of potatoes, her head swinging loosely at
his back!

Sex slave! Slave girl! A helpless prisoner in
a dark castle!

Her mind swirled with delicious fantasies as
he carried her down the darkened passage. They emerged in the
dungeon, and he set her on her feet, then led her deeper in,
towards the other side, rather than where Charlotte had taken
her.

Here, he lit several of the floor length
candelabras similar to the ones on the other side. The ceiling was
higher here, and before them was a strange looking polished wooden
post of some kind, about ten feet high. A sort of branch angled up
and out from it, though, like a lamp. There was no light at the
end, though, only a chain.

Lord Hamilton undid her wrists, only to
fasten them together again in front of her. He raised her arms,
attached the restraints to the chain, and then moved to the upright
post and turned a crank.

Paige gasped as she felt the thing pulling
harder, then harder, forcing her onto the balls of her feet, then
onto her toes, and then... then she was hanging fully from her
wrists, suspended with her toes a few inches above the floor.

Lord Hamilton left her there as he went
across the dungeon, returning with the flog.

Paige shuddered, gasping around the ball gag,
gripped by a dark, violent fantasy that had her body flaming with
desire.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog struck her back lightly, at first,
but then harder and harder, until the flesh was hot and sore and
sensitive. Then the blows began to really hurt!

That only made it seem more wildly,
thrillingly real, though!

She trembled, her thighs grinding together as
he moved around before her.

Crack!

The flog swept across her breasts and she
screamed into the gag! He had struck with less force than on her
back, but her breasts were more sensitive. The thin laces
stung!

Again and again the flog swept across her
belly and abdomen and breasts until her flesh was red and she was
gasping and moaning, her entire body flaming, inside and out!

“A little modern adaptation for you, Cooper,”
Lord Hamilton said.

She moaned, looking down through slitted eyes
as he held what looked like a dildo in his hand. He pulled her leg
to the side and ground the head against her. It was thicker than
the one Charlotte had used, and Paige groaned dazedly. She was
sopping wet, however, and though it stretched her to aching, he was
able to slide it deep into her belly.

This one, like the one Charlotte had used,
had straps. These were thinner, and fastened around her, not him,
sliding up across her abdomen to lock the dildo in place. The dildo
had a fat, round base which pressed very firmly against the opening
to her body, and Lord Hamilton did something which started it
buzzing.

Then he left her alone.

Paige moaned into the gag. This was so
outrageous! It was so wild and kinky and... incredible!

The thing inside her ached as it stretched
her body out, but it also made her throb excitedly, and now the
buzzing against her began to make her toes twitch and jerk.

She stared around her at the burning candles,
and then past them into the darkness. She looked up at her bound
wrists dangling from the chain, then at the stone ceiling.

In a dungeon, hanging from her wrists...
naked... whipped....!

She gurgled helplessly, her thighs grinding
together around the fat little buzzing head of the dildo. Fire ran
up her spine. This was so hot!

It took a few minutes for the first orgasm,
but then once they started, there seemed no end! One after another,
they exploded within her body, as she twisted and writhed and
danced in mid-air, crying out again and again around the gag,
feverish with the heat and passion gripping her mind and body!

Her hips bucked and her body thrashed and
arched and exhaustion began to set in. Her body felt as though it
was caught in an electric storm, muscles twitching and spasming and
convulsing again and again until, slack jawed, she hung nearly
insensible, drooling around the ball gag, eyes slitted.

She was hardly aware of Hamilton coming for
her, lowering her, then taking her on his shoulder as he carried
her from the dungeon. She groaned in relief, however. Her arms and
shoulders ached fiercely.

She was carried upstairs, and then outside.
It was almost dark outside, she realized, though too exhausted to
really care.

She was carried up a winding staircase, and
then set down on a hard stone surface. She groaned, more than happy
to be spread out on it, ignoring him as he chained her wrists and
then her ankles to the four corners.

She fell asleep soon after, though didn't
stay asleep for long. She wakened to moonlight bathing her naked
body. She blinked in consternation and confusion, then with the
ache in her body, it all came back to her with a rush of wild
heat.

God! She could hardly believe she'd done
that!

She tried to sit up and failed, then looked
up and across at her wrists, then down at her ankles.

Where on earth – ?”

It was dark, but there was sufficient
moonlight to recognize the place. She was atop that Greek folly
thing, laid out like a sacrificial virgin!

She became aware of movement, then, and saw
Lord Hamilton there at the side of the slab of stone she lay upon.
He grinned at her, then frowned.

“Life is a learning experience, slave girl,”
he said.

Paige moaned weakly.

He picked up a bottle of something, then
began to pour it onto her chest. It was thick and sluggish, like
honey, and he poured it down the line of her body from between her
breasts to the top of her sex.

His big hands then came down on her body,
spreading it across her skin. It was slick, slippery, and his big
hands slid across her flesh, spreading it into her from shoulders
to knees, then back again.

His hands began to massage her breasts. His
touch was nothing like that of the groping boys had subjected her
to. Instead they caressed her soft flesh, his fingers lightly
rolling and stroking her nipples. They moved downward along her
lower chest and onto her belly, then in between her legs.

She didn't know that she'd ever had her legs
spread so far apart. His fingers certainly had access to her as
they stroked along her outer labia, then spread her gently open and
caressed her inner. His fingers dipped into the mouth of her sex,
and stroked lightly over her clitoris.

Despite her tiredness, Paige became
fascinated, and not just aroused. She moaned softly, staring up at
the moon as his hands glided over her, as his fingers pressed and
rubbed and dipped and stroked.

Her hips began to spasm as they sought to
push her up against his fingers.

He drew his fingers upward away from her,
riding lightly upon her soft, slick flesh, up along her belly and
onto her chest. He rolled and rubbed her nipples, then mashed her
breasts together before stroking and massaging her shoulders. His
hands slid down her ribs and over her hips, then across to her
inner thighs before lightly riding up and down the line of her
quivering sex.

His fingers dipped into the mouth of her sex,
then slid in deeper, and then still deeper.

Paige's hips began to grind up again, more
and more frantically.

He examined her face, then reached up behind
her and undid the strap of the gag, working that out of her mouth
gently, and setting it aside. He slid three fingers of his right
hand inside her, but gripped her hair behind the neck with his left
and jerked back to force her back to arch.

“Tell me you're a slut, Cooper,” he said in a
low voice. “Say it.”

His fingers held still within her.

“I-I-I am!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm a slut!” she gasped.

His fingers began to move, slowly, and his
thumb pressed lightly against her clitoris.

“Again.”

“I'm a slut!” she moaned.

“Again. The more you say it, the faster my
fingers will move.”

“I'm a slut!” she groaned.

His fingers stroked slowly.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!”

His fingers moved faster, deeper, pressing
upwards as she gurgled and moaned.

His fingers slowed.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a
slut!”

His fingers moved faster, his thumb stroking
harder against her clitoris.

Whenever her voice trailed off his fingers
slowed, even as a deep, violent need gripped her body.

“I'm a slut!” she cried, again and again and
again.

She came, still crying it out, her body
twisting and thrashing against the restraints as fire raced up and
down her spine.

He let her recover, his fingers tracing over
the soft curves of her body, massaging her breasts, rolling and
lightly plucking at her nipples as her chest heaved, massaging her
neck and shoulders, then sliding slowly down her body and between
her legs again.

Five more times he roused her to the edge,
then forced her to scream out that she was a slut as he brought her
over into writhing, bucking, sobbing climax.

The sixth time he climbed atop her, drove
himself into her trembling body, and settled atop her, thrusting
hard and deep. He crushed her mouth with his, then jerked back on
her hair.

“Are you a slut, Cooper?” he growled.

“I'm a slut!” she sobbed dazedly, again and
again as he drove himself into her and another massive orgasm tore
her mind apart.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“Well, and where did you go?” Charlotte
demanded.

Paige looked blearily at her as she lay
sprawled under the sheets on her bed.

“Unnngh,” she groaned.

Her throat felt raspy and sore.

“Daddy said you had Michael drive you into
town.”

“Uh... huh?”

“Have you been hunting up randy boys to hook
up with, slave girl?”

Paige gulped and felt a small emotional jolt
at the term, then was confused, trying to sort out if it was
Charlotte who had called her that, or her father, or both!

Her arms and shoulders ached, and she
remembered being suspended by her wrists with a dark rush of heat
and energy.

Hung from her wrists naked and whipped!
God!

“Someone to stuff a big cock into you?
Because I have bigger dildos, you know.”

“They're not... quite the same,” she
said.

“Ha! I know it! You slut! You've been off
chasing men!”

“No! I-I just... went shopping.”

“And bought what?”

“What is this? An interrogation?” she asked
crossly.

She pulled back the covers and sat up, then
swung her legs out of bed.

“Why are you wearing those?”

Paige blinked and then flushed, realizing she
had on the leather wrist restraints as well as ankle restraints.
Since she didn't remember how she got into her bed, she assumed
Lord Hamilton had brought her back. He had apparently left them
on!

“Uhm, well, I uhm, when I came back and, uh,
you weren't here...”

“Well you weren't here so I went out! You
must have come back before I did.”

“Uh, yeah, and I uhm, got horny. So you see I
didn't find any men after all, just fashions which I didn't really
like enough to buy.”

“So you got horny and got these from my room?
Just these?”

“Uhm.”

Paige looked around the room uncertainly, and
sure enough, there was the box on the table.

Charlotte followed her gaze and scowled.

“You went into my room and stole my
toys!”

“I didn't steal them! I just... borrowed
them. It's not like you would have refused.”

Charlotte went over and examined the box,
then glared at her. “I presume the butt-plug is inside your round
little arse?”

“Uhm... uh, yeah,” Paige gulped,
flushing.

“You slut!”

Paige shrugged helplessly.

“And you call me a perve! I don't sleep with
bondage gear on!”

“Uhm, I was uh, tired.”

“Ha! After making yourself come multiple
times I suppose!”

She stalked back and tossed the sheets back
more, then picked up the dildo.

“Uhm, well...”

“Hey, this isn't one of mine.”

Charlotte examined it, and Paige's mind
squirmed. It was the one Lord Hamilton had inserted into her in the
dungeon, the one with the vibrator base.

“So this is what you were buying? Slut!”

Paige shrugged helplessly.

“Why'd you get one with straps? You think
you'd use it on me? Oh wait, this isn't a strap-on. It's a
strap-in!”

Charlotte laughed. “Well, well, you're really
getting into this. Fine then, blondie. You can wear it to
breakfast.”

“Oh uh, I'm not really.”

“Do what mistress says, slave girl.”

“But I – .”

Paige snorted and grabbed a leather strap
from the box, then pushed Paige back onto the bed.

“Roll over, you slut.”

“But – !”

“Now!”

Charlotte grabbed her wrist and twisted it
and Paige yelped as she was forced to roll over. Since she'd been
sitting on the edge of the bed that dropped her knees to the
floor.

Crack!

“Ow! Charlotte!”

The strap was about a foot long, doubled up,
and it stung when it hit Paige's bare bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!”

“The name is mistress, you slut. And you
deserve worse for taking things without permission!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please! Please, Mistress!” Paige
gasped.

It was hard to fight, especially given the
dark waves of outraged excitement which almost immediately started
to billow up from the hidden recesses of her mind! It stung, yes,
and her bottom was rapidly heating up, but Paige still felt a very
rapid rise of passion, hunger and need!

She moaned as Paige locked her wrist
restraints together behind her, then got the 'strap-in' and
inserted it, twisting and turning and pushing until it was buried –
except for the base, then strapped it around her before yanking her
back off the bed by the hair.

“Now, you slut. You're going to start to make
it up to me.”

She was wearing a short skirt, and hiked it
up. She had nothing on beneath, and pulled Paige's face in against
her.

Moaning, gasping, face flushed, Paige began
to lick. It was certainly better than getting strapped!

“Cock loving little sex slave,” Charlotte
taunted, as the blonde lapped at her pussy.

Paige was able to bring the English girl to
orgasm in short order. Charlotte removed the restraints then,
though promised more in the near future. She insisted Paige keep
both the butt-plug and the dildo inside her, though, as they went
to breakfast.

She also picked out her dress, which was one
of the ones she had bought her for her birthday. It was more of a
club dress, really. It was a red sweater dress, very tight, with a
turtleneck, and very, very short.

“No panties,” she ordered.

“But... !”

Charlotte would allow no argument, and led
her, arm in arm, down the long corridor and then to the stairs.

“It's very strange walking with this thing
inside me!” Paige gulped.

“You love cock, slut,” Charlotte replied,
teasing.

“The base kind of... rubs against my
thighs.”

“Oh, does it? Well, maybe your mistress can
make it feel better.”

And just then the thing began to vibrate!

Paige halted dead in her tracks with a gasp,
while Charlotte smirked.

“Wh... what...?!”

Charlotte held up a small black plastic
remote.

“This was on your bedside table, slut.”

Paige gulped, as the base buzzed against her.
She couldn't exactly say she didn't know it had a remote, or that
she didn't remember one!

“Turn it off!”

“Say please.”

“Please turn it off!”

“Mistress.”

Paige flushed. “Please turn it off,
Mistress.”

Charlotte laughed and did so.

They made their way to the dining room, where
Lord Hamilton was waiting.

“You're late, ladies,” he said.

“Well, Americans,” Charlotte said airily.
“You know they're simply not used to getting up early. Especially
lazy blonde girls.”

“Sorry,” Paige mumbled anxiously.

She dropped her eyes, remembering how she'd
had to scream that she was a slut, again and again, while he
masturbated her to orgasm! Then the feel of him atop her, inside
her, crushing her, riding her, driving her to another massive
come!

Then another man appeared, a much younger one
who looked a lot like Lord Hamilton. He wore a very dark suit with
a gray tie.

“Ah, Charles. I'll have my orange juice now.
There's a good boy,” Charlotte said in a haughty voice, waving her
fingers arrogantly at him.

The man, a couple of years older than her,
looked at her sourly and sat down at the table.

“You're not nearly as funny as you think you
are, Charlotte,” he said.

“Well, I am compared to you.”

“Since Charlotte is evidently unwilling to be
polite, Miss Cooper, this is my son, Charles,” Lord Hamilton
said.

“Uhm, hi,” Paige said.

“How do you do,” Charles said.

“Paige is from California,” Lord Hamilton
said.

“Yes, a California blonde. Isn't it horrible,
Charlie?!” Charlotte said. “Why, she's a textbook case of the lax
morals and intelligence of the species!”

“Charlotte,” Lord Hamilton said with a
frown.

“That's all right, dad, she'll grow up
eventually.”

“Not before my time,” Charlotte said.

“So you two are twins then?” Paige asked
dryly.

The two looked at her in surprise, then
frowned almost at the same time, while Lord Hamilton snorted in
amusement.

Then the thing between her legs started to
buzz and she twitched and turned her head to Charlotte, glaring at
her.

Charlotte smirked back.

“Charlotte thinks Charles is rather too
mature for his age and he thinks the opposite of her,” Lord
Hamilton said. “There is some truth in both of those beliefs.”

He turned as Allan, the butler, came into the
room, and ordered breakfast as the two of them glared at him, then
at each other.

Allan then looked at Paige. “And you, Miss
Cooper?”

“Uhm, bacon and eggs please.”

“You had that yesterday,” Paige said.

“So I'm having it again.”

“We can make almost anything, you know.”

“We?” Charles said dryly.

“And you, Miss Hamilton?” Allan asked without
pause.

“My sister hasn't made a meal in her life,
you understand, Miss Cooper.”

“Paige, please,” Paige said.

“I prefer to know a person for a time before
using their Christian name,” he said loftily.

Charlotte was right, Paige thought. He was
entirely too... old, for someone in his early twenties.

“My brother hasn't had an original thought in
his life, you understand, Paige,” Charlotte said.

Charles ignored her as he ordered his meal,
being extremely detailed in how he wanted everything.

Paige squirmed a little, finding the
distraction to be not quite enough to lower the heat of her body.
It had been high to begin with as she'd walked down here with the
dildo inside her. The idea of sitting here in front of Lord
Hamilton with it inside her, impaled on it, had heated her up
more.

Now there was another guy here – a stranger –
and a handsome one at that. That made it even more outrageous to be
sitting here on a dildo! And the fact it was vibrating against her
was, despite her anxiety and the distraction, starting to make the
sexual pressure within her grow to uncomfortable levels!

“Charles goes to Oxford, because he couldn't
find anywhere in the world with people more arrogant,” Charlotte
said.

“Oh, there's some pretty arrogant people at
Harvard,” she replied.

“Sweetie, I'm sorry but you Americans don't
hold a candle on arrogance.”

“I'm afraid she's right there,” her father
said.

“Those who are jealous often talk of the
arrogance of their betters,” Charles said haughtily. “Cambridge
graduates among them.”

Lord Hamilton snorted, by which Paige figured
he had gone to Cambridge.

She leaned her head closer to Charlotte as
Charles spoke to his father.

“Turn this off!” she hissed.

“Say pretty please, Mistress,” Charlotte
replied sweetly.

“Pretty please, Mistress!” she whispered.

“No.”

Paige glared at her.

“It's not like you're a slut. Just ignore
it,” Charlotte whispered in amusement.

“I'd like to see you do it!”

“But I'm a mistress and you're a sex
slave.”

“Shh!”

“What are you two whispering about?” Lord
Hamilton asked.

“Paige was just saying that Charles was a
hideously ugly man with no apparent intelligence at all.”

“I was not!”

“I don't take anything she says seriously,
Miss Cooper,” Charles said. “And I know no one would call me ugly
or question my intelligence,” he added with perfect confidence.

“Well, that's confidence,” Paige said in
amusement.

“Not really. It's a simple acknowledgment of
reality. If someone called you hideously ugly would you take it
seriously? Of course not! You're clearly a beautiful young woman,
and must, unless you're been locked in a cave away from mirrors, be
well aware of that.”

That was a compliment, but Paige didn't think
he actually meant it as a compliment so much as a statement of
reality.

“And me?” Charlotte asked sweetly.

“You're also a beautiful young woman – with
unfortunate personality defects.”

She stuck her tongue out at him.

“We have excellent genes,” Charles said. “We
can trace our ancestry back well over a thousand years. Our
ancestors were always careful to whom their children married,
ensuring our superior breeding.”

Charlotte rolled her eyes.

Charles looked at Paige. “And you, Miss
Cooper?”

“Uhm... my grandfather came from Norway and
my grandmother from Ireland.”

“America is a mixed up collection of
half-breeds from all over the world,” Charles sighed. “Although in
your case, since Norway was part of the Viking territory which
helped colonize Ireland your grandparents might have had similar
origins.”

“So maybe she comes from great genetic
material,” Charlotte said.

Charles made a face and sipped his tea.

“But given she was raised in America, which
is an immoral cesspool of depravity, and California probably the
worst of that, I would imagine it's all gone to waste.”

Paige glared at him.

“You really are an arrogant snot, aren't
you?”

“Yes. I have much to be arrogant about,
though.”

Allan brought their breakfast, and Paige
concentrated on trying to eat and not squirm too obviously. She was
feeling a constant thrum of heat and arousal which rose and fell,
sometimes rising to the point of causing her alarm.

She spread her legs apart and tried to not
lean forward, so as to ease the pressure of the vibrating base.
Charlotte, sitting next to her, took that as an opportunity to
slide her hand along her thigh under the table, then in up beneath
the very short skirt.

There was little Paige could do about it
without drawing notice from Lord Hamilton or Charles, and in some
ways it was a relief, for Charlotte eased her fingers between the
top of her sex and the buzzing sex toy. In other ways, it just made
things worse as her fingers rubbed her wet, swollen little button
to the point Paige had to snap her thighs together.

Which, of course, increased the
vibrations!

She was getting intensely aroused, and there
wasn't anything she could do about it but try to pretend she
wasn't!

It helped whenever Charles talked, because
unlike with Lord Hamilton she wasn't reminded of the dark things
the older man had done to and with her. And because Charles was an
arrogant asshole.

She was flushed, though, and sweating, and
squirming as she tried to ease the buzzing against herself.
Fortunately, it was a very large table and no one seemed to
notice!

“So what do you think we should do today, you
ill-bred yank?” Charlotte asked with a smirk.

“You and your brother are going to St.
Michaels for your nephew's christening. Or had you forgotten?” Lord
Hamilton said.

“Oh... shit!”

Language!” Charles said.

“Your nephew?” Paige asked.

“On my mother's side. Her sister Amy is much
younger than her and had a child recently,” Charlotte said.

“Fortunately, as your mother and I are no
longer talking, it would be … uncomfortable for me to go,” Lord
Hamilton said with a contented smile.

“That's why I'm dressed like this,” Charles
said to his sister. “You certainly don't expect to go dressed like
that, do you?”

“Shit!”

Charlotte got up and scurried out of the
room.

The vibrator was still buzzing.

Paige stood up.

“It's a family thing, Miss Cooper,” Lord
Hamilton said.

“Yes, it was necessary to limit participation
so as not to offend people,” Charles said. “If you invite one you
have to invite another.”

“Uhm, well...”

“Finish your breakfast.”

Paige bit her lower lip but sat down and ate
another piece of bacon.

“I'll have Michael bring the car around,”
Charles said.

“Wait for your sister.”

“I'm sure you'd be the main attraction in
that dress,” Lord Hamilton said with raised eyebrow.

“Uh, Charlotte bought it for me for a present
for my birthday,” Paige gulped.

“It's quite... short,” Charles said.

“I have nice legs,” Paige retorted.

“Undeniably true, but it's unnecessary to
show that off.”

“On the other hand, most of us don't at all
mind,” Lord Hamilton said.

Charles sniffed. “She would be a distraction
wherever she went in that. In addition to being short it's
unnecessarily tight. It highlights the size and shape of her
breasts.”

“A pleasurable distraction,” Lord Hamilton
said with a smile. “Men like to look at beautiful young women in...
attractive outfits. Especially young women who have very
attractively shaped breasts.”

Paige blushed hotly.

Charles dabbed at his mouth with a napkin
then got up, shaking his head. He walked out of the room, and Lord
Hamilton looked at her.

Paige dropped her eyes.

“Very attractively shaped breasts,” he
said.

She gulped, feeling the buzzing intensify –
or was it her imagination?! Her body was thrumming with sexual
energy and she felt incredibly sensitive down there!

“And unless my eyes deceive me, with very
erect nipples,” he said.

Paige squirmed even more.

“Oversexed blondes are God's gift to men,”
Lord Hamilton said.

He glanced out the window.

“Charlotte and Charles are going out to the
car now,” he said.

Paige turned around, startled, and saw
Charlotte get into a Rolls Royce. The car then headed off down the
driveway.

“You can take off the dress now.”

She twisted her head back and stared at Lord
Hamilton, feeling a sharp emotional jolt!

“Wh-what!?” she squeaked.

“Take off the dress. I want to see those
lovely breasts of yours again.”

“But... but... the... the servants – !” she
gasped.

“If you disobey me you'll get a worse
flogging than you did yesterday,” he growled.

She stood up, uncertain whether to run or
not.

“Do it!” he growled.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Heart pounding like a drum, Paige gripped the
hem of her dress and peeled it up, up, up and over her head, then
flushed even more deeply as he looked her up and down.

“I see you're still wearing that. Take off
your bra.”

Half in a daze, Paige obeyed, and when he gestured, she came around
the long table to stand before him.

“Tell me you're a slut again.”

She dropped her eyes.

“I'm a slut,” she whispered.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm a slut, sir.”

He pushed his chair back, gripped her arm and
jerked her forward, forcing her to sit across his lap. His hand
immediately went up to the hair behind her head and jerked it
sharply back and down.

Paige gasped in pain, back arching, hands
reaching up and back to grasp at his wrist.

“Hands down!” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She gasped, for the words were said coldly,
which was shocking and also, darkly thrilling!

She spread her legs and then gasped again as
his fingers pushed down under the base and rubbed her clitoris.

His hand slid up her trembling body and
cupped a plump breast, then he bent and she moaned as she felt his
lips around the center, felt him sucking and licking at her nipple
as his teeth chewed lightly at her.

“Beautiful breasts,” he sighed, raising his
head.

He ran his hands over them.

“Put your hands up behind your neck,” he
ordered, easing his grip on her her hair.

Paige drew her hands up and back behind her,
and he seized them, crossed her wrists, and then pinned them
together with one hand as the other kneaded her breasts, then
pushed down between her legs again.

And then Allan, the butler, came out of the
kitchen.

Paige cried out, and tried to twist free, but
Lord Hamilton's grip on her wrists was firm.

“Stop squirming!” he barked. “Stay
still!”

His words were said so... firmly, that they
froze Paige in place, even as her face burned under the interested
gaze of the butler!

“Isn't she lovely, Allan?”

“Indeed, Lord Hamilton.”

“Are these not the finest breasts you've seen
in many a year?”

“They are excellent breasts, sir.”

“Give a feel.”

Allan obligingly reached down and caressed
and squeezed Paige's breast.

“Very lovely and soft, sir.”

“Pass me the butter, Allan,”

Lord Hamilton lifted her and then bent her over the table, her face
pressed down next to a plate of ham.

“Spread your legs, slut!” Hamilton ordered,
slapping her bottom.

Paige gasped and obeyed as the butler handed
Lord Hamilton the butter. She felt the butt-plug pulled slowly out
of her, then fingers thrusting into her, two of them, slick and
slippery, twisting and pumping. A moment later she felt Lord
Hamilton's much thicker cock pushing into her bottom!

The act itself didn't shock her, for it
wasn't the first time, after all, and she was incredibly aroused.
But doing it with the butler watching stunned her!

She moaned as his cock slid deep into her
ass! It didn't really hurt, and the slick, warm feel of it pushing
through the soft folds of her flesh was incredibly erotic and
exciting! Yet she was horribly aware of the butler looking on! God!
This was so outrageous, so insane!

Her wrists pulled feebly against the
restraints as Hamilton began to pump in and out, then she cried out
as he jerked up and back on her hair.

“Tight and warm, just like a man wants it,”
he sighed, as he held her head up and back. “Would you like to try
her throat, Allan?”

“certainly, sir,” the butler said with a
smile.

Paige felt another wild jolt, a shock-wave
rippling through her body as the butler unzipped and then brought
his own hard cock out into the light. She gaped at it, unable to
move, really as Hamilton held her head up and back by the hair.

He pushed himself into her open mouth, and
she moaned helplessly as Hamilton drove himself to the depths of
her ass at the same time, grinding his hips against her buttocks.
The vibrator was still buzzing against her, and given her position,
it was pressing even more firmly against her clitoris!

Paige felt shell-shocked, appalled even as
her arousal burned within her! That two middle aged men were using
her like a slut (sex toy, her mind thought excitedly) was
horrifying! On the other hand, the thought of herself as a helpless
sex slave was deeply thrilling.

Given the damage her inhibitions had taken
over the past few days, the multiple wild, outrageous sexual
experiences, and the intensity of her body's reactions, her sense
of morality was fractured and badly damaged – at least when it came
to sex.

The butler reached under and filled his hand
with her breast, his fingers squeezing and kneading.

“She has delightful breasts,” he said.

“She has delightful everything, Allan,” Lord
Hamilton grunted as he thrust into her.

The butler's cock filled her mouth as she
sucked almost instinctively. But then he shoved deep, and she
gurgled as his cock slid into the depths of her throat. He groaned
as he buried the last inch, jamming her face against his groin.

“Lovely,” he sighed. “I thank you, Lord
Hamilton.”

Hamilton chuckled, pumping in long, deep
strokes, while slapping her bottom and jerking on her hair. The
butler drew back, then thrust deep again, drew back, then buried
himself again!

Paige gurgled and moaned as she became
light-headed, then gulped in air as the man finally pulled free.
Her body shuddered under the impact of Lord Hamilton's hips, her
eyes slitted as she gasped for breath, her breasts wobbling beneath
her as he held her chest up by the grip on her hair.

Her sex pulsed and spasmed around the dildo
filling it as the vibrator buzzed powerfully, and her mind, fogged
by the shock of it all, began to swim. She lost her sense of
embarrassment, felt herself surrendering, sinking into a mindset
which accepted whatever happened.

And then the dark heat swept in, her mind
ignited, and her body quickly followed. The wild heat took her and
she began to tremble and gasp and moan as the heat became more
powerful. The feel of Hamilton's cock pumping and thrusting, the
stretching fullness of the dildo filling her sex, the buzzing
vibrator, and the wild, wicked, outrageousness of what was
happening!

She came, crying out again and again, until
the butler shoved his cock down her throat once more. Her body
trembled and shook, her hips bucking back against the dildo and
vibrator and the hard, thrusting cock.

*

There were just two candles lighting the
cell. They were quite thick, and sitting in a wall sconce on the
other side of the stone walled room. The room itself was no more
than six feet by six. It had no window save for the small, barred
one in the thick wooden door. That door was closed and bolted shut
on the other side.

She was in the dungeon, in one of the cells.
The butler had brought her here, and then shackled her wrists to
the wall above her head. Then he left her there. The sound of the
heavy door closing had a scary finality, as did the thick bolt
being thrown. And then, the silence.

She wasn't afraid... precisely. Hamilton had
no particular reason to wish her ill, and Charlotte would return
before all that long and inquire about her whereabouts. No, this
wasn't a punishment, really. This was... a mood setter. This was a
play. This was a game, or as he had put it before, a mind fuck.

And it was working, she conceded.

Because without fear, she stared around the
small, enclosed cell with a measure of awe and disbelief. To find
herself shackled to the wall naked in a thousand year old cell,
completely at the mercy of her 'captors' was breathtaking!

Her arms were locked up above her head,
chained to the wall, the harsh stones pressing into her soft bare
back. This was so, so, so perverted! So wickedly, deeply
outrageously depraved! It was almost impossible to believe it was
happening to boring old her!

At least she wasn't hanging from her wrists
here. She could stand up. She simply couldn't move away from the
wall. Not that there was anywhere for her to go...

Sex slave!

God, nobody back home would believe, would
even imagine she would involve herself in something this kinky and
degrading!

Nothing happened. She looked at the candle.
She looked at the empty window. She looked down at her body, lit by
the soft yellow light, stared at the soft curves of her breasts and
the hard pointed nipples, looked down her body to the narrow line
of her sex.

And thought about how outrageous this
was.

But her body simmered with a dark hunger,
ignoring the discomfort, even turned on by it. Her buttocks felt
the harsh, uneven stone against it, and her legs began to ache from
standing still for a long time. How long? She had no idea. Long
enough for her legs to start to stiffen.

She almost screamed as the bolt was shot!

The door opened, and a figure came in. She
couldn't see who it was, at first because the candle was behind
them. Then they came up to her and she realized it was Lord
Hamilton. Her pulse began to race!

She looked up at him anxiously, feeling the
sexual tension of her body crackle like lightning. She couldn't
really see his face because the only light – the candle – was
behind him. Instead he was this... menacing, shadowy figure!

She gasped as he produced a riding crop,
thrusting it between her thighs, letting the shaft press in between
the lips of her sex, point angled down and behind her.

“Tell me you're a slut,” he said in a soft
voice.

“I-I-I'm... a... a slut,” she gulped.

He moved the shaft, letting it slide slowly
in and out, pressing up more firmly, letting it glide across her
clitoris.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

She shuddered.

“I'm a sex slave!” she gulped.

“What do people do with sex slaves?”

She stared at him, uncertain. His hand came
forward and closed firmly around her throat, and she gurgled as her
eyes bulged.

“Anything they want,” he said in a low,
rasping voice.

He squeezed a little harder, then released
her throat, his hand sliding down to cup and fondle her breast.

“What should I do with you, sex slave?”

“I-I... anything you want?” she gasped.

He slapped her face and she gasped, her head
rocked to one side.

“Sir!” he barked.

She gaped at him and he slapped her face
again.

“Say it!”

“Sir!”

“What should I do to you?”

“A-Anything you want, Sir!”

He snorted and drew back a pace, pulling the
crop back.

“Turn around!” he barked.

Pulse racing, Paige turned around.

“Push your bottom back at me. Farther!”

She moaned, raising her bottom, standing on
the balls of her feet.

“Do. Not. Move,” he ordered.

She felt the shaft across her buttocks, then
gasped and flinched as it struck. It drew back, and stuck again,
and then again, stinging, making her bottom start to burn.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Will you obey your master, slave girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried.

She felt the crop slide between her thighs
again, angled up, sliding between the lips of her sex, and moaned
as it stroked across her clitoris.

“You were made to be a sex slave,” he
growled, drawing the shaft back.

“Turn around!”

He unzipped his trousers. Apparently enough
time had passed since he'd sodomized her to harden again! He had to
stoop and spread his legs to get the head against her, then he
gripped her buttocks, half lifting her, then fully lifting her as
he thrust deep.

Paige gasped and cried out, her legs half
wrapped around him as he thrust hard and fast. The feel of his
thickness so deep inside her belly ignited the heat which had been
simmering within her, and she cried out at every thrust as he
rammed himself forward.

Then his hands on her buttocks slid up her
thighs and gripped her legs behind the knees, shoving them up and
back against her shoulders as he thrust. His hands slid higher,
folding around her ankles, spreading them and pressing them against
the wall as his heavy body crushed her again and again!

Insane! It was all so darkly, lewdly, wildly,
thrillingly insane!

But Paige threw herself into that dark
fantasy without hesitation, gasping and sobbing as his hips pounded
against her, ignoring the pain in her wrists and shoulders as she
stared at the shadow face before her and let herself slide into the
role of sex slave, of prisoner.

The orgasm was not long in coming. They came
so fast lately! The wicked thrill of it all too intoxicating to
hold back as her body spasmed and burned around his plunging
cock!

He continued to hammer himself against her as
her eyes rolled back in her head, as the orgasm slowly faded and
left her dazed and limp, grunting helplessly under the impact of
his hips. Then he finished within her, lowered her legs to the
floor, and left, locking the door again.

More time passed, and Paige felt herself
wondering how long Charlotte would be. But she also felt herself
sinking deeper into the darkly delicious role of helpless sex slave
and prisoner.

The bolt shot open again and she gasped,
staring at the door. A figure entered, and this time it was Allan,
the butler! She felt her stomach quiver and her face heat. She
barely knew him!

And he had a belt in his hand!

It was longer and thicker than the one
Charlotte had used on her, and she swallowed anxiously as he moved
up before her.

“Are you a slut?” he asked softly.

Paige stared at him, and then gasped as he
slapped her face.

“Answer.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He slapped her other cheek!

“Say it.”

“I'm a slut, sir!”

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Y-yes, sir! I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“And what do people do to sex slaves?”

She stared at him wonderingly, then gasped as
he slapped her face again.

“What?”

“A-Anything they want!”

He slapped her face again and she cried
out.

“Sir,” he said.

“Anything they want, sir!”

“Turn around.”

Moaning, stumbling a little, Paige turned
around, eyes wide.

“Push your lovely bottom out, slave
girl.”

Whimpering, she obeyed.

“Do not move.”

Crack!

“Oww!” she cried, as the belt snapped
down.

Her hips jerked forward, her breasts grinding
against the wall.

“Did I not order that you not move?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

She pushed her bottom out again.

Crack!

“Oww!

He was hitting a lot harder than Charlotte
had! It stung!

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Oww! Please, sir!”

Crack!

She gasped, her bottom already on fire!

Crack!

She shuddered, keeping her bottom pushed out
as the belt cut into her soft buttocks.

Crack!

“You must learn to be a good, obedient sex
slave,” he said.

Crack!

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Spread your legs.”

Trembling, moaning, Paige obeyed, and heard
his zipper going down with a sense of relief. She moaned as he
pushed himself against her. She was still quite wet, her body
having continued to simmer while she stood shackled. He pushed into
her deep, his hands seizing her hips to jerk them back, and he
began to thrust hard and fast right from the start.

Her body shuddered to the impact, and then
she groaned as his hands slid down to grip her thighs just below
her crotch, forcing her back even harder, so she was barely on her
toes while his hips pummeled her aching buttocks!

“Tell me you're a sex slave,” he ordered.

“I-I'm a sex slave!” she cried dazedly.

“Again!”

“I'm a sex slave!”

“Again,” he growled, thrusting harder.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex
slave!”

Her body began to pulse and throb, waves of
sensation rolling through her belly as he slammed into her.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex
slave!” she cried, her voice breaking and breathless, her mind
swirling and churning.

She came, her entire body flaring white-hot,
the sensations overloading her nervous system as she cried out in
helpless, rapturous pleasure! Her breasts shook and her body rocked
and her mind reeled as he drove himself home with savage strength,
sheathing himself again and again in her spasming belly!

And then, like Lord Hamilton, he left her
there, moaning dazedly.

Paige was beginning to have her doubts about
whether this was real or not. Oh, she knew it wasn't real, but was
it possible Hamilton thought otherwise! No, surely not! He was just
mind-fucking her, just as he'd promised! But God, this was so
incredible!

So real!

That butler had been... nasty! But the
nastiness had made it seem more realistic, darker, hotter...

How long could he keep this up, though!?

Her bottom throbbed for some time, but then
faded. It did feel a little tender against the stone, though.

And then the bolt was thrown back again and
she gasped, her head coming up,staring at the doorway!

Charles entered!
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Paige's face flamed, but despite the sudden
jolt of humiliation she felt the dark sexual tension within her
starting to grow more powerful.

He stood before her, his face in shadow.

“So, little sex slave,” he said. “We see what
the colonial girls are good for.”

She didn't answer, face burning.

Then something rose in his hand and she saw
he had the riding crop, or at least, a riding crop. He let
the tip slide across her nipple.

“Such a naughty, wicked little girl,” he
said. “But one should expect no more from a blonde.”

He let the tip rub up and down against one
nipple, then the other.

She squeaked as his hand was suddenly thrust
between her thighs, the crook of the thumb pressed into her as the
pad of his thumb found her clitoris, and his index finger curved up
– and in!

Paige gasped, pressed back against the wall
anxiously.

“Wet and ready, aren't you, little slave
girl?” he asked in amusement.

He drew his thumb out.

“Arch your back for me, slave girl,” he
said.

Paige, still stunned, barely reacted, and he
gripped both nipples, pinched them, and tugged sharply.

“Oh! Oh please!” she cried.

“When I give an order to a slave, she had
best obey,” he said.

He released her nipples.

“Hold that position.”

He raised the crop again and let the soft
flap of leather at the tip rub against her burning nipple.

Then he slapped it down!

His father had done the same!

She shuddered and gasped and whimpered as the
crop snapped down rapidly against her left nipple, then her right,
setting both on fire! She held her position, shoulders, arms and
head against the wall, back arched so her breasts were thrust
out!

Charles drew back a little, then let the
actual shaft cut down across her breast!

Paige cried out, for the sting deeper, but
she realized almost at once he wasn't hitting her very hard. She
trembled and moaned as he drew his arm back.

“Are you a slut?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir! I'm a slut, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Yes, sir! I”m a sex slave, sir!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“And what can one do with a sex slave?”

“A-Anything you want, sir!”

He snorted, then reached up above her and
unlocked the chains gripping her shackles. The shackles themselves
remained locked to her wrists as he drew them down, turned her
around, and locked them behind her back. Then he snapped a leash to
her collar and turned, tugging harshly.

Paige gasped but stumbled after him, out of
the cell, then down the corridor, lit by occasional candles, to a
set of stairs. These weren't from any hidden passage, but were the
main entrance, and he led her up the stairs.

They passed through the kitchen, past where
Allan, the butler was washing crystal. He looked at them but said
nothing as Charles led her past.

They went out into the main corridor, and
through the great room.

“Ah, Charles,” Lord Hamilton said. “How was
the christening?”

“Boring as ever. I intend to relieve my
boredom now with this colonial slave girl.”

“Good choice for sport,” Lord Hamilton said
as Charles led her away.

Paige moaned to herself, staring at the chain
he held casually behind him, then around at the wide corridors
anxiously. God, she was naked and – !

Michael passed by, smiling and giving her a
close look that made her face burn. Charles only nodded as he led
her up the broad, winding stairs, then down the carpeted
corridor.

Naked! I'm naked! she thought
dazedly.

They went to a pair of double doors, and he
opened them and tugged her roughly inside.

It was a bedroom, his, she presumed.

The sound of the lock clicking into place
seemed very loud!

Five minutes later she was bound spreadeagled
on a large four-poster bed, a ball-gag in her mouth as Charles
undressed.

Paige moaned into the gag, staring at him,
her embarrassment now faded and gone, her inhibitions in tatters,
her body starting to pulse with that same dark heat again.

She was living a dark, wicked fantasy, and
her body couldn't seem to get enough of it.

Charles wasn't as muscular as his father, but
being a much younger man, worked out more. His muscles were
well-defined, and his body had far less hair as he sat on the edge
of the bed, grinning, and ran his hand over her body.

“Built for it,” he said.

Paige flushed.

Charles had his own box. It included a
vibrator, a big one. This vibrator had a sort of crook at the base
which, once he'd succeeded in driving the entire thing inside her,
curved up across her clitoris, where it began to buzz.

They were a family of perverts, Paige thought
dazedly.

“There's nothing quite so relaxing as
torturing a lovely slave girl,” he said.

He took a slim metal object from the box. It
was only about the length of a knife, but at its tip was a small
wheel – with short pins protruding.

He leaned forward and pressed it against her
breast and Paige gasped as she felt the sharp pins pressing against
her. He pressed it lightly, too lightly for the pins to penetrate,
and then he slid the thing slowly downward, the wheel turning as
the crackle of stings followed it.

She moaned and gasped and whimpered as the
pinwheel rolled around and over her breasts, back and forth over
her nipples, then down along her ribs! The sensations made her
writhe and twist and moan into the gag as he rolled the pinwheel
slowly along her ribs, then across her abdomen, then up across her
breast!

She gasped as the pinwheel rolled directly
across her hard nipple, then back, then across it again, the
prickle of sensation making her breast seem to pulse!

He put his hand between her legs, palming the
base of the vibrator, and then ground it against her as he let the
wheel roll down across her breast, then up the other to circle her
other nipple. It rolled along her ribs, making her moan and arch
again, then slid around to roll down her breastbone and belly, then
in along her inner thighs.

He moved his hand off the base of the
vibrator and let the pinwheel roll slowly up along the outside of
her labia, then circle around over the top.

Then he slid the vibrator back to expose the
top of her sex and rolled the pinwheel back and forth across
it!

“The thing about blonde girls,” he said, “is
that they're more sexually aspirational.”

He thrust the vibrator deep and let it grind
across her clitoris once more as he rolled the pinwheel lazily
around her left nipple.

“That is to say, blonde girls are more
responsive and enthusiastic about sex and sexuality, and so they
make the best sex slaves.”

He smiled and drew the pinwheel back.

“And what's a castle without a sex slave?” he
asked.

He donned a slim leather glove, then picked
something up from a bowl on the night table. A moment later Paige
was squealing and twisting and writhing with much more energy as he
let the ice cube he held between his fingers glide gently along her
underarm and down her left side.

He smiled as he watched, then slid the cube
across her abdomen and up her other side.

There was nothing, of course, that Paige
could do as the ice slid up and down her rib, then cut slowly
across the top of her chest.

“I like the way your body moves and strains,”
he said as he circled her left breast.

The circles got narrower and narrower and the
cube slid up across the soft flesh of her breast, then he held it
over her nipple, rubbing it lightly from side to side, holding it
in place despite her back arching and shaking.

“Feeling a new energy, are we?” he asked in
amusement.

He lifted the cube and held it just above her
other breast, just above her nipple.

Paige gasped as a drop of icy cold water
dropped onto her nipple! Another followed a few seconds later, then
another. He chuckled and lowered the cube, rubbing it against her
nipple and watching the melted droplets slowly trickle down across
her breast.

“Feeling a bit chilly, are we?” he asked in
amusement.

He pulled the cube away then bent over the
center of her breast, taking it into his mouth.

Paige moaned into the gag, the feel of his
soft mouth and tongue bringing an instant sense of relief as he
licked and sucked gently and rhythmically.

He shifted his mouth to her other breast,
sucking and licking, chewing now, as well, while his fingers
kneaded both breasts.

He slid downward, kissing and nibbling her
flesh along her stomach and abdomen, then pulled the vibrator back
and started to lick at her clitoris.

Again, the sudden shift in sensations threw
her. The steady quivering, buzzing vibrations had had a strong
impact, but now this soft, delicious tongue was taking advantage of
her heightened sensitivity, and Paige's insides began to churn and
bubble and burn.

The embarrassment she had first felt when
he'd walked into the cell had now completely evaporated. Instead
there was more of the wild sexual thrill-ride she'd been
experiencing since arrival. It was a ride which had so many twist
and turns, so many unpredictable rises and falls that it left Paige
dazed!

Now it didn't seem to matter who was using or
abusing her! She was helpless, gagged, spreadeagled and at his
mercy! But that dark side of her mind which had been so fascinated
by Charlotte's introduction to bondage and submission games she had
become intensely aroused even when her father had done it was now
even more intense!

Charles, after all,was much closer to her
age, and quite attractive. Sex with him had a different sense to it
than with his sister or father. His father was – daunting, stern,
dominating. Charlotte was playful. Charles was too but he was a
guy! That made it much wilder in some strange way!

He drew back and thrust the dildo fully home
again so the base ground against her clitoris. Once again the shift
in sensations made Paige shudder, her hips rolling helplessly up
against it even as Charles climbed up her body.

He knelt above her, then undid the strap of
the gag and worked the ball out of her mouth. It was not, however,
to have a conversation.

He moved forward until he could feed his
erection down into her open, panting mouth, and then lowered
himself, closing his thighs around her head, thrusting his hands
down under her head as he leaned further forward, and then driving
his cock deep into her throat.

Paige gurgled dazedly as his hands tilted her
head back on the bed and he buried the last inch, grinding himself
against her face and mouth. He held still there, and then his hips
began to rise and fall with short, quick motions, pumping his cock
in her mouth and throat.

“Ahh, lovely,” she heard him groaning from
somewhere above her head on the bed.

His hips continued to thrust in and out as
she felt her chest burn and her head pound from lack of oxygen. He
wasn't quite as big as his father but he was certainly a big
man!

He pushed himself up and slid out of her,
allowing her to gulp in air.

“Your throat feels delightful around a man's
cock, slave girl,” he said.

He held himself in his hand and let the head
slide up and down along her lips, then with a sharp jerk on her
hair that instinctively opened her mouth in a gasp of pain, he
plunged into her again, falling forward above her as he drove
himself deep into her throat.

Once again he thrust freely in and out, using
her mouth and throat as if it were any other orifice that pleased
him. He paused to let her breath, then continued several times
until he came, pouring himself down her throat.

The experience left Paige with an aching
throat, but also even more dazed and light-headed. He rolled off
her and had a few sips from a glass of wine as he regarded her,
then sat down again, grinding the vibrator against her clitoris
until her hips began to roll and grind up.

Her face was sweaty, her eyes slitted as she
continued to gulp in air. Her chest heaved as she strained weakly
against the restraints.

“Lovely,” he said.

He set down his wine glass and picked up a
candle, lit it, then held it above her as he knelt between her
legs.

Paige was just regaining her breath then, and
gasped as he tilted the candle to let a droplet of hot wax fall on
her left nipple. The heat started immediately, then grew rapidly as
she yelped and her upper body twisted.

“Naughty slave girls must be taught obedience
and respect,” he said.

He let several more droplets of hot wax fall
onto her nipple, then shifted to the other.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Don't!” she gasped.

“You forgot to say master, slave girl,” he
chided her, letting wax droplets fall on and around her right
nipple.

“Oh! Ow! Master! Master!” she cried, back
arching.

“Yeeees?” he asked mildly.

He let the wax droplets fall across her
breast as she moaned and gasped and hissed.

“That's hot!”

“How very observant of you,” he said dryly.
“And they try to pretend blondes are unintelligent.”

He let more wax drop on her left nipple.

“Oww! Please... Master!” she gasped.

“Too hot, slave girl?” he asked
solicitously.

“Yes!”

“You forgot to say yes master,” he sighed in
feigned disappointment.

He dropped more wax across her left
breast.

“Ow! I'm sorry, Master! It's hot, Master!”
Paige cried.

“Too hot, slave girl?”

“Yes... Master!” she squealed as he let more
droplets fall across her right nipple, encasing it in wax.

Of course, the wax continued to burn hotly
for long, long seconds!

“Well, we can't have that,” he said.

He put the candle on the night table, then
picked up another ice cube. With the flick of his fingers he pulled
the half dried wax away from her nipple and placed the ice cube
directly against it, holding it in place.

The relief from the burning was instant, but
an instant later she felt the icy cold, and then the cold grew to
the point it felt as if her nipple were burning again!

“Oww! Please, Master!” she squealed, twisting
helplessly against the restraints.

“Too cold? Honestly, for a sex slave you're
so spoiled.”

He drew the cube away and then bent to take
the center of her breast into his mouth, sucking firmly and
flicking his tongue against her now hyper-sensitive nipple.

Paige moaned and writhed.

He drew back with a grin, then got off her
entirely. Paige groaned, laying her head back and closing her eyes,
moaning softly.

“Ahh!” she cried, eyes jerking open at a
sudden and unexpected blow.

Charles was holding a flog in his hand, one
he had just used, apparently, on her breasts, which burned!

“Now then, I have a few questions for you,
slave girl,” he said.

He dropped the long thin leather strips
across her breasts.

“Are you a sex slave?” he asked, narrowing
his eyes dangerously.

Paige gulped. Lord Hamilton had asked the
same question!

“Y-Yes, Master,” she said.

He pulled the handle of the flog back slowly
so the thin leather strips slid across her breasts.

“And what can one do with a sex slave?”

“A-Anything they want to... Master,” she said
anxiously.

“So they can be tortured, correct?”

“Y-yes, Master,” she said reluctantly.

“And used for whatever sexual purpose anyone
wants?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” she gulped.

He drew the handle back and then swung it
forward, but very lightly. The soft leather thongs dropped across
her breasts, making her flinch.

“And what kind of a girl is a sex slave?” he
asked.

Paige blinked uncertainly, and he swung the
thing down again, harder.

She flinched more and gasped.

“A slut, perhaps?”

She flushed. “Yes, Master.”

“So you're a slut?”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

God, this is so kinky and perverted!
she thought.

“Let me hear you say it.”

“I'm a slut, Master!” she gulped.

Had he and his father talked about this or
something? Did they have a book they were going by, she wondered
wildly.

That didn't, of course, stop her mind from
feeling a dark pulse of forbidden heat as she said the words, for
it was so outrageous to tell a guy she barely knew that she was a
slut!

“And who do you belong to, slut?”

“Y-You, Master!” she gulped.

The thongs swept down and she gasped as they
snapped across her breasts.

“Not quite.”

Again they fell, harder still.

“Ahh!” she gasped.

“You are a slut who belongs to the Hamilton
family. Say it.”

“I-I belong to the Hamilton family!” she
gasped, dazed

Crack! The flog fell harder still!

“Ahhh!'

“You are a sex slave who is owned by the
Hamilton family.”

Crack!

“Ahh! Please, Master!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave who is owned by the Hamilton
family!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“And as a sex slave you will obey any member
of the family or even any servant.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Say it, slave.”

“I-I'll obey any member of the family or
servant!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Master.”

“Master!”

“Let me hear you say you're a sex slave.”

Crack!

“Ahh! I'm a sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!” she cried.

Crack! The flog fell heavily across
her breasts! And even though the thin strips were light of weight
there were a lot of them them and they spread out across her
breasts, bringing an explosion of sharp little stinging blows as it
hit!

“More emotion.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Still not enough emotion,” he said.

“I'm a sex slave!” she cried desperately.

“Try harder.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I'm a sex slave!” she screamed.

“Would you like me to fuck you, sex
slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

“Beg harder.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“More eagerness.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!”

He chuckled and dropped the flog, then
climbed onto the bed and pulled the buzzing silicone toy out of her
dripping sex.

He was hard again, and slid into her, then
lay fully atop her, grunting as he thrust himself deep.

Paige felt an immense sense of relief as he
finally gave in to her appeal. The front of her body felt raw and
red and aching as if she had a sunburn. But the sharp stinging
blows had become intensely, frustratingly continuous. She hadn't
been able to do anything about them! That had made her more and
more frantic!

Now she could relax and breath even as his
heavy body covered her, even as she felt him deep inside her, even
as his arms slid around her and he began to thrust.

His body was angled a little so that her face
was pressed into his shoulder as he let his hips start to rise and
fall, but then he shifted, and she gasped as she felt him gripping
her hair firmly and ruthlessly jerking her head up and back.

His lips closed on hers with a ferocious
sense of hunger, and she moaned into his open mouth as he crushed
them against her, his tongue driving into her as his hips thrust
steadily.

Paige felt... possessed, owned, utterly
helpless and in a strange way, very dependent beneath his weight
and her bonds, moaning and gasping at every thrust now. He would
decid if she felt heat or cold, if she felt pleasure or pain, if
she even breathed. That let her subconsciously fall fully into the
role of slave girl even as her body began to thrum with sexual
energy again.

Powerful men had always aroused her, after
all, and he was all-powerful, at least, to her, at least now. He
might as well have been God, for his control over her!

And he was inside her, and kissing her,
ravishing her mouth and body, ruthlessly.

Her insides burned hotter and hotter as he
drove himself into her, and then orgasm came up from deep inside.
It seemed to have two stages, the first, which made her cry out,
and then a sudden rapid rise in intensity until she was screaming
like an animal into his mouth, and then into the air as he pulled
his mouth away, still jerking her hair back so he could close his
teeth and lips on her throat!

It held her body and mind tightly locked in
its burning, rippling flow of overwhelming energy, and she simple
gurgled breathlessly, unable to breath, ready to pass out for lack
of air even as she trembled under the power of its hold.

And then she did.
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When Paige woke she stared up at the ceiling
in confusion. It didn't take long for memory to flood through her,
however, and she gasped and tried to sit up in bed.

That proved difficult since her arms were
beneath her and her hands refused to pull free of each other. But
she managed, staring around wildly.

She was in 'her' room. What had happened, she
wondered. The last memory she had was of an incredible orgasm as
she lay beneath Charles, his cock churning her belly into lava as
his mouth bit into her throat.

She tugged at her wrists, then pulled her arm
to her left, craning her head down and around but couldn't see
them. Something which felt like strong metal was against her
individual wrists, though, and locked together.

She had something around her neck, too, and
then she stared at her ankles, and saw restraints around them. They
were metal, stainless steel, mostly, but with rounded black rims
that looked more like rubber or leather. Otherwise the stainless
steel was highly polished and unadorned except by thick rings
dangling from the outsides, rings big enough for her toes to push
in easily.

She stood up and walked to the open door of
the en suite bathroom and stared at herself in the mirror.

The collar around her neck was identical to
the restraints around her ankles. Except of course, bigger. The
ring was quite thick as it dangled from the center. But it had
words engraved just below where the ring dangled.

SEX SLAVE

She half turned and confirmed the restraints
around her wrists were the same as the ones around her ankles.

“God!” she whispered.

She looked at herself and the collar again,
feeling awed by the sheer outrageousness of it. Then blinked and
looked closer. There were more words under the SEX SLAVE on the
front of the collar.

Property of Lord Hamilton. If found,
return to Hamilton Castle.

Were they crazy!? Or was she?

There was no such thing as sex slaves! Well,
not really, not legally. Maybe in Saudi Arabia, but certainly not
here!

But the Hamiltons sure seemed to be trying to
make it seem there was!

And one of the keenest memories she had of
what Charles had said was him saying she belonged to the Hamilton
family. And making her say it!

She blinked and turned her back to the
mirror, then spread her legs and bent forward a little.

Yes, the round base of a butt-plug showed
there between her buttocks, and it was stainless steel too.

She straightened and turned, shaking her
head.

Crazy! They were all nuts!

That did not make this less an emotional
roller coaster. She was a little embarrassed, a little more anxious
and uncertain and wary, and... also felt a breathless sensation and
a sharp thrum down low in her belly.

She had had to scream that she was a sex
slave! Over and over again!

God! Fuck!

Were they all really in on it together?! That
was sick! Then again, she'd thought that a number of times even
before she had considered that they knew what they were all doing.
Certainly Lord Hamilton and Charles knew about each other. It had
to be the former who had directed the latter down to the dungeon to
make use of her after he was done.

And then there was Allan, the butler. He had
fucked her too, she thought, mind squirming.

She was such a fucking whore!

Now what was she supposed to do!?

She looked at herself again in something like
fascination. She looked like a sex slave!

There were faint, thin lines across her
breasts from the flogging Charles had given her.

The bastard!

Aside from that her throat ached from him
fucking it so hard, but she seemed otherwise okay except her legs
were a little sore and she was hungry! How long had she been in
that fucking dungeon anyway!? And then upstairs in Charles' room
being 'tortured'. And then.. unconscious!

Had she actually come so hard she'd lost
consciousness!? That was a wild thought! Wow!

Now what? She couldn't very well get dressed
and go and demand people tell her what the hell was going on!

She examined the ankle restraints, putting a
foot up on the edge of the counter, and saw that they had a small
keyhole. Which meant there was no way she was getting them off
herself.

She supposed she'd just have to wait until
Charles came to get her.

“Ah, there you are.”

She yelped in alarm at the male voice,
whirling to see Allan the butler! She flushed as he came into the
room, but was tongue-tied, not knowing what to say, especially as
she was instantly embarrassed.

“We'll get you ready for dinner,” he said
brusquely.

He opened drawers in the long counter, then
pulled something out she didn't see. As he rose he gripped the back
of her collar and forcibly bent her over the counter.

“Like that, and spread your legs,” he
ordered.

Gasping, she obeyed, and she felt his fingers
gripping the butt-plug, then pulling it back out. It was thick, she
thought wildly! She gasped as it came free.

But then something else slid into her bottom
before her sphincter could entirely close. It slid deeper as she
closed and then he turned on the tap on one of the counters and
filled something with it. She wanted to say something, but her
position made her feel degraded and embarrassed and tongue
tied.

Then she felt something alarming! A flow of
some kind of warm liquid into her belly! She gaped at the wall
before her for some seconds before realizing, as Allan began to hum
casually, that he was giving her an enema! That made her blush
hotly and almost sputter with indignation!

“What do you – !?”

Crack!

His hand slapped sharply across her bottom
and she gasped.

“Do not speak unless spoken to, sex slave,”
he ordered sternly.

God, even the servants were perverts, she
thought with a moan.

He wound up gagging her, then gave her two
enemas before pulling her into the shower and washing her. His
hands were brusque and workmanlike, without any seeming awareness
they were soaping up a naked young woman and touching her
everywhere.

He shampooed her hair, rinsed her off, dried
her, then brushed out her hair and dried that with a blow dryer to
more or less the way she usually did it.

Then he attached a leash to the ring in the
center of the collar and led her out of the room, through the
bedroom and out into the hall.

Paige moaned helplessly, looking around her
as her bare feed padded along on the cool marble below. The hall
was wide enough to drive a truck down, and yet here she was
completely naked! It was bizarre to the point of being
disorientated!

Allan ignored her, his hand at his side
holding the leash, forcing her to follow, scurrying forward
whenever the chain went taut and tugged hard on the collar.

And then another man appeared! Michael, the
chauffeur and stable master!

Paige's face burned as the man, middle aged,
hair graying, met them at the top of the stairs.

“Well, well, well,” he said, examining
her.

“Lord Hamilton's sex slave,” Allan said.

“Very nice taste, his lordship has,” the man
said.

He reached up and cupped her breast, giving
it a casual squeeze and fondle that sent a jolt of shock through
Paige's sputtering mind.

“Nice soft skin, nice breasts,” he
commented.

“Yes, they certainly are,” Allan said,
reaching out and just as casually cupping and squeezing her other
breast.

“You know, since she's to be ridden so often
perhaps she should be in the stable under my supervision,” Michael
said slyly.

Allan laughed. “Nice try, old boy.”

Then he smacked Paige's bottom sharply so
that she squealed and leapt forward.

“Let's get moving, slave girl,” he said,
tugging on the leash and heading down the stair.

It was surreal!

Paige followed him down the broad, winding
stairs, then across the entry hall and down another corridor which
led into the dining room.

Lord Hamilton was there, sitting at the long
table. Charlotte and Charles were also there, sitting across from
each other.

“Ah, Allan,” Hamilton said.

“She insisted on talking, my Lord, so I
gagged her,” Allan said.

“Quite right, too. Can't have the slaves
talking out of turn,” Hamilton said.

“Surely she ought to be punished,” Charles
said.

“Yes, that would be proper,” his father
replied.

Paige gasped as she was abruptly bent over
the table. Charlotte reached out and seized her hair tightly,
holding her head down, her cheek to the table. She smirked at her
and waggled her eyebrows as Allan took up a switch.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You must learn discipline, slave girl,” she
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Paige yelped and gasped and moaned and jerked
as the thin switch cut stingingly across her buttocks but was too
overwhelmed by it all to even think about how she might respond,
especially since she had few options anyway.

After ten blows she was pulled up off the
table, then placed on her knees on the floor next to Lord
Hamilton.

“Legs apart, slave,” he ordered, picking up a
crop and thrusting it between her thighs.

Moaning, Paige shifted her knees apart, then,
as he slapped the crop against the insides, spread them wider
still, very wide indeed!

“Back straight, head up, chest out,” he
barked, raising the crop and slapping lightly at the undersides of
her breasts.

Paige stiffened, moaning into the gag.

“Must maintain a proper carriage,” Charles
said arrogantly.

“Really?” Charlotte said. “I mean, she's a
slave girl. One can't expect her to deport herself like, well, a
person. She's more of an animal – a sexual animal, wild and
feral.”

“You do have a point, but keeping her
shoulders back pushes her breasts out more attractively,” Charles
said.

“Quite,” Lord Hamilton said.

Allan returned, pushing a tray filled with
food, and they all ignored her as he passed bowls and plates across
to the table.

He wheeled the tray away and the Hamiltons
began to eat, while Paige, still somewhat stunned, knelt there on
the floor in dazed amazement.

Allan wheeled the tray back with more food,
dishing some out, poured wine, and then left, as the Hamiltons
discussed horse racing and then cricket matches.

Paige knelt there for long minutes, her heart
racing, her mind trying to accommodate itself to this new
shattering situation. It wasn't, oddly enough, as embarrassing as
it ought to be given all three of them as well as Allan had already
not only seen her naked but had had sex with her. But it was still
a shock that they all knew of it and weren't bothered admitting it
to each other.

Well, okay, Lord Hamilton and Charles,
perhaps, but Charlotte too!?

As her bewildered mind began to accept and
understand things, however, the shock began to pass too. And what
remained was a sense of just how utterly outrageous and perverted
this was, not to mention how degrading.

She was kneeling naked on the floor, after
all, in chains, while these three fully clothed people ate and
discussed horsie shows!

And she was hungry! The food smelled
delicious! Her stomach hadn't had a thing in it since a light
breakfast! And it was now dinner! Nor had she exactly been sitting
down doing nothing for all that time!

But she wasn't exactly in position to
complain!

“Do you think we should feed the slave?”
Charlotte said, her words jarring to Paige since they were the
first of any relevance.

“Well, perhaps, but if you remove the gag
she's liable to start talking again,” Charles said.

“Then we shall beat her,” Charlotte said.
“Give her twenty more from the crop this time.”

Lord Hamilton turned and looked at Paige.

“Would like to eat, slave girl?” he
asked.

She gulped and nodded her head
cautiously.

“Very well. But be aware of the ground rules.
One word out of your mouth and you'll get twenty more strokes of
the crop, then be gagged again and do without eating.
Understand?”

Paige looked at him with a sense of outrage
and rebellion, but on the other hand, she was hungry.

And this was starting, now that the shock had
faded, to seem darkly, outrageously thrilling...

She nodded her head.

He snorted and bent over, undoing the
strap.

“Just don't protest that you weren't warned.
A blonde able to keep from talking is a rare thing.”

Paige gasped as he tugged the ball free of
her mouth, then licked her lips and worked her jaw.

A moment later he reached out with a piece of
some sort of meat in his hand.

“Take it.”

She stared at it, wanted to ask what it was,
wanted to ask why she couldn't sit at the table, wanted to say... a
lot! But she'd get a cropping then and gagged!

Gulping, she licked it out of the palm of his
hand.

It was steak, she thought, and quite
tasty.

Then Charles held out his hand with another
piece of steak.

Paige felt her pulse rate quickening, but
then leaned in and licked it from his fingers.

This was so fucking nasty!

The table was wide and had no table cloth.
She could easily see Charlotte on the other side, and when the girl
snapped her fingers to get her attention, then held a piece of
steak down at her side Paige hesitated uncertainly, then started to
rise, only to be pushed back by Charles.

“No one said you could stand up, slave,” he
said.

“Undo her wrists so she can crawl under the
table,” Lord Hamilton said.

Charles snorted, then did that, unlinking the
metal shackles so her arms came free. Paige, feeling somewhat dazed
again, dropped to all fours and crawled under the wide table, then
licked the piece of meat from Charlotte's fingers.

“Such a good little slave,” Charlotte purred,
patting her head.

Paige flushed.

She crawled back to the other side, and
licked a piece of some sort of bun from Charles' fingers, then took
some spicy bit of potato from Lord Hamilton.

She was just as glad she wasn't allowed to
talk. What was she to say!?

For as darkly degrading as this was, it was
making her feel more and more like the sexual animal Charlotte had
described her as. She was feeling tight-chested and felt a growing
sense of sexual pressure within her as she crawled around licking
food from their fingers or the palms of their hands.

“I think she likes milk at the end of her
meals, rather than wine,” Charlotte said.

“Colonials,” Lord Hamilton sniffed.

Allan was gathering up some of the empty
plates.

“Bring back a bowl of milk for the slave,
Allan,” he said.

“Of course, My lord.”

Paige marveled at how they were all
pretending that this was some kind of normal thing, like she was
the family cat or something!

When Allan returned he set down a bowl of
milk, but out of the way, over against the wall. He snapped his
fingers, and after a brief hesitation, Paige dropped onto all fours
and crawled over to him.

“Lower your front half, slave,” he said.

She dropped to her forearms.

“Raise your bottom high and spread your legs
wide,” he ordered.

Flushing, she obeyed, and then began to lick
and slurp the milk from the bowl, very, very much aware that her
bottom was pointed right back at the table.

How long would this perverted little play
acting last, she thought wonderingly.
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Allan locked her wrists together behind her
again, then took her to a bathroom and brushed her teeth for her!
When she tried to protest she got ten more from the crop, then was
gagged again! When he was done he brought her back to the great
room.

Lord Hamilton sat back on a heavy,
overstuffed armchair, while Charles sat with his ankle propped on
his other leg on the sofa. Before them was a wide, low leather
ottoman and Allan led her there, removed the leash and had her sit
down on it, then left.

She gulped as Lord Hamilton and Charles
looked at her. She turned her head but didn't see any sign of
Charlotte.

“Do you suppose, Charles, that our little
sexual animal, as your sister put it, finds this more than slightly
arousing?”

“Well, it's not particularly cool but those
nipples of hers have been hard as rocks since dinner,” Charles
observed. “And her face and chest are both quite flushed.”

Paige gulped.

Charles came over to her and she gasped as he
jerked back on her hair sharply, forcing not merely her head back,
but her shoulders, and her body. He slid a hand between her thighs,
which had spread apart to try to balance her upper torso tilting
back, and his fingers pushed into her.

“Nice and wet,” he said.

She moaned as he released her hair, but then
he undid the wrist restraints again and then sat down.

“Lay back on the ottoman, slave girl,”
Charles ordered.

Gulping, chest tightening further, Paige lay
back on the big ottoman.

“Draw your knees up and back and spread them
wide,” he said.

She flinched and felt a jolt of dark heat as
she obeyed.

Charles grinned and then leaned forward,
placing a large, realistic looking dildo into her hand.

“Use it, sex slave.”

She felt another wild jolt, her heart
speeding, her pulse racing as the two men looked at her
expectantly. She moaned, staring at the dildo, then, feeling a
churning wall of embarrassment and heat swirling through her,
brought the head down against her opening and rubbed it up
down.

She flinched as the head rubbed across her
clitoris, then she changed the angle and slowly pushed it into her
body, moaning as the thick sex toy spread the lips of her sex wide,
wide apart.

Her chest was already rising and falling
rapidly as the wild dark sexual heat grew within her. She pushed it
deeper, twisting it, turning it, gasping as she raised her eyes to
see them watching.

This is so sick, she thought dazedly, the
arousal flaring wildly within her.

She thrust the dildo deeper, pumping it in
and out as they watched, moaning and gasping and shuddering as she
reached down and began to finger her clitoris with her other hand.
Hardly believing what she was doing, she thrust the dildo deeper
and harder and faster, gasping and then crying out as the feverish
heat took her mind to dark places.

“Push every inch into that slutty little
opening, slave girl,” Lord Hamilton ordered.

Moaning, she tried, wincing, gasping, aching,
thrusting deeper, until there was almost nothing left outside her
body and she was on the edge of exploding!

“Stop!” he barked.

She gasped, stopping, startled.

“Come here. Now.”

She moaned and eased up, half rolling off the
side of the ottoman, then crawling forward to him, the dildo almost
buried inside her.

“Charles. Would you like to take her?”

“Yes.”

“Girl, I want you to demonstrate your
obedience and your submission,” Lord Hamilton said.

He undid the strap and removed the ball gag
as Charles rose and walked around the ottoman to stand behind
her.

“Head down,” Hamilton ordered.

Eyes blinking rapidly, chest heaving, Paige
dropped to her forearms as she had in the kitchen when drinking
milk.

“You may employ that tongue of yours, slave
girl, starting at my feet,” Hamilton said.

Paige blinked in confusion. What was he
saying?

His hand roughly gripped her head and shoved
it down so her face was pressed against his leather shoe.

“Lick,” he growled.

She felt another wild psychic jolt, but given
the dark heat filling her mind and body, she only moaned and...
obeyed.

She felt a rising sense of scalding heat as
she did so, amazed at it, that she could get aroused by doing
something so incredibly degrading and outrageous! But she was, as
she licked at his shoe, and as she felt Charles running his hands
over her buttocks.

Then she felt the butt-plug pulled free, and
a moment later, his cock slid into her, pushing deep as she
shuddered again.

“Keep licking, sex slave,” Charles said.

Whimpering, gasping, she obeyed, licking at
Hamilton's shoe as Charles began to pump his cock in her ass. And
as the fever took hold she shifted her knees wider, her body jolted
by every hard thrust, by the impact of Charles' hips against her
bottom.

The orgasm was not long in coming. The whole
situation was making her mind boil in heat and hunger, and even the
feel of his leather shoe against her tongue was making her feel a
delicious sense of tactile pleasure as Charles rammed into her from
behind and the dildo filled her sex.

*

Charlotte was laying on her bed doing
something with her laptop when Allan, having knocked, entered, with
a leashed and gagged Paige behind.

“Ah, leave it there by the door, Allan,”
Charlotte said, waving negligently as she examined whatever was on
her monitor.

“Of course, Miss Charlotte,” Allan said.

He took the handle of the leash and slipped
it over a hook by the door, or perhaps it was a clothing peg. Then
he withdrew, closing the door behind.

Paige stood there, looking across at her
friend, still feeling more than slightly bewildered, not to mention
aroused.

She'd come twice while Charles had sodomized
her. Lord Hamilton had seemed content just to watch and have her
lick his shoes, but then, after Charles had finished, pulled her
head up sharply by the hair, unzipped, and pushed her mouth down
over his mighty erection.

She had sucked and licked, but he had soon
just shoved down on her head, fucking her with his cock by shoving
her down and yanking her up until she was so dazed she hardly knew
where she was. Then he had masturbated her to another climax.

The dildo was very thick, stretching the lips
of her sex achingly wide, and making her clitoris swell and stand
out vulnerably. The feel of warm fingers across it had sent fire
through her mind and body.

Charlotte sat up and did something else to
the laptop, then stood up and came over to where Paige stood. She
unhooked the leash and tugged her over to sit on the edge of the
bed.

Paige gasped as the base of the dildo pressed
against the mattress underneath, forcing the head in even
deeper!

But then the big screen TV on the wall caught
her eye as Charlotte knelt behind her and tilted her upper body
back into her arms.

It was her! It was her in the dungeon! The
lighting wasn't brightly lit, but that just made it more... erotic!
The soft yellow light of the candles lit her body as she was...
flogged! God!

There was scene after scene of her screaming
in pleasure, howling through orgasm after orgasm!

And as they played upon the screen Charlotte
was caressing her body, and then bringing a vibrator down between
her trembling thighs and letting it buzz back and forth against her
clitoris!

Paige stared at the videos and shuddered,
shocked at first, not even having been aware she was being filmed
at all in the dungeon, let alone in Charlotte's room or back at the
dorm! But there she was, screaming and writhing and then saying the
most degrading things about being a sex slave and a slut and a
whore!

While Charlotte buzzed her clitoris and
chewed on her earlobe.

Paige had simply been drowned in sex over the
last few days, and now she felt herself starting to burn anew, her
hips jerking and grinding as she gulped in air, her heart pounding
and sexual pressure swelling wildly.

“Dirty girl,” Charlotte whispered. “Nasty
girl. Slave girl. Sex slave,” she taunted.

Paige came, again and again and again,
convulsions wracking her body as Charlotte relentlessly played the
vibrator across her swollen clitoris and jerked back on her
hair.

Of course, then she removed the gag and
pulled Paige back by the hair, backing along the bed and almost
physically dragging her by the hair until the gasping blonde
wriggled around onto her belly and helped propel herself
forward.

“Please your mistress, slut,” Charlotte
sighed, laying back on some pillows and pulling Paige's face in
between her legs.

Paige licked until her tongue and jaw were so
tired she could hardly continue, then with a sigh of satisfaction,
Charlotte shoved her off the bed with her feet so she fell to the
floor. Then, yawning, she pulled the covers over herself as Paige
groaned and slowly sat up.

“No speaking, slave,” Charlotte said,
pointing a finger warningly.

Paige wasn't entirely sure she could speak,
given how sore her tongue and jaw were! Still, she felt a sense of
frustration. The game was dark and dirty and thrilling, but she
still wanted to make a point about some of its more outrageous
aspects.

She didn't get the chance, though. Apparently
in response to some unseen signal, Allan arrived, knocked, and
entered.

“Take this slave away, Allan,” Charlotte
said. “I've tired of her presence.”

“Yes, miss,” he said.

He snapped the leash to her collar and jerked
up and Paige gurgled as the collar dug into her neck and jaw,
scrambling to her feet and following him out of the room.

He led her towards her bedroom, and then past
it.

“Oh no, slave girl. We don't give slaves such
beautiful rooms,” he said as she looked at it.

He led her down a set of back stairs and into
the large kitchen. It truly was enormous, large enough for a half
dozen or more people to prepare a banquet. At the moment it was
largely empty as Allan led her through it and opened a heavy
door.

Inside were stone steps leading down.

Paige felt her pulse race as he flicked a
switch. A string of electric bulbs running along the ceiling down
lit up and he pulled Paige after him. They went down a flight,
turned and went down another, turned and went down yet another!

There were no electric lights at the bottom,
however. They were in the dungeon, and next to the stair was a
table upon which sat a number of candles and even candelabras.

It did not occur to her to wonder why
electricity had not been extended to the dungeon, any more than why
they were using old fashioned candles rather than modern LED
lanterns which would be much brighter. Her mind was instead filled
with a churning sense of anxiety, anticipation, fear and alarm and
breathless rising arousal.

It was scary! But it was like something out
of a dark fantasy from one of those bodice buster novels she'd read
years before, from medieval times!

Allan led her by the leash through the
darkness into a wide open area which she recognized from her first
trip here! This time he had her sit down on the floor, then
attached much more modern looking restraints to her ankles. These
were thick, padded leather.

He snapped chains to them and then went
across to the wall and began to turn a crank there.

Paige gasped as she felt the chains pulling
up on her ankles, lifting her feet off the floor! They rose higher,
and still higher, so that she had to lay back on her back. Then
they lifted her entire legs up and dragged her legs across the
floor until they rose up too!

As her legs pulled higher they were spread
further and further apart, until she dangled with her head about a
foot or so above the floor and her legs spread wide. He came over
to her and then undid her wrists, then pulled them out to the sides
and down, attaching them to chains which went down to rings in the
floor.

“Good night, slave,” Allan said.

And walked away, leaving her there.

Paige's heart was beating rapidly and she was
gasping for breath as she twisted her head from side to side, but
all she could see was the shadowy form of Allan carrying the
candelabra getting smaller and smaller in the distance until he and
the light, were gone.

And she was hanging upside down in complete
darkness!

It was a darkness she had seldom experienced
in her life. Even at home, when she turned out the lights, there
was still light coming through the window. This was utter darkness.
And given she was upside down, all the more disorienting.

The blood had rushed to her head, making it
pound and ache, but then that seemed to fade somewhat. Still, she
simply hung in place helpless, seeing and hearing nothing
whatever!

Surely... there was no way they were going to
leave her to hang like this all night!

She kept waiting for him to come back, or for
Lord Hamilton, or even Charles. But she had no way to really
measure time. She couldn't hear a sound. It was as if she were
suspended in... nothing!

Long minutes passed, but she had no idea how
many. She finally started counting to herself, trying to roughly
gauge when one minute had passed. She did that ten times before
giving up. Then she simply hung there, wondering if she should call
out.

But what would be the point? If someone was
there and waiting she would get strapped. If not, then no one would
hear her. After a while, though, she began to hope someone would
hear and come in to strap her, because at least something would
happen then!

“Hello!? Someone!? I don't like this!” she
protested.

Nothing happened. There was no sound. Her
words fell into the empty darkness and disappeared without a
trace.

More minutes passed

This slave girl stuff was outrageously
thrilling and shocking and wicked, and allowed her to explore
sexual experiences she had barely even dreamed of! And it was far
from home and family and anyone who could tell on her – unless
those videos ever got out, she thought anxiously.

But this was making her uneasy. Surely they
wouldn't really just leave her hanging by her ankles upside down
all night!

How far would they take this!?

And then she heard a sound! She jerked her
head to one side, towards where she thought she heard it, listening
more carefully. It came again, but from the other side, and she
jerked her head in that direction.

“I'm a sex slave,” it said.

She could barely hear it! But it was her
voice, of that she was sure.

“Hello!?” she gulped.

Silence for a minute and then she heard it
again.

“I'm a sex slave.”

It came from the other side, a little louder,
and said in a passionate voice.

“I'm a sex slave!” she heard from the other
side, again said passionately.

They weren't the same recording, but were
clearly taken from different times they'd made her say it!

“I'm a sex slave!” her voice cried from the
right.

“I'm s ex slave!” her voice moaned from the
left.

“I'm a sex slave!” her voice gasped from
behind her.

“I'm a sex slave!” her voice half sobbed from
in front somewhere.

“You people are perverts!” she cried.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she cried, as much startled as in
pain, as something cut across her back!

It was something thin, lightweight and
flexible, not a crop, she thought, but even more flexible.

“Who's th – Ah!” she cried as she felt the
thing cut across her stomach!

She could still see absolutely nothing!

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack! She felt the cut across her
lower back.

There was silence and she turned her head
anxiously from side to side.

Crack! “Ahhh!” The thing sliced across
her breasts with a stinging blow!

“I'm a sex slave!” her voice cried from all
sides.

“I'm a slut!” her voice moaned.

“I'm a whore!” her voice exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The thing, the whip, whatever it was, sliced
across her shoulders and back. It was even lighter weight than the
crop, more like a very thin switch of some kind, but it stung!

It snapped down across her right breast, then
her left, then after a pause she felt it come down directly between
her legs!

“Ahh!” she cried, straining against the
restraints.

“I'm a whore!” her voice called.

“I'm a sex slave!” she heard.

And then amid the words were moans and cries
of pleasure, her own, rising higher, though not enough to drown out
her own cries that she was a sex slave.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The switch cut across her belly and breasts,
then down between her legs repeatedly, then across her back and
buttocks! And there was nothing she could do at all! She had no
idea who it was or where they were or where the next blow would
fall!

“Please!” she cried.

Her own voice rose on all sides.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a whore! I'm a
slut!”

Her own moans and cries of orgasmic passion
rose as well.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She shuddered and cried out again and again
as the switch struck, as the burning stinging line of pain was laid
across her soft flesh. And then... it all stopped. No more noises,
no more blows and she hung there gasping for breath, heart
pounding, sweating, her body feeling raw and tender and sore all
over!

She felt dazed and disoriented. The pain
faded quickly, though parts of her body, notably her breasts and
her sex still felt sore and tender as the minutes passed.

And then she heard her own voice again.

“I'm a sex slave!” it moaned low, off to the
side.

She braced herself anxiously as her voice
began to come from all sides of her again.

And then she yelped as a hand landed on her
right buttock! It wasn't a slap, however. Instead it landed softly.
It was a warm hand, a man's hand, she was sure. It was rubbing her
buttock gently, gliding along it. It was slick with some kind of
oil as it caressed her buttock and then moved right over her
sex.

She moaned as the hand rubbed gently over her
sex, back and forth, then along her other buttock. A second hand
joined it, caressing her back, sliding gently up and down, stroking
along her skin and down between her shoulders, then up again, and
along her buttocks, up her thighs and then, around on the other
side.

He must be standing directly in front, she
thought dazedly. But she couldn't see a thing, only feel his hands
caressing her thighs and sliding down over her sex, then down her
belly, circling and stroking, moving lightly across the rounded
surface of her body, then onto her breasts.

The fingers moved softly over her breasts,
lightly brushing the skin at first, but then began to knead her
breasts, always moving, mashing them together, then apart, fingers
digging in, then sliding upward until they were rubbing at her
sex.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a whore! I'm a sex
slave! I'm a slut! I'm a sex slave!” her voice moaned from all
sides.

The fingers slid along her labia, rubbing and
massaging, then spreading her open. They rubbed over her clitoris
with considerable skill, then slowly began to probe within the
mouth of her sex.

Her recorded voice began to rise in pleasure
and passion, groaning and crying out in pleasure as the fingers
rubbed and kneaded, stroked and massaged, in no obvious hurry as
her initial anxiety faded and she began to feel her body
responding.

It was probably Charles, she thought. He had
been very good with his hands before.

She moaned as his fingers slid deep into her
sex, while other fingers rubbed expertly across her swollen, tender
clitoris. Her breathing was coming faster and becoming more ragged
as the heat within her began to swell.

A finger dipped into her ass, and then out
again, dipped in, then out, then in, then out, as the two in her
pussy pumped and turned and twisted and her clitoris continued to
be rubbed with considerable skill.

She moaned helplessly, her voice lost in the
chorus of her own recorded cries, moans of pleasure and howls of
orgasm.

The first orgasm almost blew her mind. She
screamed as convulsions tore through her, the wild surge of sexual
energy exploding with fearsome power as she strained and thrashed
within the grasp of the restraints. But the hands continued to
massage her, and then, gasping, moaning, she realized there were
four hands now!

She moaned dazedly, gasping and overheated,
as the four hands – all men, she was sure, slid along her oiled
body.

Another orgasm howled through her, so intense
and so extended the muscles within her abdomen ached fiercely from
overuse. There were three fingers in her sex now, stretching and
straining her, and now a fourth was forced inside, making her ache
deliciously!

Then they all drew back and she felt herself
penetrated front and back by what had to be actual male cocks. She
shuddered as they both drove deep into her belly and began to
thrust into her with harsh, powerful strokes! Fingers continued to
stroke her clitoris as they did, and she quickly felt her mind and
body exploding into orgasm again!

After the men finished, they drew out, then
their fingers resumed stroking and squeezing, massaging and
caressing. Fingers thrust into her front and back once again. They
pushed in and drew back, twisting and turning as other fingers
kneaded and squeezed and massaged both her breasts, and others
pushed into her sex.

She moaned helplessly as she felt her opening
stretched wider and then still wider and then... she gurgled in
shock as she felt what had to be the entire hand passing through
into her body!

The very idea was so shocking that she
exploded into orgasm again! She screamed in animal heat as her body
was consumed in a flaming avalanche of sensation and heat!

And still that hand pushed deeper, slowly,
turning a little in one direction, then the other, until she felt
that the wrist itself was now pushing into her. She was stunned,
partly horrified, but also shockingly aroused by the idea someone
had shoved their whole hand inside her!

And then she heard a sound – a buzzing, and
then a vibrator was laid against her clitoris.

When she woke up she wasn't sure she had. It
took long moments to figure out to remember she was in the dungeon,
hanging upside down by her ankles. And that was only aided by the
fact she could see now.

There was a single candle lighting the area.
It was a very thick candle. She couldn't see it anywhere but only
the light, and then she felt the heat and sting as droplets of wax
dribbled onto her sex, onto her inner thighs, onto her
buttocks.

The candle was inside her.

It felt almost as thick as that hand had
been, stretching her wide all along the length of her sheath,
straining her opening wide!

Her eyes were glazed as she stared, upside
down, at the stone pillar across from her.

*

By the time school started in the fall, Paige
had had her nipples and clitoral hood pierced, as well as her
tongue. She'd also had laser hair removal all over her body and had
experienced more shocking, wicked, wild and perverted sex than most
women ever see in their lifetimes.

She'd had sex with any number of men and
women, many of whom she'd never seen, others she'd seen but had no
idea as to their identity. She'd had sex with them one, two, three
or even a dozen at a time, in every conceivable position.

She'd been spanked, strapped, flogged,
whipped, cropped and otherwise punished in any number of clever,
sadistic ways, none of which left any lasting marks on her fair
skin. Sometimes in front of crowds. She'd stripped naked on amateur
night in several packed strip clubs and behaved in ways which would
have astounded her only a few months earlier.

She had lived a lifetime of wild, carnal
pleasure, depravity and sexual abandon in just a couple of months
and learned the skills of a courtesan in how to please men and
women with her body.

And yet she was still only nineteen.

She returned to Harvard with Charlotte
feeling in every way that she was, in fact, a sex slave, that she
belonged to Charlotte and her family. She had no sense that she
ought to be anything else, that she ought to perhaps consider
whether any order she was given was one she chose to accept or
not.

She was a sex slave, after all. Sex slaves
did as they were bid.

As for perhaps not being a sex slave –
well, that was dull, boring and provided nothing like the sense of
thrilling excitement and delicious pleasure! So why bother? There
were downsides to being a sex slave as there was to anything else.
But her mind had been baked in sensual pleasure and abandon for
such extended periods of time she couldn't imagine what else had
such a degree of pleasure.

Eventually, she thought, she would probably
go and live with Charlotte and her family, and perhaps live in a
cell in the dungeon. Beyond the dark thrill of that future was so
distant she didn't really care. For now, she would attend school
because it would be awkward to explain to her parents if she
didn't, and because Charlotte wanted her to.

And whatever Charlotte wanted, Paige, as her
sex slave, would, of course, have to carry out. That was what sex
slaves did, after all.

 


End
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	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



