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A Glimpse Inside


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Read on for the full story!


Eleanor's Entrance


Chapter One


T
he door slammed in Eleanor’s face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well-well, what do we have here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I wanted to—”

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two


T
he guard came to an abrupt halt before a plain door, much like the half dozen others they had already passed on their way through the manor. A few servants had cast curious glances as they passed. Some filled with disdain, others open amusement—no doubt wondering and guessing as to why he’d dragged in a random girl off the street.

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, sir. Just doing the job.”

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

“You said she was skulking?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

“Yes, Mr. Engstrom.”

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

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

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

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

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

“My little brother and sister, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I am, sir! More than anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Besides, there were no other options for her.

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

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

“I’ll do anything, Mr. Engstrom.”

“Anything?”

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

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


Chapter Three


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She shook her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That is exactly
 what I mean, girl.”

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

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

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

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

“No sir! I’ll be good.”

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

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

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

“I’ll try my best—”

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

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

Eleanor nodded, and the punishment began in earnest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Suddenly, the blows stopped and Eleanor whined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Silence.”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


A
n assessment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here we are.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I won’t, sir!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ve never done what, girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

Mr. Engstrom whistled while the head butler looked contemplative.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Worse still, she didn’t dislike it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Eleanor's Descent


Chapter One


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes, sir!” Eleanor squeaked.

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

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

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

Even if that meant being disciplined here and now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sixty pounds, divided and paid monthly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That they do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My apologies, sir!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two


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

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

“No! I’d never—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That part of her frightened her more than anything else.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open.”

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

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

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

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

She squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth.

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t true.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes… Madam.”

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

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

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

“But… It isn’t right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wh-what are those for?”

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

Eleanor stared, frozen in silent horror.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing to get in the way…

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

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

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

The door creaked and flew open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“B-but—”

“It’s quite impossible.”

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

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

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

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

Eleanor blanched, pulse quickening. Her throat felt parched.

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

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


Chapter Five


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Mari’s delicate fingers parted her sex.

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

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

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

“How is she?” Mr. Phillips asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pet. Hussy. Girl. Wanton
.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“With pleasure, Mr. Phillips.”


Epilogue


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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes—I will, sir.”

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

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


Eleanor Succumbs


Chapter One


W
ith every step down the corridor, Eleanor’s heartbeat quickened. Her new—unbearably short—dress shifted and stirred as she walked, threatening to expose her to the world with each step. A week ago, she would have found the thought of such a dress on anyone
 repugnant and galling. The very idea of her wearing such a thing would have been anathema to the strict sense of morality her mother instilled in her.

Even earlier today—scant hours ago—she would have found it a ludicrous concept. After all, good girls did not wear such attire. Good girls did not appear in public without a shift or petticoat, with their bosom on display.

Yet here she was, dressed as a lady of the night. And, judging by the laughter and leers that followed her as she walked, everyone they passed thought so, too.

The maids giggled behind their hands, avoiding eye contact and moving on quickly when the head butler, Mr. Phillips, turned his attention toward them. The men were worse. They leered when they saw her, ogling her even as they nodded to Mr. Phillips before moving on. There was no mistaking the obvious; everyone understood what she was for, and where she was going.

None would intervene or call out the immorality and vulgarity of what was about to take place.

And why should they? After all that had taken place, Eleanor had some idea of the manner of place the Beckett estate truly was. Of the sort of things that went on here…

Beginning with the interview with the gruff and imposing steward, Mr. Engstrom—where he first introduced her to corporal discipline on her bare bottom—everyone had tested and pushed Eleanor’s limits. When Mr. Engstrom had her reveal herself to him, 
she could have left. When he struck her with his switch, she could have left. And when he touched between her legs, she most certainly should have left. But each time she chose not to. Each time she let things continue, and so waded deeper and deeper into uncharted waters.

She gripped the skirt of her dress, swallowing hard. It took all her effort and willpower to fight down the wave of heat and shame that washed over her as she remembered all she had done—and had done to her.

How Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips had both examined and touched her, teasing her body and teaching her how delightfully pleasurable such sinful actions could be. And then how the head maid, Mari, had bathed and shaved her, laying bare her most intimate bits. Even how they had made her convulse in pleasure for them, not once but twice
, until she screamed out like the wanton slattern they believed her to be…

The humiliation of it all filled her heart—even more so because a part of her feared they were right.

Thoughts of her mother and how she would view these transgressions weighed upon Eleanor. Surely, she would be displeased. There was no doubt her mother would tan her hide for all of this, worse than Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips and even Lord Beckett combined could dream of.

But she was in too deep. After everything she’d endured, she needed to see this through to the end. And besides, her family desperately needed the money. No matter the costs, she would go on.

By the time they reached their destination—a large door, so ornate it could only lead to Lord Beckett’s chambers—Eleanor’s heart pounded like a drum in her breast. She smoothed her dress, breathing hard. She couldn’t—wouldn’t
—leave. No matter what humiliation awaited.

A tiny, mocking voice in the back of her head agreed. But don’t lie to yourself. It’s not for your family. You just
 want it.


Eleanor suppressed the thought. She was a good girl… She was
.

“Comport yourself in a manner befitting your station—and his,” Mr. Phillips said to her in a low voice. Keen eyes examined her from top to bottom. Satisfied, the butler gave a small smile. “Do not speak unless spoken to, obey swiftly, and do not tarry. Behave as 
you have thus far, and you’ll have no trouble. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir, perfectly.” Eleanor paused, squirming where she stood. “Thank you. Um… For the opportunity.”

He chuckled. “Don’t thank me, this is a business arrangement. We will get our fair share of use out of you, count on that.”

She knew they would. Lord help her, she was well aware of that fact. The anticipation of it made her skin tingle.

“Now then…” Mr. Phillips rapped his knuckles on the door twice, loud and clear, then pushed it open. “In you go.”

With her heart in her throat, Eleanor stepped inside. Mr. Phillips shut the heavy door behind them and followed at her heels.

They entered an expansive room, many times greater than the size of the entire house where Eleanor dwelled with her mother and younger siblings. Plush rugs decorated the floor, while various tapestries and armaments adorned the walls. Shelves laden with books stood by the walls, and an ornate table by the largest window commanded the room.

The show of wealth left her stunned—and newly aware of her own naivety. As the lord and ruler of the city and surrounding countryside—and owner of the entire gigantic estate—it only made sense for Lord Beckett’s personal chambers to be so grand.

There was no sign of his Lordship but Mr. Phillips looked unperturbed. He settled into a comfortable pose and waited.

Moments later, a side door opened, revealing a bedchamber within. Lord Beckett swept in, elegantly dressed in a rich, well-fitted suit. Tall and golden-haired, with eyes sharp and blue, he looked regal as a king. A glance was more than enough to tell he differed from any man Eleanor had met before.

He spared Mr. Phillips a glance, then turned to examine her. A slight smile curled the corners of his lush lips. “Well, well. She cleans up rather nicely, doesn’t she, Robert? You took your time getting her ready, though. I was growing impatient.”

“My apologies, my Lord.” Mr. Phillips bowed his head. “But I believe you will find her worth the wait.”

“I already do—she’s quite the looker.” Lord Beckett nodded his approval. His blue eyes smoldered, their touch fiery as a caress. “Step forward, girl, and tell me your name.”

Eleanor swallowed. When she briefly met Lord Beckett earlier, she’d thought he shared an easy, jovial bond with Mr. Engstrom and 
Mr. Phillips. Judging by Mr. Phillips’ attitude now, perhaps that was a mistake. Perhaps she had signed up to serve a much harsher master than she expected…

But there was nothing to do now except obey. The very idea of disobeying the man before her was unthinkable.

“Eleanor Ellsworth, my Lord,” she said, somehow managing not to stutter. When she felt Mr. Phillips glare at her, she remembered her manners and courtesied, stumbling only a little. The motion was still unfamiliar to her, even after today. There was no call for such things in the hamlet where she lived.

“Eleanor… I see.” Fortunately, Lord Beckett did not seem offended. “So, Robert, what have you learned of Eleanor thus far?”

“That she is a maiden, my Lord. Mari tested and confirmed it. And the girl is… bashful, sir. Willing, but skittish as a colt.”

Lord Beckett’s eyes widened in surprise before his expression turned to one of amusement. His eyes fixed on Eleanor, so intense and intent that she felt naked before him. In her one simple dress with no undergarments, she was close enough to it already.

“A virgin… One that you had writhing with pleasure from just your fingers not two hours ago?”

“And a second time, even more recently, sir.” Mr. Phillips chuckled.

Eleanor stared at her feet, face turning bright red from the humiliation of being discussed like an object. They spoke of her in the same way a farmer would speak of his crops. Or maybe his livestock… A ‘pet,’ Mr. Phillips had called her earlier. Perhaps to them, that’s all she was.

The thought sent her tummy aflutter. Deep inside her bloomed the hot and sticky, familiar feeling of shame mixed with yearning.

“Even now,” Mr. Phillips went on, “you can see how she turns red. I do believe you’ll find her full of surprises, my Lord.”

“Surprises can be pleasant…” Lord Beckett smirked, fingers drumming on his table as he leaned against it. “These will be good surprises, will they not, Eleanor?”

Though his words were light, they held an unmistakable edge. He reminded her of a cat, toying with its captured mouse. To Lord Beckett, she was that mouse—and he wanted to play.

She swallowed. “Y-yes, sir—I mean my Lord
!”

The man chuckled, arms folded across his chest. “Anything else I 
should know, Robert?”

“Only that Mari said she will make the adjustments for a dress of proper fit for her figure within days. This was the best she could do on short notice, I’m afraid.”

“Nonsense, she looks splendid already. So much so that I regret I’ve yet to take a closer look.” He beckoned her closer with a crooked finger. “Do a twirl.”

Eleanor took two steps forward and spun about as commanded. Her hands twitched as she felt the hem of her dress rise uncomfortably high, but she resisted the urge to hold it down. Something told her Lord Beckett wanted to see. And compared to what she’d been through already… This much was nothing.

“Beautiful legs,” he commented. “Now let’s see something else. Face me and bend at the waist. Lean forward. Let’s see that bosom.”

Pink crept into her cheeks. The dress she wore was a uniform that already left little to the imagination. She showed more cleavage than she’d ever dared to imagine in all her life. More than she’d even seen
 on another woman before coming here. But even so, compared to being stripped and groped, this was something she could handle.

Eleanor bent at the waist, more and more, bowing to Lord Beckett. Somehow, the dress held. Her bosom did not spill out, although the plunging neckline dipped so low it practically left her exposed to the nipples.

“A beautiful sight. You’re quite the fine toy, Eleanor. You can stand upright.” Lord Beckett’s attention drifted back to Mr. Phillips. “You’re free to go. Inform everyone that I am not to be disturbed for any mundane matters.”

“As you wish, my Lord.” Mr. Phillips gave a smooth bow. His eyes lingered on Eleanor for a moment before he made for the door. He paused at the exit. “My Lord, Engstrom said he would drop by later, once you’ve had a chance to…unwind. Shall I tell him not to disturb you?”

“Engstrom? No, that’ll be fine. Company makes for merry fun, you know. You’re welcome to come, too.”

“Thank you, my Lord. I’ll do just that.” Even without looking, Eleanor could hear the smile in Mr. Phillips’ voice. The thought of the ‘fun’ Lord Beckett suggested doubled the fluttering in her stomach.

Then, the door shut and Mr. Phillips was gone. For the first time, she was alone with Lord Beckett.

Utterly at his disposal.


Chapter Two


T
he silence stretched between them, growing more awkward with each passing moment. Eleanor fidgeted under Lord Beckett’s scrutiny, increasingly mindful of her appearance, posture, and even mannerisms. Why was he silent? Was there something she should be doing? Could she have already made some mistake and displeased him?

She hoped that wasn’t the case but there was no way to tell—and she didn’t dare ask.

Despite the chill air, cold sweat trickled down Eleanor’s back. Gooseflesh ran down her skin as she squirmed where she stood.

“Do I frighten you so much?”

She froze, eyes growing wide. “N-no, my Lord, not at all—”

“So it isn’t fear that has you squirming before me? Perhaps lust has rendered you unable to control yourself, then? I could believe that, given how you screamed for Engstrom and Phillips just earlier…” He smirked when her cheeks flushed bright red. “Tell me, girl, do you desire to serve me? To whittle away the hours in bed as I teach you about your body?”

Eleanor blushed deeper, mouth opening and closing silently. Summoned by his words, vivid images filled her mind. “I…”

“Or maybe you know your body already, since my men kindly provided some training.” Lord Beckett chuckled while Eleanor gripped the hem of her dress with a white knuckle grip. “Did you enjoy that experience?”

Cheeks still burning with shame, Eleanor didn’t know where to look or how best to answer. She stared at her feet, unable to face him. Lord Beckett knew everything, yet still, he toyed with her, humiliating her with devious questions. She didn’t dare risk a lie, but the thought of replying sincerely filled her with dismay.

“Come now, don’t keep me waiting.” A note of steel entered Lord Beckett’s tone. The pressure of his gaze became a physical force, bearing down on her and compelling an answer.

“Y-yes…” She whimpered at last and squeezed her eyes shut. The shame of the confession made her want to disappear. To curl in a ball on the floor and never be seen again. And yet her tummy roiled with heat, too. Her heart hammered in her chest and lower lips quivered.

“Good. Is it true you’re a maiden?”

“Yes, my Lord,” Eleanor answered. She opened her eyes but still didn’t dare lift her gaze to Lord Beckett.

“Why is that? You’re a beautiful girl—surely you had many suitors.”

“Um… Thank you, my Lord. I didn’t, though. Wasn’t supposed to. My mother—she’s very strict, you see—raised me to avoid that sort of thing. To keep my virtue until marriage and avoid any dalliances or unbecoming conduct.”

“I see…” He moved toward her and grasped her chin, forcing her face up until their eyes met. “Look at me when I am speaking to you.”

“Y-yes! I’m sorry—I forgot—”

“No matter.” Lord Beckett’s hand remained on her jaw, fingers firm and strong, as he peered down at her. “Your mother’s teachings are laudable, but not the only way to live in this world, as you’ll learn.” His thumb brushed her cheek. “I hope my men didn’t frighten you. In the past, there have been girls brought before me with the wrong impression—but you aren’t a prisoner here, or enslaved or any other such thing. I value willing servants. Submissive servants. But that can only happen of your volition. If you are here of your free will then we can enjoy many pleasures together. Is that the case?”

Eleanor stared into the deep blue pools of his eyes, heartbeat climbing, before finally nodding. No matter how sinful and humiliating the things required of her, she’d done them all willingly. She couldn’t quit now—not with so much on the line.

Or so she told herself. Deep within, a piece of her heart she tried to keep hidden craved something entirely different. It yearned for the tantalizing promise of pleasure Lord Beckett offered.

“A nod isn’t quite good enough. Let me hear you say it. Do you 
wish to serve?”

“Y-yes, my Lord.”

“No… Say the words.”

Eleanor gulped. His touch and overpowering presence made it difficult to keep her thoughts straight. “I want…to serve. My Lord.” She bit her lip, eyes locked with his. Moved by a sudden desire beyond her comprehension she added, “Please, let me serve.”

A genuine smile bloomed on Lord Beckett’s face. His thumb grazed her lips. “Very good.”

Without even meaning to, Eleanor leaned into his hand. Only for a second before she caught herself, but the glimmer in Lord Beckett’s eyes told her he noticed. His smile turned sadistic.

“Needy, are you?”

Eleanor flushed and looked down, then remembered her orders and forced her gaze back. She’d obey. She’d be good. For the sake of the job and her family—and to avoid any discipline—she would perform beyond reproach.

Quick as a flash, Lord Beckett grasped a handful of her hair. Tall and strong, he lifted her by it until she stood on the tips of her toes. “I asked a question, girl.”

“Yes!” Overwhelmed by his sudden force, Eleanor couldn’t even think of lying. The truth was shameful, but it was undeniable. She was
 needy. The how or why of it were beyond understanding—but it was the truth.

Despite all the values her mother instilled in her over the years, Eleanor had desires both shameful and wanton.

“So you can
 be honest with yourself, after all.” Rather than release her hair, Lord Beckett’s grip tightened. His free hand slid along her leg to the space between her thighs, rubbing her freshly shaved lower lips.

The first touch made her gasp. By the second and third she was panting, heart hammering a wild drumbeat in her chest.

“This part of you in particular.” His fingers kept teasing, groping her flesh. “There’s no use ever trying to deceive me when I can simply check how wet you are.”

A whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips, followed soon by another. Part of her still wanted to protest and deny what he said—but each time the words formed, his fingers shifted and all her thoughts scattered. His touch was maddening. Her whole body felt hot, filled 
with tingling she could neither suppress nor control.

“To be so wet, so quickly… And after several orgasms already… What a harlot Phillips has brought. Have you any idea of the things we’ll do together?”

Eleanor shuddered, breath coming in ragged gasps as she shook her head. “I don’t…know.”

She’d thought he would want to defile her flesh with his manhood as they rutted and mated like beasts. The heat of shame—and shameful need—filled her at just the thought.

But it seemed she was wrong.

Rather than using her to slake his thirst, he toyed with her instead. Pulling her along on this game, egging her toward a precipice she knew was coming but couldn’t make out. And worst of all, she wanted to tumble down wherever it led. To feel more of the incredible sensations he gave her body.

“But you’d like to find out, wouldn’t you?” His hand shifted, cupping her mound and rubbing it with his palm, stimulating every part of her all at once.

Thoughts turned hazy as her body filled with pleasure. She shook her head, barely holding on to the vestiges of control. Her legs quivered, and without thinking, she grabbed on to him to stay upright.

“You don’t
 want to find out? Just like you don’t want to orgasm right here and now?”

Body on fire, mind scrambled by the rubbing of his palm, Eleanor let out a moan. “I don’t…know…”

“That’s a lie,” he growled in her ear. “Or else why would you be humping my hand like a desperate sow?”

Eleanor gasped and flushed, feelings of shame and arousal spiking with his words. Without even realizing it, her hips had begun bucking back and forth as if possessed by a mind of their own. He’d spoken the truth; she was every bit the desperate harlot he described.

But the pleasure of his hand was too much to resist. She rolled her hips, grinding down with that most sensitive part of her on his palm. The precipice was so close, all she needed were another few moments—

Lord Beckett slapped her lower lips, the blow sharp and sudden.

Stinging pain replaced pleasure. Eleanor squealed, gasping as 
though doused with cold water. As his hand withdrew, clarity and sanity returned—and with them, recognition of what she’d almost done.

“You were saying something about not wanting to orgasm, weren’t you, little harlot?” Lord Beckett laughed as she squeezed her thighs together. “You mustn’t lie to me. Not ever.”

“I… I don’t know what came over me. My Lord, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry—”

He grabbed her by the hair, cutting off her words with a glance. “Do not apologize for acting in accordance with your nature. It makes me glad to see you enjoying my touch. But do not
 lie again.”

“Thank you, my Lord, I won’t. I’ll remember.”

“Good girl. How lucky for you to be my personal whore rather than out selling your wares on the street.” She shuddered at his words, wetness dripping from her lower lips. “But do you think it fair for you to receive pleasure before me?”

Even with her mind dulled by lust, desire, and Lord Beckett’s arresting eyes, Eleanor knew the answer to that. Mr. Phillips’ words came back to her. “None of this is about
 your pleasure,”
 he’d said. At last, she understood his meaning.

“No, my Lord… Your pleasure comes first.”

“That’s right, my pet.” Lord Beckett smiled. “I come first.”


Chapter Three


S
till gripping her by the hair, Lord Beckett guided Eleanor behind his desk and toward a high-backed, leather armchair.

“Pay close attention. I’ll teach you something valuable,” he said, taking a seat. “A service you’ll perform for me many times from now on.”

Eleanor licked her lips but didn’t speak. She stood before him, silent and still, awaiting her orders.

“Dress off—now
.”

With trembling hands, she lifted the dress over her head and bared herself to Lord Beckett. Without a shift or any smallclothes to cover her, there was nothing to shield her from his gaze. His eyes ran over her naked flesh, filled with hungry desire.

“Beautiful…” Fingertips brushed over her belly, then crept up to her breasts. Each touch gentle as a breeze. “You’re an extraordinary girl.”

Eleanor flushed, a half-smile forming on her lips from the praise, then gasped as Lord Beckett’s fingers found and wrapped around her nipples. Painful pleasure rushed through her as he tweaked the delicate nubs.

“Such delightful reactions, too…” He chuckled. “I’ll enjoy playing with you. But first—get on your knees.”

“Y-yes, my Lord,” Eleanor murmured, heartbeat rising as she sank down to her knees. Exposed and nude, filled with shame, she looked up at him helplessly. From this vantage, Lord Beckett loomed over her, a towering and overwhelming presence.

His sharp eyes held hers while his hands undid the fastening of his trousers. Lord Beckett lifted his hips and tugged them down, along with his smallclothes. Exposing his already hard, glistening manhood.

Eleanor stared at it, feeling for all the word like a humble parishioner before the altar. Did he want her to stroke him, as she’d done for Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips? If he ordered it, she would do it. No matter how humiliating, she would serve and serve well. Enough to earn and secure her place here.

“Pleasure my cock with your mouth.”

She gasped and stared up at him in confusion. What in the world was he asking of her?

“Do you not know how?” A smile curled the corners of Lord Beckett’s lips. He ran a hand through her hair and tugged her forward. “Lean in close and suck me. Your lips, your tongue, your throat… Use them all to please me. Show me that you are worthy of being here.”

“M-my Lord,” Eleanor gasped, senses overcome by the sight and smell. “I don’t know how—I can’t—”

His fingers tightened painfully and dragged her close. Until his turgid flesh was only inches away from her face. “There’s nothing to know. I’ll guide you. All you must do is open your mouth and obey.”


Obey
.

The word sent a shudder through her. Her mother had raised her to be obedient toward elders, superiors, authorities… It was familiar and safe. The depraved, debaucherous world unfolding before her now was anything but—yet the obedience remained the same. It was something she could hold on to.

“I’ll obey,” she whispered.

“Good. Then wrap your hand around it. Hold it. Stroke it—slowly.”

Lord Beckett sighed with pleasure as she followed his commands to the letter. Bigger than she’d expected, it was hard and thick in her hand. She could scarcely wrap her fingers around it as her hand pumped up and down.

“Now… Kiss the tip.”

Eleanor shivered and leaned closer, drawing nearer and nearer. A part of her knew she should abandon all this and leave. Return home with virtue still largely intact and only memories of her shameful behavior. But she couldn’t. Increasingly, she didn’t want to.

Lord Beckett had such an air of authority about him that obeying simply felt right

.

Thought stopped when her lips met the tip of his manhood. For a moment, the salty and pungent flavor overwhelmed her. Then she kissed it again, and again, covering the mushroom cap with kisses—using her mouth to pleasure Lord Beckett just as he wished.

He groaned, fingers tightening in her hair and urging her on. Without words—without even thinking—she understood his meaning.

Acting on instinct, Eleanor opened her mouth and took his phallus—his cock
—between her lips. She sucked on it, cheeks caving in from the effort, taking him deeper into her mouth as she did.

The indecent act should have brought tears to her eyes. Instead, it was a different set of emotions that held her in their grip. Need… And lust. Shame was there, too—like an old friend after all her experiences throughout the long day—filling her belly with heat and sending tingling sensations rippling through her body. It pushed her onward, motivating rather than slowing her efforts.

Like an opium addict, she craved more.

“Just like that…” Lord Beckett moaned, voice hoarse and strained, breath harsh and uneven. Whatever she was doing seemed to be working.

Guided by his hand on the back of her head, Eleanor redoubled her efforts. Bobbing up and down, swallowing his cock into her mouth, she sucked him with eager abandon. Tears welled in her eyes—not from shame or remorse but the physical strain his phallus punching her throat.

“Use your tongue, girl. Pleasure me and I’ll make you feel things you never imagined.”

She whimpered and obeyed. Kneeling there on the opulent rug between Lord Beckett’s thighs, she swallowed around his cock, again and again, swirling and massaging it with her tongue. Body growing hotter and pulse getting quicker, as though she were the one being touched and not him.

Eleanor’s hand twitched and—before she knew it—found its way between her legs, massaging her nether lips as Lord Beckett had done. And Mr. Engstrom and Mr. Phillips before him… Even Mari, the had maid, had touched her down there. Eleanor shuddered, shame and pleasure bursting forth from her fingertips. Her vision turned hazy, thoughts lost in a fog of pure lust.

“Yes

…” Lord Beckett groaned, hips rising off the chair. He grabbed her hair head with both hands, forcing her down with greater urgency. “Make… me… cum.”

There was no way to reply. All Eleanor could do was continue her ministrations, working his cock and gagging on the length, rubbing the hungry, aching cleft between her thighs all the while. Her pleasure rose with Lord Beckett’s, spiking each time he pushed in a little bit deeper. No matter how she choked or struggled to breathe, pleasure always washed over her, driving all thoughts of pain or decency from her mind.

His length twitched and thickened between her lips, growing hotter. A moment later, Lord Beckett gave a shuddering moan. “Yes! Swallow my seed, girl—every last drop!”

Eleanor only had time to moan before he burst, shooting his seed and coating her tongue, cheeks, and the back of her throat. Spurt after spurt, filling her mouth until it overflowed and dribbled down past her lips. No matter how she struggled, there was no way to swallow it all.

Lord Beckett sighed and leaned back, all the tension drained out of him along with his seed. “That was good—for a beginner. I shall make such a talented whore of you, yet.”

“Yes, my Lord,” Eleanor mumbled, jaw stiff. For the first time in what seemed like hours, she looked up, eyes meeting Lord Beckett’s brilliant blue gaze.

“You didn’t swallow it all.”

“I’m sorry, sir…”

He chuckled and scooped up the fallen droplets from where they landed on her bosom. “Open.”

Even without explanation, it was clear what he wanted. She obeyed quickly, swallowing his fingers and sucking on them as she had his cock. The salty, bitter taste of his seed filled her mouth, but she didn’t mind. As long as she pleased him. As long as he did something about the maddening itch between her legs…

“Good girl.” He smiled and caressed her face. The praise warmed her, clouding her mind even further.

Without warning, his hand shifted and wrapped around her throat. He shoved her, pushing her onto her bottom and then down on her back. Effortlessly pinning her to the floor with his weight, no matter how much she squirmed.

“Did you enjoy doing that as much as I did?” He asked with a grin. His free hand reached between her thighs and parted her lower lips, sending waves of pleasure tumbling through her. Fire seared her insides, growing with every caress. “Feel that? How soaked you are… Truly a bitch in heat, are you not?”

Lightheaded and dizzy, Eleanor moaned, quivering with pent up desire. The precipice from before was even closer now. Higher, too. She felt like if she tumbled from it, she may never stop falling.

“Taste yourself.” Lord Beckett removed his hand from her throat while the other reached up, fingers soaked with her wanton juices.

Eleanor didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and took them inside, tongue swirling around his digits. As long as it earned his approval, she didn’t care how humiliating or disgusting the act.

“Good girl…” He smiled and his hand withdrew. In moments it returned to her soaked flower, teasing her folds while she writhed on the floor. “Shall I make you orgasm?”

“Yes! Please!” She cried out, panting, desperate for more of his touch. What she sought hovered so close, just a hair’s breadth out of reach.

Lord Beckett smiled and relief swelled inside her. Anticipation filled her. The pleasure rose, ascending in a crescendo toward a crest…

Only to be cut off with a painful thud as his hand struck her lower lips.

“In good time, my little pet, but not yet. Before that—I promised to discipline you when first we met.” His smile turned sadistic. “For being too loud and raising your voice enough to alert half the manor. And now for spilling some of my seed, too… I think that warrants turning your bottom a pretty shade of red. And then I’ll give you what you want. When I fuck you—I’ll make you orgasm for me more times than you know how to count.”


Chapter Four


E
leanor stared up at him, wide-eyed and breathless, trying to gather her fragmented thoughts. Lord Beckett rose and offered his hand, easily lifting her to her feet.

He smirked and her cheeks heated, turning a rich shade of scarlet. Without even realizing it, she’d lost control. Abandoned all sense of dignity and composure and behaved like a base tramp. If not for his slap, she would have orgasmed on his fingers and lost herself to the delirious pleasure.

The thought made her shiver. More than the promised discipline, more than the thought of sexual congress, she feared what she was becoming.

“Bend over for me.”

She shuddered at the quiet order. Spoken with such a natural air of command, resistance was unthinkable. And as the shock of pain faded, tendrils of lust returned to her mind, clouding her judgment. She remembered how it felt when Mr. Engstrom had disciplined her. The way the switch struck her flesh, and the stinging heat that followed… A part of her wanted to experience that again—especially at Lord Beckett’s hand.

“Over there,” he said, pointing at the other side of the table.

“Yes, my Lord.” She pushed aside some papers and bent over, resting on her elbows and offering herself to him as she’d done before for Mr. Engstrom. Had that really been only this morning? It didn’t seem possible. So much had happened…

So much still would.

Lord Beckett discarded his shoes and trousers, then approached her from behind. His soft, warm hand brushed over her rear. Goosebumps raced along her skin from the slow caress. “Call me ‘Master’ when we’re alone like this.”

She sucked in a breath, squirming. “Y-yes, Master.”

“Good… Because that’s what I’ll be from now on: your Lord and Master. And you, my obedient concubine. My toy.” His hand reached between her legs and caressed her lips. All the pent up need from before crashed back in an instant, pushing her toward the brink. “Mine to use however I desire.”

Eleanor moaned and pushed back against his hand, but the pleasure was short-lived. As quickly as it began, his hand withdrew, only to smack her bottom with enough strength to elicit a yelp.

Step by skillful step, he was driving her insane and there was nothing she could do to prevent it. Trapped between pleasure and pain, she longed to be his. Even as a part of her mind screamed for her to come to her senses, the rest only wanted to give in and experience everything he had in mind.

“Lovely…” His hand ran over her bottom once more, then rained down several hard smacks.

Eleanor squirmed and pressed against the table, shying away from his blows. The weight of his hand hurt. Unlike the experience with Mr. Engstrom, Lord Beckett was not holding back. Just his bare hand hurt more than the switch.

“Stay still.”

She flinched and hung her head. “Yes, Master…”

But no blow came. Instead, footsteps sounded as Lord Beckett retreated. Her stomach dropped when she saw what he was doing. A sickly feeling crept up her throat.

From a chest hugging a wall of the room, Lord Beckett withdrew a wicked looking riding crop. Dark, brown leather tarnished by years of use, it looked supple and seemed to mold with his hand.

He smiled when he noticed her watching. “Now that I’ve whet your appetite, it’s time for the main dish.”

Fear gripped her as he approached, tapping the crop against his open palm. Once he stood behind her again, rather than strike her, he rubbed the leather flap on the end against her lower lips.

“Spread your thighs wider.”

She shifted, obeying his orders. The crop moved from her lips and tapped on her inner thighs.

“Wider
.” He chuckled when she obeyed, faster this time. The crop moved up, tracing from the swell of her thighs to the curve of her rear, only to come to rest on the small of her back. “Arch for 
me. Like you’re offering your bottom for my attention.”

A whimper escaped Eleanor’s lips as she obeyed. Bent over, with legs spread and back arched, she felt lewdly displayed and accessible. In this position, he could see all of her: from her no doubt reddening bottom, to the wetness between her thighs. Wetness that only grew, trickling past her lips as her body heated from the humiliation.

This game he played was so degrading, yet her body responded, again and again, craving more. Like the sky in the prelude to a huge storm, anticipation charged the air. Anything would be better than more of this dreadful, teasing waiting.

So she thought. Until a moment later—without warning—the crop struck, biting into the tender flesh of her rear.

Eleanor screamed, back arching further, breath escaping her in a hiss. The pain was nothing like what she’d experienced before. It stung and seared her flesh, leaving a fiery imprint where it hit.

“Scream all you like,” Lord Beckett said, tapping her bottom with the crop. “My rooms are tucked away in the estate’s corner, with thick walls and standing orders that I not be disturbed. No matter what, none will come to investigate. Even if I make you howl
.”

A smack punctuated his words, followed soon by another. Then more, raining down on her with variable intensity, covering every inch of her bottom. There was no way to prepare. Each blow came as a surprise, shocking and painful, sending searing heat shooting inside her.

Eleanor kicked her feet and squirmed, dancing against the table in an effort to avoid them, only to be stilled by Lord Beckett’s hand on the small of her back.

“Does it hurt that much?” The blows slowed and stopped. He rubbed her rear slowly and soothingly while the crop teased the sopping wet lips of her sex.

“Y-yess…” Pained whimpers turned into desperate moans in mere moments. Her hips writhed back and forth as she pushed back against his crop, seeking more stimulation. Buffeted by pain and pleasure in such quick succession, she couldn’t think or control herself. She simply reacted, reduced to animal instinct. “Master—please
…!”

He chuckled and smacked her lower lips with the crop. The blow was soft enough that she felt no pain—only pleasure, strong enough 
to make her moan with wanton desire. “Beg all you like—but I’ll decide when you’ve had enough.”

The blows resumed, raining down as hard as before. Setting her bottom alight with their sting. His hand moved to the small of her back, holding her down and preventing any escape. Every time Eleanor kicked her feet, a quick strike to her thighs reminded her to stay still.

Tears welled in her eyes as the punishment continued, his crop raining down merciless strikes. Fiery spots covered the surface of her bottom, merging and igniting, transforming her rear into a furnace. The heat seeped deeper inside, permeated her being. Driving all other thoughts out.

She let loose a shuddering sob and collapsed on the desk, bare breasts mashing against its lacquered surface. As resistance bled out of her, the tears she’d been holding back loosed and poured down her cheeks. All she could do was accept…

“That’s right,” Lord Beckett crooned, “don’t fight it. Be my obedient pet.” The blows stopped for a moment and his hand touched between her legs, caressing her nether lips.

Eleanor moaned, shuddering against him. She ground back against his hand, then against the desk when the blows resumed. Each one marked her as his property. Branded that knowledge into her skin so she couldn’t forget it.

Pleasure and pain rose in unison, mixed with the all-pervading heat. As he alternated between the crop on her rear and his fingers on her delicate flower, the line between both blurred and fell away. Every touch became excruciating pleasure and blissful pain.

Lord Beckett leaned forward and growled in her ear. “Disgusting little whore. Your juices are soaking my desk.”

His palm slapped between her legs and then rubbed, pushing her fast to the brink. Eleanor moaned, panting and desperate. It didn’t matter what degrading names he called her, not when they were all true. Not as long as he gave her what she so badly needed.

“I’m glad I used your mouth, first.” Lord Beckett chuckled, fingers still working her opening. “I wouldn’t have had the self-control to last this long, otherwise. I would have needed to take you immediately.”

His touch and words fanned the fire already burning inside her. Eleanor whimpered, grinding against him. “Please, please, please
…”

“Begging will get you everything

.”

Eleanor gasped as strong hands grabbed her hips and Lord Beckett maneuvered her into position. He lined up behind her, stiff manhood bumping against her sore, overheated lower lips. Heat filled her but a single thought pierced through the lusty haze controlling her mind.

He would take her now. Not as a man takes a woman, but as a dog takes a bitch.

The thought turned her legs turned to jelly, but Lord Beckett’s grip did not permit her to fall. He chuckled, pushing her forward, pressing her into the desk. Pinned between it and his hips, she was helpless and trapped. His for the taking.

The lone voice of reason faded away, swallowed up by the torrent of desire controlling her now. Like an animal or not, she was his to take and to use. She craved it as much as he did.

“I hope you’re ready—”

A sharp series of knocks on the door cut Lord Beckett off and Eleanor whined in frustration. It wasn’t fair! Not when she was so close!

Lord Beckett chuckled and patted her rear before moving aside. “No matter what, stay perfectly still.”


Chapter Five


I
t took a moment for Lord Beckett’s words to penetrate Eleanor’s foggy mind. As he wrapped a wool quilt about his waist, it hit her: she was bent over with the door behind her. Anyone entering the room would get an eyeful of…everything
.

“Enter!” Lord Beckett called, flashing her a wicked grin. His eyes, full of amusement, promised retribution if she moved an inch. Whether she stayed still and put on a show or disobeyed and faced punishment, he would come out the victor.

The door creaked open and heavy footsteps approached. A deep, familiar chuckle filled the room. “What a fine view to be greeted with!”

Mr. Engstrom. She’d recognize the voice anywhere.

Eleanor’s skin prickled and face flushed, lascivious hunger fading in the face of fresh humiliation. Mr. Engstrom had already touched and seen her aplenty, but it felt different now. Like she was taking part in her own debasement by remaining bent over.

She hung her head in shame and tried not to think.

“George!” Lord Beckett smiled, utterly at ease. Far from oblivious to her feelings, he delighted in her degradation. “What a surprise it took you this long to appear. I didn’t know you had it in you to be so patient.”

“Neither did I, sir.” Mr. Engstrom laughed, footsteps drawing nearer. Eleanor couldn’t see him, but she felt his eyes, feasting on her exposed skin. “I wanted to wait longer but the flesh… It’s weak—and I can only resist for so long. Is the girl to your liking?”

“Very. She’s a marvel.”

“Ha! That she is. I see you’ve painted her a pretty color. Do you mind?”

“Not at all.” Lord Beckett smiled wider as Mr. Engstrom’s hand 
came to rest on Eleanor’s rear.

She whimpered as his hand explored her backside. The welts on her bottom burned and stung, tingling from his touch.

“Beautiful work, sir. She’ll be feeling these for a while.” His hand dipped down, cupping her mound. “How is she?”

“Why not see for yourself?”

Fear coursed through Eleanor, curdling in her belly. He was offering her as a toy. As though she were no more than an object… To her shame, her traitorous opening clenched and dripped at the thought.

Mr. Engstrom’s hand froze, fingers poised at her entrance. “Sir? Are you certain…?”

“Only her mouth,” Lord Beckett clarified. He ran a hand through Eleanor’s hair, then dragged her head up from the desk, forcing her to look in his eyes. “I was about to mount the bitch anyway before you interrupted. But this end is all yours, if you’d like.”

Mr. Engstrom chuckled, low and deep. His fingers dug into Eleanor’s ass, making her squeal in pain and terror. “Your offer is most generous, my Lord. I gladly accept.”

Two men. Two men would use her to slake their lustful urges, in violation of all common decency and natural laws. The thought alone made her quiver, whimpering with anticipation as her wetness spread and grew.

“Let’s move somewhere better suited,” Lord Beckett said. Hand still gripping her hair, he dragged her from the desk and toward the sitting area in the room’s corner. Two armchairs and a sofa surrounded a low, ornate table. “On your knees.”

Eleanor shuddered and whimpered again. Liquid shame trickled down her thighs as fire filled her belly. She knelt slowly, moving in a daze, mind clouded with overpowering lust. All thoughts ground to a halt. Rather than reduce her need, each degrading act only helped it reach greater heights.

“Not a word of protest…” Lord Beckett moved behind her, fingers finding and spreading apart the soaked petals of her flower. “Such good behavior deserves a reward.”

The tip of his manhood, overheated and swollen, pressed against her lips. Eleanor’s heart skipped a beat and breath hitched. Blood pounded in her ears. Could something so large truly fit inside her? A maiden’s first time always hurt, even she knew that much. She 
pressed against the table, mind at war with itself as fear grappled against desire.

Mr. Engstrom appeared before her, devoid of trousers. His manhood dangled heavily between his legs, only semi-erect. Trapped between the two men, there would be no escape. Either way, they would ply her body with their cocks, using her for their pleasure and manipulating her like a ragdoll between them…

She bit her lip and cried out as the tip of Lord Beckett’s manhood pushed inside her, spreading open her virgin channel. His strong hands held her hips, pulling her back with inexorable force, impaling her on his length.

“So bloody tight…” Lord Beckett growled, fingers digging into her hips. He drove forward, breaking through her resistance. Eleanor felt something tear and a brief burst of pain—and suddenly he was inside, sheathed in her to the hilt.

She screamed out in pain mixed with pleasure, overwhelmed by fullness beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

Mr. Engstrom shoved his cock in her open mouth and she wrapped her lips around him instinctively. He hardened quickly, growing in length, but she paid him no mind. The only thing she could focus on was Lord Beckett as he slowly started to move.

Each movement sent sensations rippling through her. Stretched to the point of breaking, every shift of his cock was like lightning coursing through her. The pain faded, becoming a distant memory before the searing heat filling her now.

“You take to this like a seasoned whore…” Lord Beckett growled and slapped her rear with his palm. He pulled back, then shoved back inside, impaling her all over again. “She’s like the tightest, softest glove around me.”

“But her mouth could use some more training,” Mr. Engstrom grouched. His fingers curled in her hair, gripping it tightly. “Suck me, girl. Use your tongue.”

Eleanor scarcely heard the order. Her world centered on Lord Beckett’s cock as it stretched her tight walls, ravaging her with its girth. Pleasure soared, filling her being as her body grew used to the intruder. She molded around him, moaning like a wanton slut.

With a curse, Mr. Engstrom shoved his cock deeper into her mouth, bumping the back of her throat. “If you won’t obey, I’ll just have to use you like this!”

She gagged around him. Tears welled in her eyes. Unlike Lord Beckett, Mr. Engstrom was impatient and rough, using her with no regard for her feelings.

Behind her, Lord Beckett began moving in earnest, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes. His hips pulled back, then slammed in, making her squeak from the fullness. Each slap of his flesh against hers ignited anew the pain in her bottom, washing her whole being with heat. His fire and hers mingled, mixed, and became one. Her passion grew, drawing all her attention. Even as Mr. Engstrom gagged her on his length, all she could think of was Lord Beckett inside her, completing her.

Both men sped up, stroking in counterpoint, keeping her full at all times. Like a pig on a spit, she could only hold on to the table, helpless as the two men used her as their obedient toy.

Lord Beckett slapped her rear again, fingers digging in with what should have been painful pressure. But Eleanor only felt need. Consuming, all-encompassing pleasure buffeted her like tides beat the shore.

Her core spasmed and she screamed, body convulsing in ecstasy. Limbs flailing, the orgasm washed through her, wringing her like a doll.

It was so much. Too
 much. Unlike anything she’d experienced, stronger than any of the previous times. The waves of pleasure kept going, tossing her to and fro, driving her to the brink of insanity.

But the men were relentless, using her like a ragdoll between them with no regard for her state. Lord Beckett’s strong hands held her down and ensured that no matter how her thighs twitched, she could not get away. Only take him, over and over again, even while her walls spasmed around him.

Mr. Engstrom gave a moan. His cock thickened, growing hotter. Just as Lord Beckett’s had done. Eleanor only had a moment to realize what was coming before he grunted and hot seed rushed down her throat.

She gagged and sputtered, swallowing as best she could. Even as the force of Lord Beckett’s hips thrust her deeper onto Mr. Engstrom’s cock. It was her second time tasting seed. The second man to use her mouth. In the space of a day she’d gone from a maiden to a harlot, discarding her chastity and virtue in exchange for money and sinful delight.

Mr. Engstrom pulled out with a pleased sigh, cock deflating as it slipped past her lips. Mouth empty at last, Eleanor cried out loudly, head dropping to rest on the coffee table. She succumbed to the pleasure and shame. To the indignity of all that had happened, and all that she knew would happen henceforth.

Lord Beckett sped up. She felt his need, his urgency. Every pulse of his cock. It grew thicker and hotter inside her, a steel spear that violated her depths, making her his.

He grabbed her hair roughly. “Whose are you, wench?”

“Yours, Master!” She cried out without a moment’s hesitation. The words were instinctive, seared into her soul. There could be no denying their truth.

“That’s right…” His voice was hoarse, low and husky, thick with barely contained pleasure. He reached around, between her legs, fingers finding and attacking her most sensitive button.

Eleanor’s vision blurred. Heat swelled.

She gave a shriek, body convulsing, channel clenching, as pleasure exploded throughout her being. She screamed in pleasure so sharp and fine it cut like a knife.

Lord Beckett rammed inside her and added his voice to hers, moaning in rapturous pleasure. Hot seed pumped inside her, filling her as they orgasmed together for what seemed like an eternity.

Until she collapsed, boneless and leaden. Drained and tired beyond belief, she could only lie, draped over the table. Still quivering as the ghosts of her orgasm continued to echo inside her.

With a happy sigh, Lord Beckett pulled out. She felt his absence like a void deep inside her and murmured a quiet protest.

“You did well.” He patted her bottom—touch soft now that he was sated—and then rubbed slowly, soothing the many inflicted hurts. “Good girl.”


Epilogue


C
overed once more by the quilt, Lord Beckett reclined in his seat with a smile. “My compliments, George. You really outdid yourself with this find.”

“Ah… I am happy you find her to your liking, sir.” Mr. Engstrom had regained his trousers and was the picture of composed dignity once more. “But I cannot claim the credit. She actually just walked in. Right off the street, all on her own.”

Lord Beckett laughed, expressing his awe at the strange twist of fate, but Eleanor paid the conversation no heed. Sprawled over the table where they left her and too tired to move, she was content to simply relax as she tried to recover and process all that had happened.

She’d endured so much, so quickly. It made her head spin just to think of it all. So many various pleasures and cruelties, indignities and surprises—all one after another—faster and more varied than she could have conjured in her wildest imaginings. Had she made the right choice by accepting them all? She hoped she had, but she still didn’t know. Her mother wouldn’t think so, that much was certain…

But, drunk on orgasmic bliss, it was easy to ignore such thoughts. Just as she ignored the shame of being naked in a room with two dressed, powerful men.

“Perhaps it’s divine providence,” Lord Beckett said. “Wouldn’t you say so, George?”

“Yes, my Lord. If you think so, I’m certain that is the case.”

Lord Beckett nodded as though that settled the matter. “You may go. Have wine and cheese brought, and an assortment of fruit. I will be indisposed for the rest of the night.”

“Training, my Lord?”

“Oh, yes. There is so much left to teach her.” Lord Beckett chuckled and Eleanor felt a thrill of excitement and fear tingle up her spine, rousing her from her stupor. His eyes glimmered with dark intent. “But first, a reward for being so obedient thus far. It can’t always be the rod, you know. Sometimes honey is called for, as well.”

“Such is the way of these things.” Mr. Engstrom laughed and bowed. “I’ll alert the servants to your wishes. My Lord… Do enjoy yourself.”

“I shall. We
 shall.”

Eleanor shuddered. She was so exhausted… But something told her a thing such as that wouldn’t deter Lord Beckett in the slightest.

And despite her tiredness, longing stirred inside her. The wanton whore within her still craved more.

She was in for a very long night.

The End
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Giving Her All: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 In order to make ends meet, a young woman must risk it all by seeking out a potentially dangerous organization that offers riches to any pretty, young woman willing to cater to the extreme
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Making the Cut: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 To become a member of an exclusive sorority, a young coed must undergo a hazing far more devious than she ever imagined. The things they require are humiliating and depraved… And turn her on more than she ever imagined.
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Office Discipline: BDSM Humiliation Sadism Ménage.
 After coming late to work three times in one week, a young employee must choose between being fired and facing the old-school, harsh discipline of her boss.
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