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Chapter One: An Unexpected Deliverance

The chapel of Our Lady of Mercy’s Home for Wayward Women was filled to the brim, but that was always the case for morning prayers at the orphanage. The Catholic Sisters who ran the place offered room and board free of charge to the girls and young women they took in but did insist on strict adherence to the teachings of their faith in return. Given the alternatives available to most of their charges, it was not even a particularly bad bargain.

Row after row of seats was filled by women, the only male present being Father Martin, the elderly priest leading the service and the only man ever permitted inside the orphanage’s walls. It was a mixture of nuns, immediately identifiable by their black robes and white wimples, and their charges. The former ranged in age from fresh faced girls barely able to walk to young women on the cusp of adulthood.

Among them was Cora Simpson, head bowed and hands clasped before her identically to every other woman in the room. Even from her place midway down the aisle, surrounded by the dozens of similarly praying others around her, the young woman stood out and not just because she seemed to be praying with an intensity that bordered on desperation. It was not just her beauty, though Cora was certainly that with flaming red hair that spilled down her back in curls in stark contrast to her pale creamy skin, liberally spotted with freckles that could only be described as cute, and a luscious figure that even the roughspun, grey dress she was wearing could not fully conceal.

Cora stood out in other ways. Her tall frame and lustrous skin and shining hair all spoke to a childhood that had never known the hunger and malnutrition that clearly had been the lot of most of her peers even before they had found themselves orphaned. Her hands, threaded together as she prayed, were soft and showed little sign of ever having done much in the way of manual labour.

If Cora seemed different from her fellow residents of Our Lady of Mercy’s it was because she was. Her father, William Simpson, had been a Baron and the first thirteen years of her life had been as different from her current peers as it possibly could have been. Waited on by dutiful servants, her every whim immediately satisfied by doting parents and free to devote practically every moment of her day to whatever trivial pursuit struck her fancy at the moment. It had been the happiest upbringing anyone could have asked for.

All that had changed five years ago when William Simpson and his wife Ada, Cora’s mother, had fallen victim to a terrible carriage accident that had taken both of their lives. The loss of both of her parents had been just the first misfortune to befall Cora. Her father had been a kind, loving man but not a particularly smart one when it came to money, it had soon emerged; he had practically been penniless and drowning in debts that the sale of the family estate had barely managed to cover.

The family friends who Cora had grown up with had all proven to be very fair weather ones once this had come out. Her own family had proven to be little better. Her father had been estranged from his only brother, a man named Felton, since before she had been born and the last that had been heard of him was that he had apparently gone abroad to seek his fortune with not a single word from or of him having been heard since. Her mother’s family, austere Scottish Catholics, had apparently seen her marriage to an English nobleman as a base betrayal and all but disowned her. They had secured a place for Cora with Our Lady of Mercy and then promptly washed their hands of her.

Some might have reacted poorly to such an abrupt and unfortunate change of circumstances, but Cora had been too numb with grief at first to feel much of anything, let alone resentment. As that had faded her practical side had asserted itself, telling her that playing the part of spoiled princess would achieve nothing but seeing her ejected to a life of living rough on the streets which would be even worse than the grim one already facing her.

So instead she had adjusted. Cora had dutifully done the chores assigned to her by the orphanage’s Holy Sisters, doing her best to learn how to fulfil the till then unfamiliar tasks that had once been done for her by servants whether it was washing clothes or mopping floors or scrubbing pots. Despite having been raised in the tradition of the Church of England as her father had been -yet another bone of contention her mother’s family had had with him Cora suspected - she observed the Papist liturgy of the Holy Sisters without objection. When her fellow orphans had bullied or teased her for her noble birth, Cora had endured it silently and tried her best to make friends.

In short, she had survived.

But Cora was well aware it might not be for much longer. Only a month ago she had turned eighteen and while the Holy Sisters had not immediately turned her out from the orphanage, she understood quite well that Our Lady of Mercy’s resources were limited and that as a grown woman she would soon be expected to find her own way.

And what that way could be was a mystery to Cora. Like many young women who came of age within the orphanage with few prospects there was always the option of taking vows and joining the ranks of the Holy Sisters. The idea held little appeal to Cora, however. While she was certainly grateful to the orphanage’s nuns for taking her in, the thought of becoming one of them and devoting the rest of her life to the stale, sour existence that was theirs made the girl’s insides quiver.

But if Cora felt no desire to become a Bride of Christ, her odds of becoming the bride of a man were slim. She was beautiful, certainly, with her pale creamy skin and long red curls and a soft, innocent face that she knew was comly. Cora also was keenly aware that as a baron, her father had been at the very bottom of the hierarchy of the nobility and without so much as a brass farthing to her name most eligible young men of her class would almost certainly pass her over in favour of a bride who was perhaps less beautiful but offered either a more lofty title or a richer dowry. She had an inkling of the kind of man who might think otherwise, old and ugly and already wealthy. The thought of marrying herself to a man like that did not make her insides quiver so much as practically turn them to stone.

The problem was that as Cora saw it her other prospects were even more dim. There were not exactly many options of employment for a woman of her class aside from those of governess or lady’s companion. Neither of those positions were likely to go to a young woman, even nobly born, who had come to adulthood in an orphanage.

There seemed to be no solution to her predicament no matter which way Cora looked at the situation and the more she contemplated it the closer she felt to despair. So she did the only thing it seemed she could do and prayed. Prayed with everything she had for deliverance from the perilous circumstances she found herself in.

“The Mass has ended, go in peace.” Father Martin’s raspy voice intoned from where he knelt before the altar table. It seemed even praying was not an option open to her.

Rising from the pew, Cora dutifully followed in the wake of her fellows as they edged out into the aisle and began flowing silently out of the chapel. Lunch promptly followed morning prayers and while it was never much to boast of, not having eaten yet that day had left Cora feeling quite hungry and she was eager to sit down and break her fast before beginning her chores for the day.

As she reached the arched doorway leading out of the chapel a voice called, “Miss Simpson!”

Recognising that sharp tone immediately, Cora turned to see the Reverend Mother Judith heading toward her. She curtsied at the old woman as she drew near and her stern, wrinkled face nodded slightly in approval at the girl’s gesture of respect.

“With me if you please.”

The Reverend Mother led Cora away from the flow of nuns and orphan girls heading towards the hall where meals were taken together and turned in the direction that the young woman immediately recognised led towards her office.

Lunch was always served promptly after prayers and if missed there would be nothing until dinner, but all thoughts of hunger immediately left Cora’s mind. Was this the moment she had been dreading, when the Reverend Mother would tell her that her place at Our Lady of Mercy must now go to some other unfortunate who had not yet reached the age of majority and she must pack her things, such as they were, and go find her own way in the world? While she knew the old woman to be fair, if strict, she also knew that it was her duty to look out for all of her charges and not just Cora and if it was indeed that day no amount of pleading would save her. Perhaps marriage to an ugly old man did not seem like such a horrible fate after all, now that she was confronted with the very real prospect of having no roof over her head or food on her table.

Sensing Cora’s unease, Reverend Mother Judith turned to her as they continued to walk and spoke. “I did not wish to inform you until things were certain, but we finally have had some success in locating your next of kin.”

Hope suddenly flared in Cora’s chest. “You mean my Uncle Felton?”

The Reverend Mother nodded. “As you must know he and your father had a falling out with one another shortly after the latter inherited the family title from their own late father. Afterwards, it seems the younger Lord Simpson left the country for abroad and found employment with the East India Company in the colonies. By all accounts he did very well for himself and amassed quite a fortune.”

Not just a living relative but one of means. Perhaps her situation was not as hopeless as it had seemed.

“Unfortunately, it appears a little over a year ago he died of some kind of native fever or other.”

And with that the newly found hope within Cora died as well. “I see, Reverend Mother, so it appears my situation remains unchanged.”

Reverend Mother Judith’s lips pursed. “Not entirely, my child. In addition to acquiring himself a fortune, the late Lord Simpson also found himself a wife, one Lady Harriet, the daughter of some officer or functionary with the colonial administration not that the particulars matter. Following her husband’s death she decided to return to England and upon learning of this I wrote to her concerning your situation and she has agreed to meet with you.”

The pair reached the dark, oak door of the Reverend Mother’s office. Somehow Cora knew without being told that the aforementioned Lady Harriet was on the other side of it. She should be delighted by the news so why did she instead feel a sense of almost foreboding?

Cora met the Reverend Mother’s eye. “Is there something you are not telling me?”

Reverend Mother Judith looked back at Cora with a trace of sympathy. “You have always been a good girl during your time here, Cora, and as such I have done my best to give you time to try and find new arrangements for yourself but we both know that cannot go on for much longer. Your late uncle, Lord Felton, may not have been close with your late father, but he was your family and may have felt an obligation to help you. Lady Harriet is no blood relation of yours, however, and it has taken everything I could do to have her agree to even meet with you. I would suggest you do everything you can to curry her favour, as you are very much at her mercy.”

With that ominous warning the Reverend Mother opened the door and stepped inside. Cora followed in her wake.

The room within was an austere and plain one, dominated by the large yet simple wood desk of Reverend Mother Judith. Sitting in one of the unadorned, straight backed wooden chairs was a woman who must be Lady Harriet.

As the woman turned in her seat to face the door, Cora felt her breath unexpectedly catch in her throat. Lady Harriet might easily be one of the most beautiful women the girl had ever seen. She was younger than Cora had expected, maybe thirty at most, with pale blonde hair that she wore loose so it framed her long, ovular face that ended in a rather prominent chin and could only be described as stunning; pale creamy skin contrasted wonderfully with the light pink blush that adorned her shapely cheekbones and her vividly red lips.

Seeing the Reverend Mother shoot her a pointed look as she walked around behind her desk and took a seat, Cora fought down the blush that suddenly threatened to burn its way onto her cheeks as she realised she had been staring. Oh no! Not now! With all of her willpower she ruthlessly crushed those unnatural thoughts she knew to be sinful as she stepped forward and curtsied respectfully.

“Thank you again for agreeing to this meeting Lady Harriet, I do hope your trip was an easy one,” Reverend Mother Judith said evenly.

“Well enough,” Lady Harriet replied. She looked over Cora scrutinizingly as the young woman seated herself in the chair across from her. “I take it this is the girl?”

“Yes, Auntie Harriet,” Cora replied, hoping her voice sounded calm and inwardly praying that whatever had come over her moments before would not reemerge.

Lady Harriet’s grey eyes narrowed with displeasure. “Was I addressing you, girl? I would advise you to speak when spoken to going forward. And none of this ‘Auntie’ business. Your father may have been a brother to my late husband but you are no blood relation of mine, and that is assuming you even are a child of his to begin with.”

Shock ran through Cora at the cruel words and without thinking she replied. “Of course I am! How dare you accuse me of such a baseless slander!”

“I dare much,” Lady Harriet said frostily. “And as Felton told it - endlessly I might add, I swear he sometimes could prattle on about little else - his fool of a brother brought shame upon the Simpson name by allowing some commoner, and a Scot at that, to wave her swollen belly at him and trick her way into marriage. For all I know you are simply the illegitimate spawn of a common slut who wormed her way into a noble household like a cuckoo in the nest.”

“That is not true!” Cora sputtered, utterly forgetting that she was very much at the mercy of Lady Harriet, who it seemed was cruel as well as beautiful. “Papa and Mama loved one another and I was not born a bastard.”

“I can attest to this,” Reverend Mother Judith interceded, her voice respectful but firm as she addressed Lady Harriet. “We keep records on the backgrounds of all our charges here and it is a matter of public record that Miss Simpson was born over a year after your brother-in-law and his wife wed. Whatever you may think of the circumstances of their marriage, there is no reason to doubt Miss Simpson is the legitimate fruit of it and therefore your late husband’s rightful niece.”

Lady Harriet pursed her lips, her beautiful face cold as ice. “Be that as it may, I still fail to see why this is of any matter to myself. With all due respect, Reverend Mother, I only agreed to this meeting because I grew tired of your endless stream of letters all proclaiming that they would not stop until I agreed to at least meet the girl. Well, I have met her and my opinion has not changed.” Lady Harriet’s eyes turned to Cora. “Tell me, girl, why in the Lord’s name should I take you in aside from some chance connection to my late husband?”

Reminding herself what was at stake Cora did her very best to keep her tone respectful. “I would not ask you to take me in for only the sake of charity, my lady. Surely there must be something I can provide you in return. Perhaps I could serve as a governess for you if you have children -”

“I have none.”

“A lady’s companion then,” Cora tried again, desperation beginning to rise up within her.

At that Lady Harriet actually gave a small, almost strange, smile. “Of companionship I am more than adequately provided for.”

Rising from her seat, Lady Harriet smoothed the fabric of the blue dress she was wearing and turned to face Reverend Mother Judith. “As I expected this entire trip was pointless. While I respect your motivations, Reverend Mother, the fact remains that I simply see no reason why I should burden myself with the bother and fuss of taking in some stranger, even if she is the relation of my late husband. With that I shall bid you good day.”

Cora did not know why she did it, but even as despair filled her at the prospect of being turned out onto the streets she surged out of her chair and fell to her knees before Lady Harriet. Her arms wrapped themselves around the woman’s hips and she buried her face into her skirts. “Please Lady Harriet! I beg you, be merciful! I shan’t be a burden to you, I swear it. Just give me a chance and I swear I will cause you neither bother or fuss. Please!”

“Ms Simpson is not lying,” Cora heard Reverend Mother Judith interject. “In her time with us here she has always been a good girl who has never caused problems or shirked from doing what was asked of her.”

Underneath the layers of skirts and petticoats, Cora felt Lady Harriet stiffen and for a moment she could swear she heard a brief hitch of breath. Seizing on this tiny sign of weakness as a drowning person would grab at a lifeline, the girl pleaded almost frantically. “I swear I’ll be a good girl, Lady Harriet. I swear it! Please, give me a chance to prove this to you and I will do anything. Anything at all!”

Long seconds passed and then fingers reached under Cora’s chin, gently but forcefully pushing her face up, and the young woman found herself looking up at the looming figure of Lady Harriet. The other woman was staring down at her, cold grey eyes filled with consideration and something else that Cora could not identify but the intensity of which sent a tingling shiver down her back.

For a moment that felt like an eternity, Lady Harriet stared down at Cora. The girl silently met her gaze, forcing her eyes to look even wider and more innocent than they naturally did and her face one of meek subservience. Then the older woman gave a little nod and hope surged through her.

Straightening, Lady Harriet turned to cooly address Reverend Mother Judith. “Alright, Reverend Mother, you win it seems. At least for now. I have not made a final decision but I will at least allow Miss Simpson to stay under my roof for a few days while I consider the matter further. Have her things collected and brought down to my carriage as I wish to leave as soon as possible. The day is growing late and I want to be home before evening.”

“Of course, Lady Simpson,” Reverend Mother Judith replied courteously.

Cora rose from her knees. “Oh thank you, Lady Harriet. I swear you will not regret this.”

Lady Harriet turned her attention back to Cora, her face stern and her eyes filled with an icy intensity that made the girl’s body tremble but also tingle strangely and suddenly feel hot in a way that was in total contrast to the cold air of Reverend Mother Judith’s office.

“You had best pray that that is the case,” Lady Harriet’s voice was cold as winter. “I will warn you one time, girl, and one time only. I am taking you in on sufferance and if you ever show me anything other than the utmost respect and obedience I shall turn you out in an instant. Do you understand?”

Cora nodded mutely, suddenly unable to speak as her breath escaped her.


Chapter Two: A Tortured Confession

Relief filled Cora as she saw the carriage turn off the main road and the outline of what must be Lady Harriet’s house come into view. It seemed that their journey was finally at an end.

The carriage ride from Our Lady of Mercy had not been pleasant for Cora. Not that Lady Harriet had been cruel to her. Indeed the second the older woman had seated herself she had produced an embroidery hoop and gone to work with needle and thread, practically ignoring Cora as she did so. Not daring to be the one to initiate conversation, Cora had sat in silence the entire time trying her best not to fidget.

From time to time Cora’s eyes, almost as if of their own volition, drifted away from the countryside speeding by outside the carriage window and settled on Lady Harriet. For all her stern and cruel nature she was also truly beautiful. Her fair skin was almost the same pale creamy complexion of Cora’s own but was unblemished by freckles and shone with lusciousness that complemented her long, pale blonde hair. She was not quite as full figured as Cora, with smaller breasts and narrower hips, but the blue dress she wore, while not immodestly cut, clung to her willowy body and displayed her feminine curves to full effect.

Whenever Cora realised she was staring she immediately returned her gaze to the carriage window and its passing scenery. No, she must fight against these unnatural feelings that other women seemed to inspire in her young body, she could not afford not to. The consequences if she did not could only mean disaster.

At the orphanage she had not had a choice to do otherwise. Not only were they sinful, as she had been taught from a young age by the Holy Sisters, but had she given away even a hint of them Cora had been certain she would have been turned out in an instant. So even as she grew to realise how she enjoyed the sight of her fellow young women’s bodies afforded to her as they bathed or changed clothes in the dormitory in the early hours of the morning or evening while preparing for bed, Cora had desperately suppressed the wonderful but confusing feelings they inspired; doing what she had to in order to survive as she always had.

Now it was no different. By her own words, Lady Harriet was only grudgingly allowing Cora shelter underneath her roof and on sufferance at that. Surely if the older woman were to even suspect of the unnatural desires Cora felt when she looked at her she would react with nothing other than fury and turn the girl out onto the street in an instant. No she could not risk it. Must not risk it.

Despite this, Cora found her gaze returning fleetingly to Lady Harriet again and again despite her resolve not to. The sight made her body shiver and feel hot at the same time and whenever her eyes dipped down to the sight of her bust, encased tightly in the white lace decorated bodice of her blue dress with the neckline cut just low enough to reveal the very beginning of the valley of her cleavage, Cora felt the pulse of her blood pound in her ears and a flash of delightful pleasure surge through the depth of her most private place. Thankfully the older woman seemed not to notice, focused entirely at her embroidery.

As the carriage ground to a halt before Lady Harriet’s manor house and the door was opened dutifully by the coachman, Cora dutifully waited for the other woman to rise from her seat and climb down through the doorway and certainly did not find herself staring at the plump shape of her bum outlined snuggly by the material of her dress. Preceding after her, Cora looked up at what hopefully was to be her new home - though perhaps not for long if she could not learn to control herself.

When the Reverend Mother had said Cora’s Uncle Felton, Lady Harriet’s late husband, had acquired a fortune for himself abroad she had not been lying. The manor house stood what looked to be four storeys high, the exterior covered with smooth stone tiling and girded with tall glass windows. Marbled steps led up to the wide, main doors of the entrance, the wood darkly varnished and elaborate carved and the stone archway that encased it decorated with carved figures of animals, mostly hunting dogs and wild beasts from what Cora could tell.

“My Lady Harriet, your home is beautiful,” Cora said and meant it. Her memories of her own house were not as fresh as they once had been but it certainly had not been nearly as grand as this one.

“Thank you,” Lady Harriet said and to Cora’s surprise the older woman’s tone when she addressed her sounded neither stern or condescending for the first time that she could recall. “Artemis Hall is quite lovely. It cost me a pretty penny but I feel it was a worthwhile investment, not the least for the privacy it ensures both for myself and my friends when they come calling.”

With those somewhat mysterious words Lady Harriet began ascending the steps towards the entrance. The liveried coachman hurried after her, almost running to ensure he arrived first so as to open the doors for her. Cora followed after.

The round space of the grand entrance hall was every bit as elaborate as the exterior had led Cora to expect. Lamps had already been lit, leaving the area brightly illuminated despite the rapidly diminishing daylight coming in from the windows making it easy to admire the marbled floors covered by richly embroidered carpets and the walls adorned with oil paintings. Lady Harriet seemed to favour scenes of classical antiquity, particularly ones featuring other women; Cora recognised such well known depictions as the birth of Venus, rising fully nude from the ocean, or the the goddesses Aphrodite, Hera and Athena standing unadorned as the most beautiful of the trio was determined by Paris, the Prince of Troy.

Cora was momentarily distracted from the grandeur of the house when she noticed the figure of a woman waiting from them near the door. Her eyes widened and she openly gawked. She was unlike anything the girl had ever seen before. Her skin was dusky, the colour of well milked tea and on her forehead, underneath the little black and white lace maid’s cap she wore, a small red dot decorated the centre of it. This woman must be an Indian, Cora realised.

Otherwise she was dressed normally in a black maid’s outfit decorated with white lace, though the skirt was almost scandalously short. As the woman began walking towards the pair of new arrivals, the clicking of her heels rang through the hall and Cora’s eyes flicked down to see her black stocking encased legs disappeared into tall riding boots with high heels. A most unusual choice of footwear for a maid.

“My Lady, I am glad to see you returned home,” the maid said as her eyes turned towards Cora. “It seems we have an unexpected guest.”

“Yes, events took a surprising turn. This is Miss Cora Simpson, my late husband’s niece, she shall be staying with us for a time though how long is still undecided.” Seeing Cora still looking stunned at the Indian woman, Lady Harriet’s eyes narrowed. “It is rude to stare, girl.”

Cora immediately shot her eyes away, cheeks growing hot with embarrassment. “I am sorry, Lady Harriet…I did not mean to…it won’t happen again…”

“Silence!” Lady Harriet’s cold voice cut off Cora’s stammering. “Babbling is also most unbefitting of a young lady. I see I shall have my work cut out for me. For now, listen carefully. Priya served as my lady’s maid back in India. When I decided to return to England I asked that she come with me and to my delight she agreed. Here she serves as my head maid and runs my household as I do not employ a butler.”

Lady Harriet stepped forward and even though the two women were of a similar height she still seemed to tower over Cora, or it at least felt that way to the girl. “Let me be clear. Priya may be a servant but she still stands above you in my house. You will obey her as you would obey me and should I hear of any sass or disrespect shown to her by you I will have you out on your pretty little rear in an instant. Do you understand?”

Wordlessly Cora nodded, her throat suddenly so dry she was unable to say so much as a single word. Even as she felt herself tremble nervously before the stern look on the other woman’s beautiful face, she felt a delicious flash of pleasure shoot right through her pussy and underneath her bodice she felt her nipples harden, aching against the coarse-spun material of her dress. The girl’s arousal was matched by her confusion, though. She seemed to be attracted to Lady Harriet not just for her womanly beauty but also her domineering and harsh personality, which seemed to be awakening in Cora desires seated so deeply within her that had never even dared contemplate them in the light of day before.

“Good,” Lady Harriet said tartly before looking over her shoulder. “Priya, have her bathed, I can smell the odour of that filthy orphanage about her. I may join you once I have seen to having a room prepared for her with the usual specifications, it will give me a chance to see what I have to work with. If not, once finished, have her brought to me in my sitting room.”

Cora stood rooted to the spot as Lady Harriet turned on her heel and disappeared down one of the corridors leading off from the entrance hall until she felt a hand firmly grasp one of her arms and begin tugging her in a different direction. Realising it was Priya and mindful of Lady Harriet’s threat of what would happen should she show the maid any sass, she obediently followed as the woman led her up the grand looking staircase that led up to the next floor.

The dusky skinned maid said nothing as she led Cora down the hallway, which suited the young woman just fine. Her mind was reeling with the events of today, especially those which concerned Lady Harriet. The older woman had said many baffling things which on their own seemed insignificant but when put together left Cora feeling very disconcerted. What did she mean when she said that she had her ‘work cut out for her’ concerning Cora? That she wanted to ‘see what she had to work with’? Could she possibly -?

No! Cora could not dare allow herself to think that. Lady Harriet had made her distaste for her quite apparent and imagining anything otherwise would only risk bringing the woman’s doubtlessly considerable wroth down on her with all the disastrous consequences that would follow. She must put such thoughts aside. Her fate depended on it.

As Priya abruptly stopped Cora was startled out of her thoughts. Opening a door the maid gestured for the young woman to enter.

“I will be back momentarily. Touch nothing until I return.” The dusky skinned woman warned.

Obediently Cora stepped inside what she realised was a boudoir, the decor of which had a decidedly exotic flavour likely influenced by Lady Harriet’s time in India, all eastern silk hangings and embroidered carpets. It was dominated by a large porcelain tub with clawed feet.

Mindful of Priya’s warning, Cora found herself unsure of what to do with herself. Glancing at her reflection the young woman had to conclude that perhaps Lady Harriet had a point about her needing a bath. Cora had always done her best to keep herself clean but water, like much else, had been in limited supply at the orphanage. She had not had a proper bath with hot water in a tub since the days before her parents’ death. The prospect of one now actually was quite thrilling.

Within minutes Priya returned, accompanied by a pair of servants carrying pails of steaming hot water that they began filling the tub with. The moment they had finished and left, closing the door behind them she turned to Cora.

“Take off those rags you are wearing and we can begin,” the maid said briskly.

Being spoken to by a servant should rankle Cora, she was still a daughter of the nobility even if a fallen one, but she had long ago grown used to such things. She was a tad annoyed that the other woman made no move to help, leaving her to awkwardly reach behind her back to begin unlacing her dress.

As she pulled down her dress and shift, Cora could feel the maid’s eyes on her. Out of the corner of her eye, she subtly observed Priya, who was openly staring with an almost appraising look in her eyes. Another woman had never looked at her in such a fashion before and it made Cora feel strange.

Looking away, her gaze found her own reflection in the mirror. Cora knew she was attractive, with breasts that were large but stood tall and perky on her chest with the aid of youth. She had wide hips and a large bottom with round, full cheeks and the bush of curly hair between her legs was the same bright red as the red curls that spilled from her head down to her narrow waist. The colour contrasted starkly with her pale, alabaster skin.

“Quit dawdling, girl!” Priya’s voice suddenly reminded Cora where she was. “If the water grows cold before we are done I will not send for more.”

Cora needed no urging, her entire body was tingling with anticipation at the sight of the steaming, soapy bathwater. Stepping in, she sank into the tub, so deep the water rose up to her shoulders, and almost cooed in delight at the warmth that immediately began radiating through her body.

Priya picked up one remaining pale of hot water and poured it atop of Cora’s head, thoroughly soaking her hair, and then knelt down beside the tub with a washcloth to begin soaping up the girl’s red curls. The feeling of the maid’s fingers massaging her scalp as she worked up a lather felt wonderful and for a few minutes Cora contently just lay in the tub, forgetting all about the events of the day and her lingering concerns for her future.

When Priya was satisfied with Cora’s hair she poured the remaining water in the pail over her head to wash away the suds and then lightly but firmly tapped on the young woman’s shoulder. “Bend forward girl.”

Cora obediently did so and the maid pulled aside her long, red mane in order to begin washing her back. Her strokes with the cloth were slow and languid over the girl’s soft skin, very much at odds with the brisk nature she had till now displayed and Cora found she quite enjoyed them.

It was when Priya deemed Cora’s back sufficiently clean and began washing her front that the trouble began. As the cloth left a warm, soapy trail in its wake over her shoulders and belly, suddenly her entire body felt hot in a way that had nothing to do with the heat of the bath. Having always bathed herself as an adult woman, being touched even in this innocent way was something entirely new to her. Priya circled around Cora’s breasts, not touching them in the slightest, but somehow that only made the girl even more conscious of where she was not being touched. Her nipples, naturally large and dark, hardened into points and grew darker still till they were almost black and her quim suddenly grew wet in a way that had nothing to do with being bathed.

Fighting back the urge to whimper, Cora prayed that the maid would not notice. Surely she would report back to Lady Harriet who likely would send her packing on the spot once she learned of her deviancy. Trying not to shudder, Cora desperately tried to think of anything other than the slow, soft feeling of the washcloth over her skin or how it would feel for it to brush over her nipples or along the length of her slit.

A creaking sound announced the opening of the door and the tall figure of Lady Harriet entered the boudoir. The older woman was still wearing the same blue dress with white lace as earlier, but had removed her hat and gloves and loosened her blonde hair, which seemed to be as long as Cora’s and fell freely down her back to the top of her bum.

Cora blushed, conscious of the fact her entire body was on display from the waist up, and fought the instinct to duck below the water out of worry over what Lady Harriet would think of her reaction. The older woman steadily walked over to the tub and seated herself on the edge of it, her eyes raking cooly over Cora’s body with a look of consideration in her eyes, along with the same unidentifiable something that the girl recognized from that morning in the Reverend Mother’s office. It made Cora feel like goosebumps were about to break out all over her skin despite the heat of the bath.

“It seems you do clean up nicely, Cora,” Lady Harriet said and Cora’s eyebrows shot up as she realised this was the first halfway nice thing the other woman had ever said to her. “Remove the dirt and sweat from your skin and it is quite lovely. And those breasts of yours! The Lord truly blessed you when he gave you those, I will admit to being slightly envious.”

“T-thank you, Lady Harriet,” Cora stammered, unsure of what else to say, her blush only deepening at the older woman’s words as delight surged through her at the knowledge that Lady Harriet liked her breasts. She prayed that the woman would not notice and think it was only from the heat of the bathwater.

Lady Harriet leaned forward and looked over Cora’s shoulder and clicked her tongue disapprovingly. “Why Priya? I am surprised at you. It appears you have done a poor job indeed at washing Cora’s back. Hand me a cloth and I will continue with her front while you finish the job there.”

“Yes, My Lady,” Priya said, passing a spare washcloth over to Lady Harriet. Eyes wide, Cora watched as the woman dipped it into the soapy water and then ran it up her belly towards her breasts. Unlike the maid, Lady Harriet did not skirt around as she drew near and ran the cloth underneath one heavy breast before running it along one side, the tender flesh burning at her touch.

“O-o-oh,” Cora gasped and tried to protest, “Lady Harriet….please….you shouldn’t….”

“I should not what, Cora?” Lady Harriet’s eyes gleamed tauntingly up at the girl’s and a wicked little smile appeared on her face. “I must wash you everywhere, on every part of your body, so you can be properly clean. Why would I not? You promised you would be a good girl for me, so be one and hold still as I do so.”

The washcloth ran along one prominent mound until it reached the peak where Lady Harriet then rubbed it across both of Cora’s nipples. At the touch of the slightly coarse fabric pleasure seemed to shoot from the hard little nubbins directly to her vagina, the inner walls of which seemed to clench in delight. The young woman somehow suppressed the urge to arch her breasts forward for more contact but she could not stop the strangled little gasp, almost like a hiccup, that escaped from her throat.

Lady Harriet must have noticed that but made no comment. She still kept up the pretence of washing Cora’s breasts, running the wet cloth over her now heaving mounds, though she returned to the girl’s dark nipples again and again with increasing frequency. The entire time her piercing grey eyes remained locked on Cora’s who found she could not look away. There seemed to be an almost taunting quality to them, as if they were daring the young woman to protest or call for Lady Harriet to stop what she was doing and knew she would not because she was enjoying her ministrations.

Suddenly Lady Harriet dropped the washcloth into the water with a plop. “Stand up please, Cora,” she said calmly as if she had simply asked the girl to pass her the sugar bowl during tea and had not just been quite obviously caressing her breasts.

Obediently, Cora rose to her feet to stand dripping and now entirely exposed to Lady Harriet. Despite the coolness of the room she did not feel remotely cold, instead the young woman felt hot almost to the point of feverishness as the older woman slowly ran her eyes down her body and then fixed themselves on the bush of bright red curls that covered her pussy. Her gaze now had an almost hungry look to it that made Cora’s clitoris tighten in the most wonderful way.

Almost unable to believe what was happening, Cora watched the older woman dip her hand into the soapy water and then bring it up between her legs to run it across the red thatch of her pubic hair, lathering it up. At the touch of Lady Harriet’s fingers on her most private place, Cora instinctively tried to skirt away. “Lady Harriet! Please you should not -”

“Silence!” Lady Harriet’s voice was cold as winter as she cut off the young woman’s protests. “Priya, hold her still so I can properly wash her thighs.”

Strong hands gripped Cora by the arms, holding her firmly in place as Lady Harriet’s fingers resumed their exploration of the girl’s hot quim. Washing her thighs, indeed! The older woman made no effort to even try and maintain that pretence as one finger ran itself down the length of her slit before beginning the journey back up. Cora fought with everything she had not to moan aloud, but when she felt Lady Harriet’s thumb brush itself over her little pearl a strangled gasp escaped her.

Lady Harriet clearly noticed and while her face remained serene her eyes glinted wickedly. “By the sound of things, I think you are enjoying what I am doing to you, my darling girl.”

“N-no, My Lady,” Cora said the words without thinking. Part of her still could not believe what was happening; was convinced this was all some elaborate charade by the older woman to trick her into confessing to her deviant, unnatural desires so she would have irrefutable cause to send her away. The thought that this beautiful, domineering older woman - the very thing Cora finally could admit to herself she had always desired - might share her attractions was simply unimaginable.

Lady Harriet clicked her tongue in irritation as her eyes narrowed. “Lying is most unladylike. I will let it pass this one time, but should you lie to me in the future there will be consequences. You are enjoying this. I quite literally have the truth at my fingertips, Cora. Next you will be trying to convince me that you weren’t shooting little looks at me the entire carriage ride here.”

Cora’s eyes went wide. “You noticed?”

Taunting laughter answered. “You were hardly being discreet, my darling girl. All those quick glances before you looked away blushing. May I take it that you find me attractive?”

Another brief brush of Lady Harriet’s thumb over her clitoris elicited another gasp and Cora’s mind seemed unable to form words. “My Lady….I….”

“Are you saying I am not attractive?”

“NO!” Cora squealed. “My Lady is beautiful. Truly one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen.”

“So you do find me attractive!” Though her face remained serene as ever, Lady Harriet’s voice had a note of triumph to it. “There is no point in lying, my darling girl, the evidence is quite literally at my fingertips. It seems your dear mother passed on her slut nature to you, now let us see if you have acted on it.”

Suddenly, Lady Harriet gripped one hand on Cora’s hip as the middle finger of the other ran down the girl’s slit and then plunged itself between the lips of her pussy, parting them to gain access to the silken folds beyond. Her rage at Lady Harriet’s cruel slander of her mother vanished as a burst of pleasure unlike anything Cora had ever felt before seemed to shoot out from her cunt through her entire body at the sensation of having something penetrate it for the first time in her young life.

“Ooooooh!” Cora gave a strangled cry of delight, trying to rock her hips in time with the shallow thrusts of Lady Harriet’s finger but stopped by the iron grip of the older woman’s hand on her hip. Instinctively, her inner folds clenched themselves around the intruding digit, savouring the delightful friction.

Head spinning, Cora’s knees buckled and she might have fallen were it not for Priya’s hands on her arms. Through the aroused haze that had come over her, the young woman heard Lady Harriet’s voice, which held a strange tone of awe in it. “I had to know. I hoped it would be true, but I had to know.”

Cora let out a little wail of unhappiness as she suddenly felt Lady Harriet’s finger pull free of her quim. The delightful pleasure that had been building within her most private place immediately began receding to be replaced with a horrible feeling of frustration. The other woman did not seem to notice, rising from her porcelain perch on the edge of the tub.

Smoothing her skirts, Lady Harriet looked over Cora’s shoulder to address Priya. “Rinse and dry the girl off and then have her brought to my sitting room.”

“Yes, My Lady. The usual routine?”

A considering look came over Lady Harriet’s face and after a moment she shook her head. “Leave her hair as is, I actually am quite fond of it the more I see. Shave everything from the chin down however.” Her hand suddenly returned to Cora’s sex, tracing its way lightly through the damp curls that covered it. “On second thought, leave just a strip of this, well trimmed. The colour contrasts so wonderfully with her skin.”

Her eyes languidly turned back to look at Cora, an almost predatory look in them that made her whimper as her vagina ached almost painfully and her little pearl throbbed. Turning to leave, Lady Harriet suddenly stopped and turned to face Cora again, her eyes suddenly softening just the slightest degree. The girl suddenly felt the older woman’s hand cupping her cheek almost tenderly and without thinking she leaned in to the touch, a feeling of reassurance suddenly calming the raging excitement and frustration warring within her young body.

A tiny smile of satisfaction appeared on Lady Harriet’s face and then without another word she turned and walked from the boudoir.


Chapter Three: An Apple Once Bitten

Left alone in the boudoir with Priya, Cora made no attempt to hamper the maid as she followed Lady Harriet’s instructions. Still stunned by what had just occurred, part of herself unable to believe it had happened, the girl was so caught up in her thoughts she hardly noticed as the dusky skinned woman wrapped her wet curls up in a towel and then fetched a bar of shaving soap and a razor.

As the maid soaped up Cora’s arms and proceeded to begin shaving them, along with the fine stubble of her armpits, the young woman’s mind was racing. What Lady Harriet had done to her had felt so good. Her entire body was still tingling in the aftermath of it. Not only that, Lady Harriet had realised the effect she had had on Cora, the unnatural desires the young woman clearly felt and towards her specifically, and had not been disgusted. If anything she had seemed gratified by the knowledge. Did that mean she intended to touch her like that again? Would she possibly allow Cora to touch her in such a way? The thought made her heart pound against her ribcage like a bird trying to take flight.

Even as her heart raced with excitement her pussy seemed to be almost aching with a feeling of unfulfilled frustration. It had felt so good when Lady Harriet had touched her there. Her clitoris quivered at just the memory of it. But the way she had so abruptly stopped and left Cora standing on what had felt like the edge of some wonderful abyss had been an almost anguishing torment. Yet it had also seemed to leave the young woman even more aroused than she had been before, so that when Priya finished with her arms and began shaving her long, shapely legs even the cool feeling of the razor sliding down her thighs seemed to be enough to make her entire body tingle.

To the young woman’s surprise, once Priya had finished with her legs the maid reached between her legs with a soapy washcloth and began lathering up the thatch of red curls there. The warm, soft material of the cloth felt wonderful against her still very aroused quim and Cora fought back the urge to moan. When Priya put the cloth down and drew her razor towards the girl’s most private place, however, she instinctively tried to skit away.

Priya caught her hip and helped her firm. “None of that! You heard Her Ladyship. If you wiggle about like a fish on dry land all you will accomplish is me nicking you and should that happen Her Ladyship’s wrath will not fall on me, I promise you.”

The threat was clear and Cora obediently went still and made no further protestations as Priya skillfully went to work with her razor. Eyes wide, the girl watched as her red bush was shaved away till only a thin strip remained above her slit, which the maid then trimmed down with a pair of fine scissors. Her cheeks burnt as she took in the sight of her now completely bare pussy, wantonly on display for anyone to see. It also seemed to be blushing a light pink colour, clear evidence of her own continued arousal.

Her work finished, Priya indicated for Cora to step out of the tub and quickly but efficiently towelled her dry. Freeing her hair, the maid took a fresh towel and did the same to it and then offered the young woman a cream coloured silk robe. Trying not to notice how wonderful the material felt on her bare skin, Cora obediently followed as Priya took her by the elbow and led her from the boudoir.

The hour was now quite late and the hallways of Artemis Hall were now mostly empty and only dimly lit by gas lamps turned quite low in preparation of being snuffed out entirely for the night. There was no sound other than the click of the heels of Priya’s boots on the floor. It gave the corridor the pair made their way down an eerie, foreboding feel to it.

Priya made no attempt to engage Cora in conversation, maintaining a tight grip on her arm the entire time; the young woman could feel her nails digging into the soft flesh of her bicep through the thin material of her robe. She felt she should be irked by this, being led around like some small child, but for some reason it felt strangely pleasant. It was yet another new revelation about herself that Cora was discovering in what had already been a confusing day of conflicting emotions and disconcerting realisations.

The maid finally stopped before a door to one side of the hallway and pulled it open; evidently they had reached their intended destination.

Stepping inside, Cora realised this must be Lady Harriet’s sitting room. The older woman was seated on a plush, white sofa set before the elaborate, marble fronted fireplace, the roaring fire within it providing the sole illumination in the otherwise dark room. The lady of the house had changed out of her dress and now was wearing a silk robe of her own, similar to Cora’ only coloured black and decorated with colourful images of tigers and panthers and other exotic creatures. The girl’s cheek grew hot when she realised the robe was unbelted and hung loose on Lady Harriet’s willowy frame. Underneath she wore only a set of matching burgundy camisole and bloomers, both cut quite skimpily to reveal a good deal of pale creamy thigh and midriff. One long, stocking clad leg was crossed over the other and Cora realised that the older woman was wearing a similar pair of tall, heeled boots to the one worn by Priya.

“Welcome Cora,” Lady Harriet said from where she was seated and gestured to the matching sofa situated opposite her. “Do sit.”

Her tone was cool but almost welcoming and when Cora gingerly settled on the soft cushions of the sofa the older woman looked over her appraisingly, her eyes filled with that strange look that was both considering and hungry at the same time and made the girl’s spine tingle. She found she could not meet Lady Harriet’s gaze and looked away, eyes darting around the sitting room.

It was a richly decorated space, with dark wood panelled walls dotted with little alcoves holding porcelain vases and little marbled statues. Sofas and divans and armchairs were dotted about and in one corner sat a large, curved harp. Above the fireplace hung a massive oil painting, featuring a scene of classical antiquity like the ones in the main entrance hall. Cora thought it must be the Greek Goddess Artemis as it featured an imposing, toga clad woman riding a horse surrounded by hunting hounds in hot pursuit. Strangely the target of the goddess’s hunt was not Actaeon, the young man who had spied on Artemis while bathing and been torn apart by hunting hounds as punishment, but instead a young woman. Totally nude aside from a flimsy shawl that hung about her body while doing nothing to cover it, she seemed to have fallen to the ground fleeing the goddess and her hounds and was in the process of being bound with ropes at wrists and ankles by a pair of dryads. The scene made the girl’s insides twist strangely and a most delightful tingling occur deep within her most private place and she quickly looked away.

Lady Harriet was still looking at her and gave an approving nod. “I see you clean up quite nicely, my darling girl.”

Pleasure filling her at the compliment, Cora once again found she could not meet Lady Harriet’s eyes and looked down at her hands, folded primly on her lap, before looking up again from underneath her long eyelashes. “Thank you, My Lady.”

Lady Harriet looked as if she was about to say more but the door to the sitting room opened and another maid appeared carrying a heavily laden tray before her. She was a short, slender thing that looked to be about Cora’s age with rosy red cheeks that went well with her blonde hair, a dark gold unlike the pale, buttery tresses of Lady Harriet.

“Ah, Rosie!” Lady Harriet said in greeting as the maid curtsied and approached with her tray. “Just put the tray on the table, no need to serve. It’s quite the important night for you, if I recall, and I think it’s time you went with Priya so she may begin preparing you.”

At these strange words, the aptly named Rosie’s cheeks turned an even darker red and the tray shook slightly as her trembling hands placed it upon the varnished, walnut tea table sitting before the fire. Once done, however, she obediently curtsied again and murmured “Yes, m’lady” before turning and leaving the room. Priya similarly curtsied, eyes following the disappearing form of Rosie with a heated look in them, and quickly followed.

Now very much alone with Lady Harriet, Cora’ forgot all about the queer exchange that had just taken place as her eyes fell upon the contents of the tray, a pot of tea with an accompanying pair of teacups and a plate piled high with sandwiches. Her belly suddenly threatening to growl at the sight, the girl was suddenly conscious of just how hungry she was. They had not stopped for lunch after leaving the orphanage and she had eaten nothing all day.

Lady Harriet poured tea into a cup and placed a pair of sandwiches onto a small plate and then handed both to Cora before doing the same for herself. Mouth watering, it took everything the young woman had to remember her manners and only take a small, delicate bite as she raised the first sandwich to her lips; she doubted she would win Lady Harriet’s approval if she simply scarfed the entire thing down. Tasting cold chicken and sharp cheese, Cora forced herself to chew slowly then swallow and take a long sip of tea before having another bite.

Across from Cora, Lady Harriet seemed in no rush to resume conversation and instead daintily nibbled away at her own sandwich. Despite the young woman’s best efforts she had polished off her entire plate before the older woman was close to finished. Though the edge had been taken off her hunger it was still present and she longingly looked at the still considerate pile of sandwiches sitting untouched before her. Did she dare ask for seconds? Surely that would not be impolite.

Seeing that Cora had finished eating, Lady Harriet put aside her own half finished plate and then took one long sip of her tea before setting that down also. On the cushion beside her sat a piece of paper which she delicately held up for Cora the see. “I suppose we should now get down to business. Do you know what this is, girl?”

Her tone was once again stern and her grey eyes glinted coldly in a way that made Cora want to whimper even as her quim fluttered in the most delightful way. Not trusting her voice she wordlessly shook her head.

A taunting little smile appeared on Lady Harriet’s face. “This is a Letter of Wardship given to me by the Reverend Mother under which I assume full legal responsibility for you. Against my earlier judgement I am strongly considering signing it. Do you know why that is?”

All thoughts of food disappeared from Cora’s mind as she realised the gravity of the matter before her. Racking her brains for an answer, she tentatively proposed, “My Lady, would it have something to do with what occurred before in my bath? You said you had to be sure of something.”

Eyes gleaming, Lady Harriet’s smile took on a hint of wickedness. “Good girl, it seems that pretty head of yours does in fact have some wits about it. You are a virgin.” It was a statement not a question. “I had hoped that would be so but I had to be certain of it. You are also a slut, or at the very least have the instincts of one.”

Cora bit her tongue to stop from arguing. Too much was at stake to allow her pride to put it all at risk.

Tossing her head, Lady Harriet gave a taunting laugh. “Do not bother denying it as I can tell you wish to, Cora. I have had the evidence otherwise at my very fingertips.” The older woman raised her hand and wiggled them for emphasis and Cora blushed as she remembered how those slender, pale fingers had oh so recently run themselves over her vagina, parted the lips of her slit to caress the inner walls of her cunt. “I saw how you came undone at just the slightest touch on your hot, eager little sex. How you wantonly moaned and shook at my hands on your body. You have the instincts of a harlot whether you admit to them or not, my darling girl. You might as well do so, it’s not as if I am angered by it. No, the fact you have the innocence of a virgin and the soul of a slattern is precisely what intrigues me.”

Confusion filled Cora at Lady Harriet’s words. “So you will let me stay because I intrigue you, My Lady?”

“If I let you stay, I wish to make it very clear that you will do so out of my charity and at my whim,” Lady Harriet said coldly. “You will be here at my mercy and I will expect you to obey me in all things. You will in fact be mine. My property to do with as I wish.”

Cora should have felt horrified by what Lady Harriet was describing. Why then did her cruel words instead make her skin feel hot and send her pulse racing so she could hear her own blood pounding in her ears with each beat of her heart? The reaction both confused and frightened her and the young woman found herself struggling to find words. “W-what do you mean to do to me?”

Lady Harriet’s face remained stern but her voice softened slightly as she heard the fear in Cora’s voice. “Before getting to that I wish to make something else clear. I will do nothing to you without your consent. I mean that. If you agree to my terms and at any time I do something that is too much for you or you do not want, you must only say so and I will stop. If at any time you decide my terms are unbearable and you no longer wish to continue living under them, I will allow you to leave. You will be free to pack your things, few as they are, and walk out the front door. I will even provide you with a purse of a few coins to help you on your way. But know this, should you choose to leave you are never to show your face here again, and should you stay you consent by doing so to everything I have intended for you. The choice is yours.”

Cora was torn, the choice before her seeming so momentous that making it in an instant seemed to be impossible. And it was her choice, perhaps not a particularly fair one or easy to make in her position but the same could be said for many people and it did not invalidate their agency. On one hand what Lady Harriet was demanding of her was intimidating. The other woman had clearly shown that she had a cruel streak. Did Cora truly wish to place herself entirely at her mercy? To be little more than her property?

To her surprise a part of her did, and not just because Lady Harriet seemed perfectly aware of Cora’s long hidden desires towards other women and was not the least bit repulsed by them; that she in fact seemed to share them. The idea of being owned by Lady Harriet, being subject entirely to her will and whims, excited her. It forced Cora to finally admit to the mostly deeply buried fantasies within her that had only ever fleetingly been acknowledged in the dead of the night; an older woman, dominant and more experienced, who would claim her, take her, and possess every last inch of her body and soul.

Gathering her courage before it deserted her, Cora nodded her head.

“Use your words please, Cora,” Lady Harriet said, her tone soft and reassuring for once. “I must have your explicit consent.”

Cora took a deep breath and made herself speak. “Yes, Lady Harriet. I consent to your terms. I am yours. Your property. Do with me as you will.”

Eyes gleaming with wicked delight at Cora’s declaration, Harriet nodded in satisfaction. “Good girl, I am so pleased that you agree to my terms.”

The older woman rose from her seat on the sofa and smoothed her silky robe before gesturing for Cora to do the same. “I am afraid I have another matter to see to shortly, but I have a bit of time before I must attend to that which I wish to spend with you before seeing you secured for the night.”

Cora’s brow furrowed at yet another strange choice of words by the older woman. What in the Lord’s name could she mean by seeing her ‘secured for the evening’? “Lady Harriet -”

“Ah ah!” The other woman cut her off with a finger raised warningly. “Firstly, you will address me going forward as ‘Mistress’ or ‘Mistress Harriet’. Is that clear?” A brief moment of consideration followed before a wicked smile suddenly crossed Harriet’s stern but beautiful face. “Though having given some thought to the matter, though there is no blood relationship between us I think I would also rather enjoy you calling me ‘Auntie’, so you may alternatively do that as well.”

Cora’s eyes went wide as she considered what Harriet had just said and wider still when she felt a little pulse of pleasure shoot through her pussy in response to the sheer tabooness of it. But then again, as Harriet had made clear from the moment they had first met, she was no actual relation to Cora. She had never even known of the other woman’s existence before today. What did it matter if she called her Mistress or Auntie so long as they both enjoyed it.

“Yes…Auntie,” Cora said meekly, testing the word out and feeling her body shudder slightly as another delicious rush of pleasure flowed through her cunt at the tabooness of what she had just said aloud.

Harriet’s eyes darkened noticeably, clearly also aroused by what Cora had said, either the title she had addressed her by or the meek, innocent way that she had said it. “Good girl. Now continue to be a good little girl for your mistress and take off your robe. I want to see you naked.”

Quickly, before she could lose her nerve, Cora untied the belt of her robe and slipped it from her shoulders so it pooled on the floor around her ankles. Now naked as the day she had been born the girl felt her cheeks grow hot at the intense way her mistress - had she really just thought of the other woman that way? - began looking her up and down and she instinctively crossed one arm over her breasts and spread one hand over her most private place, shielding it from view.

“None of that,” Harriet said, her voice once again stern. “Remember what I have said, Cora. You are mine, your body most of all. You will never interfere with me admiring what is mine. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cora answered, dropping her arms from her body so Harriet could hungrily look over it and made no attempt to cover herself again even as her face burned so hotly with embarrassment it felt like it was about to burst into flames.

“Hands behind your back,” Harriet suddenly said, again her stern voice making it clear this was an order. “Cross them so your hand grips the opposite bicep. That is how you should always present yourself to me.”

Obediently, Cora crossed her arms behind her back as instructed. Doing so pulled back her shoulders and arched her chest forward, more prominently displaying her large breasts. When Harriet’s gaze flicked down towards them the young woman felt her nipples harden at the heat she saw in her mistress’s eyes and she found herself taking a deep breath to show them off to even greater effect.

Stepping around the table that separated them, Harriet indicated with her finger that Cora should turn to meet her so she and the girl were face to face. The heels of her boots added a couple of inches to her height and she now looked down slightly at the young woman, forcing Cora to crane her head back to meet her gaze.

“Turn around, Cora,” Harriet ordered.

Cora did so and now unable to see the older woman, but somehow still feeling her eyes burning into her skin, her whole body suddenly felt taunt, trying to anticipate what Harriet was going to do.

“My my, but you do have such a lovely bottom,” Cora let out a little squeal as she felt Harriet’s fingers lightly ghost themselves over the plump cheeks of her bum as she spoke but managed to hold herself still as they caressed them, the touch light and soft but somehow also overwhelming at the same time. “So big and plump. Oh the things I shall do to it. It will be such a joy.”

A little hitch of breath escaped Cora at Harriet’s words. What did she mean by them? Her mind raced as she tried to think of what exactly it was her mistress intended to do to her bum that she would enjoy so much. Her body trembled at the question, out of fear or anticipation she was not quite sure. Harriet continued caressing her rear and when one of her fingers slid their way up the cleft of her bum to nudge gently at the puckered ring of her rosebud another little squeal escaped the young woman as the surprising contact stunned her out of her thoughts.

The finger instantly withdrew along with Harriet’s hands altogether. “But there is no time for that now. Turn again please, my darling girl.”

Cora turned so she once again faced Harriet and could not suppress the little gasp that escaped her as the older woman's hands skated up her trembling abdomen to cup the undersides of her breasts. Her nipples were like hard, dark little gemstones as Harriet’s fingers traced up her soft skin until they were just inches away from them. Her little nubbins were aching to be touched so badly that it actually hurt, but Cora resisted the urge to press forward and bring them into contact with Harriet’s teasing fingers; somehow she knew this would not be a violation of some rule and only serve to anger her mistress.

Her suspicions were proven true when Harriet smiled approvingly. “Good girl. You have truly marvellous breasts that I shall so enjoy playing with, but remember that they are mine. Mine to give pleasure to and mine to give pain to.”

As she said the last part, Harriet’s fingers finally closed the distance with Cora’s nipples. The girl’s moan of pleasure at them finally being touched turned to a shriek as her mistress’s fingernails dug into the soft flesh and began pinching the little pebbles cruelly. The pain was dreadful, but to Cora’s shock the pain seemed to shoot straight to her cunt and become the most wonderful pleasure. What was happening to her? Was she somehow enjoying the abuse of her poor nipples?

Harriet’s fingers pinched even more cruelly and as hot little tears began to well up in Cora’s eyes she whimpered. “Mistress….Mistress Harriet….it hurts….Auntie please!” She cried out between breathless sobs. “You’re hurting me!”

“I know I am, dear,” Harriet crooned in response, her hooded eyes clearly drinking in the pained expression on the young woman’s face. “I enjoy hurting you, just as I suspect you enjoy being hurt, that pussy of yours is positively dripping.”

Cora’s eyes immediately shot down and she blushed at what she saw. Her labia lips, fully visible now that her sex had been shaved almost bare, were bright red and glistening with juices that had leaked from her slit. Even as she watched a little droplet slipped from the bottom of her slit and rolled down one of her thighs. She could feel the hot, little trail it made down her soft skin.

“Still,” Harriet’s voice turned softer, almost like a caress. “It would not at all do to overwhelm you this first time, my darling girl. Be still now and let Auntie kiss everything better.”

Before Cora could react, one of Harriet’s hands left her breasts and reached around to grab her forearms, her grip like an iron vice. The older woman swooped down and Cora’s eyes went wide as she captured her lips in a kiss.

Like every young woman, Cora had dreamed of what her first kiss would be like. She had always imagined it would be romantic; something soft and gentle that would sweep her off of her proverbial feet. This was nothing like that. Harriet’s lips were rough and demanding against hers, capturing and claiming them as her own. Her tongue, hot and moist, forced its way between the girl’s lips into the mouth beyond and ruthlessly began to thrust itself in and out. The hand not holding her forearms reached around to Cora’s bottom and raked its nails over first one bum cheek and then the other, digging into the tender skin to torment the flesh beneath.

Body shuddering and the deafening beat of her heart pounding in her ears, Cora felt herself melt under Harriet’s assault. She made no effort to stop the older woman’s ravagement of her mouth, pliantly submitting to the rough thrusts of her tongue. Her mistress’s long, sharp nails hurt terribly against her soft, plump bum, but it seemed to only feed the arousal of her cunt. It was positively burning, so hot and congested. Yes, it also seemed to be crying out. Take me. Claim me. Hurt me. Use me. Do whatever you will with me. Only let me be yours.

As the kiss went on it remained just as passionate, but slowly became gentle, Harriet’s lips softening as their attack on Cora’s turned to a caress. Her tongue ceased thrusting and instead began lathing itself against Cora’s and when the girl tentatively responded with her own, joining it in a delicate dance, a growl elicited from Harriet that was muffled against her lips.  It sent a strange feeling of joy flooding through her as she realised what she had done had pleased her mistress. Oh how she wanted to please her.

This softer side that Harriet was now showing only seemed to make Cora melt against the older woman all the more. Her head seemed to be spinning, feeling light and dizzy almost as if she had a fever, and she melded her young body against her mistress fearing she would fall without her support. Harriet gripped the girl’s forearm all the more tightly to steady her and her other hand had long ceased tormenting her bum with its nails and was now cupping one cheek almost possessively. Still she continued to kiss her without pause.

Leaning further into Harriet, her breasts brushed up against the older woman’s smaller ones, sheathed in the material of her robe, and her nipples tightened noticeably with pleasure at the silky feeling as they brushed against it. When her bare sex touched Harriet’s bloomers however, it clenched at the delicious spasm that was elicited by the contact and the girl groaned against her mistress’s mouth. The cool, smooth fabric brushed over her labia lips and slit like a caress and when she involuntarily twitched her hips Cora’s little pearl rubbed itself against the decoratively lace bow at the waistband of Harriet’s underthings and even that brief contact made her entire body shudder.

When Cora tried to begin rocking her hips to grind herself against Harriet, however, the older woman’s hand grabbed her firmly by the hip to stop her and finally broke the kiss. As Harriet stepped back and the delightful feeling of her body against Cora’s disappeared she heard a pitiful whine that she realised was coming from her. Embarrassed, she quieted herself, panting gulps of air to try and calm herself.

Harriet seemed to have been affected as well, her nostrils flared as she took deep breaths. “Too much. Too much, too soon for you, my darling girl. And as enjoyable as this has been I do have another matter to attend to this evening and I still have to see you properly secured for the night. On that note, I shall show you to your room.”

When Cora went to pick up her robe from where it lay on the floor, Harriet’s voice became stern once more. “Did I tell you to dress yourself?”

Startled, Cora halted. “No mistress, but -”

“But nothing!” Harriet’s eyes narrowed warningly. “You do as I say when I say it. I thought I had made that clear, Cora. Since evidently I have not let me spell things out for you so there will be no mistake. You do nothing unless I have expressly told you to or you have asked my permission and that includes dressing yourself.”

Cora’s eyebrows shot up as the implication of Harriet’s words hit her. “Mistress Harriet, surely you do not mean to have me walk naked through the house?”

“I mean that precisely. You are mine, Cora. Remember that. If I wish to show off my property by having you parade naked before the entire staff I will expect you to do so without hesitation, or there shall be consequences.”

Cora’s cheeks burned hot with embarrassment at the thought of what Harriet had just described but to her surprise her sex burned even hotter with excitement as her mind’s eye pictured doing just that. Perhaps it actually was for the best that she retired for the evening. It would give her some much needed time to think on all that had occurred.

Without another word Harriet grasped Cora by the arm just above her elbow and walked from the sitting room, pulling the young woman in her wake. As they stepped out into the corridor, Cora’s heart leapt in her throat in panic as she suddenly was keenly aware of her nakedness, but thankfully the hour was late and not a soul could be seen.

Harriet made no attempt to speak further to Cora as the two made their way. This suited the young woman fine. When she wasn’t jumping at every tiny sound, terrified that it was a member of the staff about to round the corner and see her in all her nakedness, her mind was racing. She could barely believe that just that morning she had been at the orphanage desperately contemplating her future, it seemed like a lifetime ago. Now here she was, snatched up by a beautiful but domineering woman who not only shared the unnatural desires she had shamefully hidden for so long, but was leading her to discover newer even more unnatural ones.

The rational part of Cora’s brain told her she should be terrified of the situation she found herself in. That she should be repulsed by Harriet’s description of her having the instincts of a slut. Rebelling against her stated intent to treat her as little more than a piece of her own property. Horrified by whatever still unknown plans this stern and cruel woman had for her, though after what had just occurred in the sitting room Cora was beginning to get an inkling of just what they were.

Only Cora wasn’t. It shocked her but she could not deny the truth. Harriet’s stern and cruel nature aroused her. The thought of being owned by her excited her. The prospect of the unspecified things that the older woman intended to do to her, that Cora in her innocence could only vaguely begin to comprehend, made her cunt ache in its very core. Harriet had awakened something in Cora that she had hitherto been unaware of, or at least in denial of, but an apple once bitten could not be unbitten. Knowledge could not be unlearned. And now all Cora could think of was how eager she was to explore this new part of herself.

Out of the corner of her eye, Cora discreetly looked at Harriet. Her stern but beautiful angular face, defined by those sharp cheekbones and prominent chin. Her breasts that poked through the gap in her robe, covered by the skimpy camisole she wore but their small but shapely form not at all hidden by it. The long, toned legs that emerged from the tall boots she wore, encased by black silk stockings that displayed them to full effect. Just the sight of the other woman was enough to make Cora’s spine tingle and her cunt ache.

So distracted was Cora but her thoughts that it came as a shock to her when Harriet stopped. It seemed they had arrived at what was to be her room.

Harriet opened the door and when Cora stepped inside she found it was modestly sized and simply decorated, but after years of having little more than a bed in a dormitory shared with dozens of other young women and girls it felt almost luxurious. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the bed however, which she saw had the covers folded neatly at the bottom and had long, black leather straps extended from each of the four corners that stood out in stark contrast to the white sheets they lay upon.

Suddenly Cora better understood what Harriet had meant when she spoke of securing her for the night. “Mistress Harriet, what is meant by this?”

Harriet gave a cruel smile. “Oh please, girl, you know full well what is meant by it. You think I would not take precautions against your sluttish nature? You will be secured each evening before bed to ensure you do not touch yourself. I remind you again that your body is mine and I am the only one permitted to enjoy it. Now lie yourself on the bed, on your stomach.”

Knowing that argument was pointless, Cora lay down on the mattress on her front. Harriet skillfully secured the four straps to the girl’s outstretched limbs, binding her spreadeagled to the four bedposts. She then slid one of the pillows underneath her pelvis, forcing her hips up off of the mattress. Placing another pillow underneath Cora’s head, Harriet finished by pulling the blankets up and overtop of her.

Harriet went as if to leave but then paused and briefly brushed her hand across Cora’s cheek. This kind gesture, so out of character for the normally stern and cruel women, filled the young woman with a warm feeling and she snuggled against the hand before it quickly was withdrawn.

Looking down at Cora, a small smile that was half possessive and half loving on her face, Harriet said. “Sleep well, my darling girl. You will need your energy tomorrow when we begin.”

“Begin what, Mistress?” Cora could not help but ask.

The smile turned cruel and Harriet leaned down so her face was just inches from Cora’s. “Your training, dear, to turn you into the proper young lady I expect you to be by day and the wanton sex slave I intend you to be by night!”


Chapter Four: Rosie’s Anal Initiation

Heels clicking on the stone steps, Harriet made her way down the dimly lit staircase. Her entire body still felt like it was humming with excitement from what had just happened with Cora. It had just been a taste, but the promise of what was to come was overwhelming. And to think she had set out to the orphanage that morning intending to wash her hands of the girl.

When she had first begun receiving letters from that sour old woman of a Reverend Mother, Harriet had first tried ignoring them then politely replying with her disinterest, and then not so politely when still the letters continued. While she had been fond enough of her late husband Felton in her own way, it had only extended so far. The prospect of being saddled with some brat of a relative of his, one who held no blood relation to herself and who would doubtlessly just be a nuisance and interference in her own affairs, had held little appeal.

Harriet had always been fully aware of where her own attractions lay from a young age. When her father, a rather high ranking official in the East India Trading Company, had betrothed her to his young protege, Felton Simpson, she had accepted it with an outward steely stoicism and secret inner despair.

The match had proven to be a fortuitous one, however. The wedding night had been an awkward and frustrating affair for both of them, Felton struggling mightily to even rise to the occasion, so to speak, and afterwards he had practically ignored Harriet, to her private joy, leaving her free to discreetly pursue her own preferred choices of affection.

Only she had not been discreet enough, as it turned out, and within short order Felton had stumbled across Harriet and Priya, then her personal lady’s maid, in an act of intimacy. To her immense surprise, Felton had reacted not with outrage and condemnation but instead a confession. As it had turned out her husband was rather repulsed by the idea of participating in the physical act of love, but very much enjoyed the observation of it, especially when the act was between two women.

The years that followed had been mutually beneficial to both of them. Felton had gladly given Harriet permission to pursue her own desires provided he was allowed the indulgence of watching and she in turn had been free to explore them, quickly discovering that her taste did not only run towards women, but specifically towards having them submit to her, be tormented by her, and worship her for it. Felton had also proven to be equally appreciative of this turn of events.

Then, Felton had unexpectedly fallen ill with sweating sickness and died. She had been sad at the news in her own way, Felton having proven to be far better a husband than she had ever hoped for in his own unusual fashion, but also delighted to suddenly find herself a window and a fantastically wealthy one at that. She had immediately arranged for her return to England and once there discreetly reached out to a few friends from her youth who she had known shared her own proclivities.

It had been then that a truly wicked idea had come to Harriet. She and her circle of friends all had certain desires that they could not openly admit to without facing the wrath of polite society, but being a wealthy widow she had both the opportunity and the means to allow them all to pursue them free of interference. When one of her friends had drunkenly raised a glass in toast “To the Artemis Society, long may it deviantly exist” it had been a drunken jape in reference to the name of the estate Harriet had acquired for herself, but soon jest had become reality and the Artemis Society, a secretive collection of women who indulged in the domination of other women, had been born.

Nearing the bottom of the steps, Harriet was shaken from her recollection by the sound of pained squeals and the crack of leather upon skin and remembered the task at hand. Walking through the arched doorway at the foot of the stairs, she entered a chamber that had once been the spare wine cellar of Artemis Hall that upon her acquisition of the estate she had immediately had redesigned for her own nefarious purposes.

The rough stone floor and walls gave the room a naturally ominous atmosphere, like some mediaeval dungeon, and it was only dimly illuminated by a candled chandelier hanging from the ceiling and cast iron candelabras set into small alcoves in the walls. The walls themselves were decorated with racks and shelves holding various whips and canes and floggers and other instruments of punishment, along with lengths of rope and chain and various leather restraints. Dotted about the room itself were various items of furniture, some rather normal looking sofas and divans that had been subtly altered for more deviant purposes than their original ones and others such as an X frame of wood or a padded sawhorse with shackled attached to the legs rather openly displaying their intended function.

The centre of the room was dominated by a large, cast iron bed frame. It held a bare mattress with no pillows or bedding; its purpose was not to be slept in. Lying on it was the nude body of Rosie, prone on her stomach and her limbs spread in a X and securely tied to the four corners of the bed frame with ropes. On the far side of the bed stood Priya, also nude aside from the black stockings encasing her legs and her tall, black boots.

SLAP!

Priya stuck the leather strap she wielded squarely across Rosie’s small but perky and rounded bum and the girl let out a tormented cry that was only slightly muffled by the iron ring gag that forced her mouth open into a wide O. Judging by the sheen of sweat that decorated Priya’s dusky skin and the inflamed red of Rosie’s bum cheeks this was far from the first such blow the young woman had endured.

Seeing Harriet, Priya lowered the strap she had raised in preparation of delivering yet another blow and curtsied respectfully. “My Lady, I trust things went well with the Simpson girl?”

“Quite well, my dear,” Harriet answered, ignoring the slightly frosty tone she heard from the head maid. Priya had been her loyal companion and servant for years and therefore was afforded a certain amount of leeway, up to a point at least. “I think she shows tremendous promise.”

A strangled little groan from the bound Rosie reminded Harriet of the matter at hand. “But more on that later. For now you seem to have things well in hand. Has our little Rosie caused any trouble?”

Priya smiled wickedly and fingered her leather strap as she regarded the bound, naked girl lying before her. “A little at first but nothing making the acquaintance with my strap did not fix, not that I would not have introduced her saucy little bum to it anyway to prepare her for you even if she hadn’t.”

Saying nothing, Harriet stepped forward so she stood right at the edge of the bed Rosie was securely bound to and reached out with one hand to run it over the young woman’s bottom. Rosie instinctively flinched away at her touch, clearly thinking it was another blow from Priya’s strap, but when instead she felt Harriet’s fingers gently and soothingly run themselves over her skin, hot and an inflamed, angry red from the abuse of the strap, she stilled and let out a soft moan of appreciation.

The moan quickly turned to a pained gasp when Harriet gripped one perky bum cheek, digging her fingers into the tender flesh. “So Rosie, you were being difficult with Priya earlier? Did you give her any sass? That was not very nice of you. She was only carrying out my orders, after all. Would you have shown such obstinance to me, I wonder?”

Harriet’s grip hardened, nails cutting into the soft skin of Rosie’s bottom. A whimper was the response, followed by pleading apologies rendered indecipherable by the ring gag in her mouth. For a moment Harriet continued, but when the older woman saw that the young woman’s eyes were beginning to shimmer with pained tears she relented, once again gently stroking her hand over the girl’s rear.

Her touch growing bolder, Harriet’s hand ran down the girl’s flanks to just above her knee and then began making their way back up her inner thigh. Rosie’s satin-like flesh trembled underneath Harriet’s fingers and nervous little hiccups of breath escaped her gagged mouth the closer they came to what lay between her legs, but she made no protest or attempt to stop the older woman as her hand finally reached her sex.

Lightly running one finger up Rosie’s slit to circle around her clitoris teasingly, Harriet smiled smugly as the young woman let out a squeal and her entire slender body shook with pleasure. “Why Rosie, my dear girl, your cunt is positively soaking. I think you quite enjoyed Priya’s strap on your naughty little bottom just now. Is that why you were difficult? Did you want her to punish you?”

For a few moments more, she continued to circle around Rosie’s quivering little pearl, easily evading the girl’s attempts to bring it into contact with her teasing finger. Then Harriet abruptly ran her finger over the hard little bud with just the faintest bit of pressure, eliciting yet another squeal of pleasure that became a wordless moan of protest as she then withdrew her hand altogether.

As Rosie wiggled and twisted before her, instinctively struggling against the ropes that bound her wrists and ankles to the iron bed frame, she continued to moan and beg, her words still indecipherable from ring gag. “What’s that, dear?” Harriet said tauntingly. “I am afraid you are not making the least bit of sense. Here, let’s remove this.”

Harriet reached down and undid the buckle of the gag at the back of Rosie’s neck, pulling the iron ring gently from her mouth. “Now what was that you were saying, Rosie? Did you enjoy feeling my fingers on your innocent little quim?”

“Oh yes, mistress!” The words spilled eagerly from Rosie’s mouth. “What you did just now, you touching me there, it felt so good. Please, Mistress Harriet, touch me there some more.”

A smug smile appeared on Harriet’s face at the frantic pleading and stepping back from the bed she slipped her silky robe off of her shoulders so it slid down her body to pool around her ankles on the floor. Rosie’s babbling immediately ceased, her mouth gaping open like a fish and her eyes wide and riveted to the sight of the older woman pulling her camisole up over her head and then tugging her bloomers down her hips and legs. The girl was clearly mesmerised by the sight of Harriet, now naked aside from her stockings and tall riding boots. Her breasts were on the smaller size but stood tall and perky on her chest and were well suited to her willowy frame. Her hips were also modest but well emphasised by her tiny waist. Her sex was shaved completely bare and already had a pinkish blush to it, evidence to her growing arousal.

“Oh, do not worry Rosie,” Harriet said, looking down at the bound girl with hooded eyes. “Soon I will be touching you to your heart’s content and in places your innocent little mind cannot yet comprehend. First, however, I believe it’s time I finish warming you up.”

Harriet held up her hand and Rosie’s eyes grew wider still as she saw Priya hand her the strap. “But mistress, why? I’ll be good. I promise you I’ll be a good girl. There’s no need to punish me. Please!”

Harriet’s smile now turned wicked as she fingered the edge of the strap idly with her free hand. “Good girls need to be punished just as much as bad ones, my dear Rosie, in fact they need to be even more so in my experience. And we both know you will enjoy the feel of my strap against your naughty little bum just as much as I will enjoy the administering of it. Do not even bother denying it, I have the evidence quite literally here upon my fingertips.”

Her eyes went to Priya. “Shall we make this a tad more interesting? You have earned yourself a reward, Priya. Position yourself.”

Her face suddenly gleeful, Priya climbed up onto the bed and lay back against the wrought iron headboard, laying her legs over Rosie’s bound arms so her cunt was positioned right before her face.

“Now Rosie,” Harriet said, her voice so low it was almost a croon. “You say you’re a good girl. Prove it by being one and licking Priya’s pussy.”

Priya brought one hand down to spread open her labia lips, exposing the pink inner folds, and Rosie whimpered slightly as she stared unblinkingly at the sight. “Mistress Harriet ...please….I have never….”

“I know, Rosie,” Harriet cut her off. “And the time has come for you to learn. I suggest you get to it.”

Rosie hesitated for a moment and then slowly brought her mouth closer to Priya’s pussy. Another moment of hesitation and then her little pink tongue shot out and licked itself over the Indian woman’s slit.

Priya moaned appreciatively and this seemed to spur Rosie on as she ran her tongue over the other woman’s pussy again and then again with ever more confidence each time. After a few moments she leaned forward so her lips could join her tongue in her efforts and soon she was sucking away enthusiastically to Priya’s obvious enjoyment.

SLAP!

Without warning, Harriet brought her strap down across both cheeks of Rosie’s bum. The young woman's head reared back in response and a gasp flew from her lips.

SLAP!

Harriet mercilessly struck again with even more force and this time Rosie could not stop the cry of pain that was the answer. The older woman reacted with a cruel smile. “You seem to have become distracted from your task, Rosie. I would advise you not to. The sooner Priya achieves her reward the sooner your punishment ends. I would hop to it if I were you.”

Rosie immediately latched her lips back onto Priya’s cunt and began frantically sucking away. The dusky skinned woman’s head tipped back and she let out a moan of pleasure, clearly pleased as what the young woman lacked in experience she clearly was making up for with enthusiasm. Bracing herself against the wrought iron headboard behind her, Priya hoisted both of her thighs over Rosie’s shoulders and angled her hips to give even better access.

SLAP!

Again the strap lashed itself across Rosie’s bum. Harriet felt a little rush of hunger rush through her at the sight of the girl’s small but delightfully round and perky cheeks jiggling at the impact, savouring the knowledge of what she had planned for that saucy little rear. When Rosie went to pull her head back again to cry out at the pain, Priya hooked her ankles behind the young woman’s neck, keeping her locked firmly in place and her shriek of anguish muffled against her vagina.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Harriet struck again and again, without mercy and an ever quicker frequency, savouring every muffled cry of torment that was elicited from Rosie with each blow. In the moment the older woman thought she had never heard such beautiful music and she felt her own arousal growing with each pained wail.

Priya, now panting between moans of pleasure, was also clearly savouring the show. Her narrowed eyes watched ceaselessly as Rosie began to wiggle and shift her bum as she struggled against her bonds to try and evade the relentless strikes of Harriet’s strap. Her efforts were fruitless and Harriet easily avoided the young woman’s attempts to evade the continued abuse of her bottom.

Suddenly, Priya’s hands fisted themselves in Rosie’s blonde tresses as she almost desperately ground herself against the younger woman’s face. “My Lady…Mistress Harriet…please may I cum?”

The older woman said nothing for a long moment, letting her hang in suspense while savouring the pleading tone in the normally stern head maid’s voice. Priya might stand first among Harriet’s servants, but she was still a servant and like all of them she experienced both pain and pleasure at the lady of the house’s whim.

Finally Harriet nodded. “Yes Priya, my dear, you may.”

Priya almost immediately tossed her head back and cried out in delight as she allowed her orgasm to surge through her. Her cry of release mixed with Rosie’s muffled howls of anguish as Harriet continued to relentlessly flay away with the strap at her bum with more force than ever. The older woman was openly panting from the effort as she struck again and again, her pussy clenching at the sight of the girl’s slender body writhing against the ropes that bound her wrists and ankles as she mindlessly sought to free herself and escape the continued assault on her poor bottom, now a deep red that was almost purple in colour.

When Priya rode out the last traces of her orgasm and went limp she released her hold on Rosie’s face and Harriet finally relented her assault upon the young woman’s poor bum. One last blow from her strap cut across Rosie’s bottom and the young woman all but screamed; her body instinctively tensing in preparation for another blow that did not come before suddenly melting onto the mattress, utterly spent by the ordeal she had just undergone.

Rosie lay with her head still on Priya’s pelvis, sobbing madly as tears freely ran down her face. Harriet’s stern face softened. As much as she was burning to move on towards the evening’s main event she recognised the bound woman before her first would need some tender, loving care. She stepped forward and gently cupped one bum cheek with her hand; the flesh underneath was burning hot. The girl instinctively flinched away, clearly expecting another blow from the strap.

“Hush Rosie and be still,” Harriet said firmly but softly. “You took your punishment well and I am proud of you.”

Rosie obediently lay still and made no attempt to stop Harriet as she grasped both of the young woman’s bum cheeks with her hands and began to softly rub at the hot, mottled red skin. At first a few pained whimpers greeted Harriet’s efforts, but she continued to gently and slowly rub and knead at the girl’s bum her whimpering vanished and her pained sobs lessened. Priya climbed down from her perch at the top of the bedframe and knelt down on the other side of the bed and began soothingly running her hands up and down Rosie’s trembling back and before long her crying ceased altogether.

Bending forward, Harriet brought her puckered lips to Rosie’s bottom and planted a wet kiss on one cheek before darting out her pretty pink tongue and running it daintily over the girl’s hot flesh in a silky caress. She was rewarded by a moan of pleasure from Rosie and Harriet repeated the act even as she continued to rub and knead at the bound girl’s bum, her caresses becoming harder and firmer.

Harriet kissed and licked along the hot, red skin down the length of Rosie’s rear until she reached where her bottom met the tops of her inner thighs. Her eyes lit up in delight when she saw that between the girl’s legs her shaved quim was positively glistening with the evidence of her arousal. Rosie might have found the strapping she had just been subjected to painful, but she had also clearly been excited by it.

Unable to resist, her tongue darted out and slowly licked its way up the pale skin of Rosie’s inner thigh so Harriet could taste the juices that had leaked down from the girl’s slit. As she savoured the sweet taste, Harriet was rewarded by a delighted gasp from the bound young woman who immediately began wiggling her hips to try and bring her pussy itself into contact with the older woman’s silky tongue. Harriet slid her tongue closer until it was right at the very bottom of Rosie’s hot little slit, then at the very last moment lifted it away, savouring the frustrated sob that followed.

“No, mistress….please….touch me there….please….”

Harriet only laughed tauntingly at the girl’s pleading. As tempting as it would be to taste Rosie’s sopping wet pussy, Harriet wanted the young woman kept in a state of frustrated denial. From experience she knew it would make things easier when she began the night’s main event that everything before now had been building up to.

Reminded of her original task, Harriet reached up with both her hands to the cleft of Rosie’s bum and pried apart both perky cheeks. Hooded eyes took in the bound girl’s bum hole, her own body tingling with excitement at the sight of what she so very soon would be defiling, and then she dipped her head down to run her tongue over Rosie’s puckered rosebud.

She was answered by a squeal and the girl’s body bucked up only to be caught by the shoulders by Priya and pressed back down firmly onto the mattress. Rosie twisted her head around, eyes wide. “Mistress Harriet! My Lady, whatever are you doing? Please no. You mustn't!”

“Are you giving me orders, Rosie?” Harriet crooned, amused by how the girl in her innocence could not comprehend what she was about to do and savouring what her reaction would be once she realised what her intentions were. “Why should I stop? You clearly are enjoying what I am doing. Do not even bother denying it.”

“It is indecent, Mistress Harriet!” Rosie protested, her naturally rosy cheeks growing even redder with embarrassment.

“I decide what is and is not indecent underneath my roof!” Harriet’s voice now had a hint of warning in it. “I am your mistress, my dear girl, and if I decide I wish to taste your innocent little rosebud then I shall do so. Trust me, my sweet, you will want it well lubricated for what I have planned.”

As Harriet pressed forward again and brought her tongue down in a slow and deliberate lick over Rosie’s puckered hole the young woman’s cheeks turned a red nearly as dark as her recently punished bum and she turned away with another squeal, this one tinged with the slightest apprehension at her mistress’s ominous words. She made no further protests however, and when Harriet brought down lips to Rosie’s rosebud and began to lightly suck upon it a strangled gasp of pleasure she had clearly been fighting to suppress escaped her.

Bound hand and foot to the iron bars of the bedframe and held at her shoulders by Priya with an iron grip rivalled only by the one Harriet had on her hips, Rosie could do nothing but lie there, her young body shaking, as the older woman’s tongue began probing at her rear entrance. Harriet was gentle at first, pressing only lightly, but her efforts grew stronger and soon her tongue began to push past the puckered outer ring into the anal tunnel beyond. When she finally thrust fully inside she was rewarded with a loud moan of pleasure.

Rosie’s moans grew louder as Harriet thrust ruthlessly in and out with her tongue, her lips sucking away as she did so, and soon the girl was arching her hips off of the mattress, struggling to rock herself back to meet the motions of her mistress’s. Harriet relaxed her grip on Rosie’s hips to allow it, one of her hands drifting between the young woman’s legs to lightly stroke over the outer lips of her pussy. She was delighted to find Rosie’s cunt was positively soaking with the evidence of her growing excitement, and teasingly she ran one finger up and down her slit before circling around her quivering little pearl.

When she felt Rosie’s cunt begin to clench in telltale signs that her release was imminent, however, Harriet immediately moved her hand away and withdrew her tongue and lips from the girl’s bum hole. Rosie wailed in dismay. “Nooooo! No mistress, please! I was so close. Please do not stop.”

Harriert laughed tauntingly as she rose up off of the bed. “Oh, I have no intention of stopping, my dear Rosie. I think you are prepared as well as you will be. It is time we properly begin your initiation.”

Walking purposefully across the room, Harriet could almost feel Rosie’s eyes on her and deliberately put a bit of extra sway into her hips. Reaching one of the many shelves that lined the walls, she ignored the various whips and paddles and other instruments of punishment lying upon it and instead went to a nondescript wooden box perched at one corner. Half turning, Harriet could not stop the wicked little smile that appeared on her face as she raced the lid and reached inside, her clitoris tightening deliciously at the thought of what the girl’s reaction would be when she saw its contents.

As expected, Rosie’s eyes went wide as a harness of leather straps and buckles emerged. Hanging from it was a length of ivory carved in a perfect replica of a man’s erect penis. Felton had acquired it for her years ago in India and it quickly had become one of Harriet’s favourite toys. Her heart positively raced with excitement as she stepped into the harness and tightened the various buckles to secure it to her hips, already thinking of what was to come next.

Harness properly secured, Hariet turned to fully face the bound young woman. Her smile turned cruel as one hand wrapped itself around the base of the ivory phallus, raising it up so it jutted lewdly from her pelvis before slowly stroking up and down the shaft. “Now, what do you think I intend to do with this, my dear girl?”

For a moment Rosie appeared too shocked to speak, then she answered tentatively in a quivering voice. “Mistress….My Lady….do you intend to take my maidenhead?”

Tossing her long blonde locks, Harriet laughed. “Oh no, my dear, not tonight. Never fear, I have something far more special planned for that.” The Artemis Society’s Summer Hunt was only a few short months away and Harriet had already decided that Rosie would be playing a starring role in it. Her eyes narrowed. “No, I intend to deflower something else.”

A note of fear joined the shock in Rosie’s eyes at her words. “W-what do you mean by that, Mistress Harriet?”

“Why I thought it would be obvious,” Harriet answered as she began walking back towards the bound young woman in an almost predatory fashion. “I intend to deflower your virgin rosebud.”

Her body shaking at Harriet’s words, Rosie suddenly began to almost instinctively struggle futilely against the ropes binding her wrists, a frightened whimper flying from her lips. As Harriet came to a stop before her, she savoured the sight for one long moment and then softened her stern expression. Reaching through the wrought iron bars of the bedrame, she cupped the young woman’s cheek in a comforting fashion.

“Rosie,” she said softly. “Listen to me.”

The bound young woman immediately stilled.

“What did I tell you when you first entered into my employ?”

Eyes glued to the ivory penis jutting out just before her face, Rosie answered between nervous little hitches of breath. “That….that you would never do anything to me….anything to me without my consent….”

Harriet nodded solemnly, her hand going underneath the girl’s cheek to push her head up, forcing her to meet her gaze. “Yes, my dear, I did. And I am a woman of my word. If you do not want this, if you want me to stop, then all you must do is say the word and this all stops. I will release you and Priya will escort you back to your room. Tomorrow you will be free to leave my employ with a purse to tide you over till you can find new employment and you will have a favourable reference from me that will mention nothing of what we have done here tonight. I swear it, Rosie. The choice is yours.”

For a long moment the young woman said nothing; her wide eyes conflicted as they looked up at Harriet as she nibbled nervously at her bottom lip. Harriet said nothing, running her thumb comfortingly over Rosie’s chin as she allowed her to come to her own decision.

When Rosie finally spoke her voice was little more than a halting whisper. “Yes.”

“What was that, Rosie? I’m afraid you must speak up. I need to be certain.”

“Yes,” Rosie said again, her voice louder and more certain this time. “Yes, Mistress Harriet. Take my rosebud. Violate my innocent bum with your cock. Please mistress, I want you to.”

Smiling in triumph, Harriet slowly walked around to the side of the bed, her heels clicking against the floor as she did so. Climbing onto the mattress, she knelt down behind Rosie and gripped her by the hip with one hand. The other grabbed her ivory penis by the base and carefully lined it up against the puckered ring of Rosie’s anus. When the girl felt the tip press against it she gave a nervous whimper.

When Harriet pressed forward, pushing just the tip inside of Rosie’s bum hole, the girl gave a strangled cry and instinctively tried to pull away. Priya once again grabbed her by the shoulders and pressed her trembling body down onto the mattress and Harrie tightened her grip on her hip, nails biting into her flesh as she held her in place. “Relax, Rosie. The pain will only be worse if you try to fight me.”

“Please mistress,” Rosie wailed tearily. “It’s too big. It hurts!”

“Nonsense, my sweet,” Harriet said simply, the sadistic side of herself relishing the young woman’s pained cries. “I have taken many a young woman’s bottom with this cock and all have managed to accommodate it eventually. If you wish for this to stop you only must say so. Otherwise take a deep breath and prepare yourself.”

For all her teary whimpers, Rosie made no further protest and obediently inhaled. Harriet immediately thrust forward with her hips, pushing her ivory penis past the puckered ring of Rosie’s anus and into the tight tunnel beyond. Sobbing from the pain, Rosie once again instinctively tried to buck away and Priya pressed down even more firmly to prevent her. “It hurts! Mistress, it hurts so bad!”

“I know it does, my dear,” Harriet answered, her voice silky, her pussy clenching delightfully at each pained sob from the bound girl. “It is supposed to. It gives me pleasure that it hurts. And my pleasure is what matters most to you, does it not, Rosie?” Despite her words, Harriet made no attempt to thrust deeper and comfortingly rubbed her hands over the young woman’s bottom, while Priya ran one hand soothingly up and down her trembling back even as the other remained firmly pressed against the back of her neck to hold her in place. After a few moments of this Rosie’s pained sobs subsided.

Slowly Harriet continued to thrust with her hips, each time pushing deeper into Rosie’s bum and then pausing to let the girl adjust. Rosie fisted her dainty little hands around the wrought iron bars, gripping them so tightly her knuckles turned white, and her slender body shook with her pained sobs as tears ran freely down her rosy cheeks. The sound was music to Harriet’s ears and she savoured each one, her cunt tingling deliciously, even as she observed the slightest note of pleasure beginning to appear in them as the young woman grew more used to the alien feeling of the ivory cock in her bottom.

Soon Harriet felt the front of her thighs touching the still burning hot skin of Rosie’s bum cheeks, her cock now buried inside the bound girl to the very hilt. Grinding her own cunt in triumph against the irony base, Harriet savoured the feeling of it rubbing against her clitoris and looked down at Rosie’s trembling form with hooded eyes. “Now that wasn’t so bad, was it my sweet? You have taken my entire cock inside that little bum of yours like the good girl I know you are.”

When Rosie only whimpered in response, Harriet’s eyes narrowed. “I’m beginning to suspect this is all an act, Rosie? One I can easily see through to the truth of.”

Snaking one hand around underneath Rosie, Harriet ran her fingers down her stomach to between her legs and smiled triumphantly when she felt the damp folds of her vagina; the young woman moaned aloud at her touch. “I knew it! Your sweet cunt is utterly drenched, my dear. It seems you are a little pain slut, aren’t you?”

Rosie’s only response was to continue to moan breathlessly as Harriet ran her fingers over her sex and then whimpered as the older woman withdrew them. “Well now, Rosie, since it seems you so enjoy my cock in your bum it would be wrong of me to keep you waiting any longer. Take it for me like a good girl and I may even allow you to cum.”

Bracing both of her hands on the mattress, Harriet pulled back with her hips until only the tip of her ivory phallus was still inside Rosie and then slowly but steadily pushed back until she was once again buried to the hilt. The young woman let out a tearful gasp at this, but Harriet noticed that this time she struggled against her bonds not to flinch away but instead move back to meet the older woman’s thrust. When she repeated the same act again, this time quicker and with more force, the girl openly groaned in delight.

Emboldened, Harriet began thrusting away with greater and greater vigour, savouring the delicious spasm of pleasure that shot through her cunt each time she pressed her ivory penis fully inside of Rosie’s bottom and ground herself against its base. Her efforts no longer needed to hold the girl down, Priya now reached underneath Rosie to cup and palm at her breasts as her lips latched onto her neck to suck at a pulse point.

Sobbing and moaning from pleasure now, not pain, Rosie frantically rocked back with her hips as much as the ropes binding her wrists and ankles allowed to meet Harriet’s thrusts, making use of the limited motion she was allowed to maximise her pleasure. The sound of skin slapping against skin rang through the room.

Harriet for her part was now rutting at Rosie’s bum without mercy, her ivory phallus pounding her anus with everything she had. Beads of sweat rolled down her body from her efforts as she panted hotly. With hooded eyes she stared down unblinkingly at the ivory shaft gliding in and out of the puckered ring of Rosie’s stretched anus. Every teary sob and moan made her cunt spasm with pleasure almost as much as the hilt of her cock grinding against her throbbing clitoris with every powerful thrust of her hips.

“Oh mistress, don’t stop,” Rosie gasped between breathless sobs, “oh what you are doing feels so good…I’ve never felt anything…oh I think I’m going to…oh Mistress Harriet please may I cum?”

“Don’t you dare!” Harriet answered immediately. “Not before me. Your pleasure comes after I have mine and not a moment before.”

“Mistress please,” Rosie wailed. “I’m so close…I can’t…I don’t think I can…”

“You can and you will,” Harriet’s voice was like iron, the threat in her statement clear. “Be a good girl and hold it until I give you permission.”

A wicked smile appearing on her face, Priya redoubled her caresses of Rosie’s breasts and the girl cried out as her nipples were pinched mercilessly between her fingers, the pain only adding to her growing pleasure. For her part, Harriet reached down once again between Rosie’s legs to touch her sopping wet sex, teasingly circling a finger around her straining little pearl while denying it the contact it was clearly desperate for.

Rosie was clearly fighting with everything she had to hold back the orgasm she was on the brink of. Harriet’s sadistic side revelled in every strangled gasp and moan, drinking in the sight of the young woman’s slender body trembling from the effort. Her own pleasure was building rapidly as she rutted away at Rosie with wild abandon, grunting almost ferally from her efforts as she felt almost as if a wave was building inside of her and beginning to crest.

Then suddenly that delicious wave crested and pleasure flooded through Harriet’s body. “Oh Lord yes, I’m cumming. Cum for me, Rosie, my good girl. Cum now before I change my mind.”

Even as she ground her cunt and clitoris against the base of her ivory cock, revelling in delight as she rode out her own orgasm, Harriet finally brought her fingers into contact with Rosie’s clit, frantically rubbing it as it throbbed at her touch. The young woman let out a howl as her own climax shot through her, quickly stifled as Priya bent forward to capture her lips in a kiss.

Rosie’s entire body shuddered and shook in ecstasy, squealing delightfully against Priya’s lips and tongue, and then finally went limp as the last traces of her orgasm left her utterly spent. Harriet draped her own body atop of her, panting for breath as she savoured the feeling of naked skin against naked skin. For a few moments she just lay there, nuzzling her face into the crook of Rosie’s neck before rising back up and gently pulling her ivory cock out of from her now throughly fucked bottom.

Reaching back, Harriet quickly untied the ropes binding the girl’s ankles, Priya doing the same to the ones at her wrists. Once done, she flopped down beside Rosie, who instinctively twisted onto her side so she could press herself up against the older woman. Harriet allowed her to meld her body against her own, Priya lying down behind her so she was sandwiched between them.

Running one hand softly down Rosie’s long, blonde hair, Harriet smiled down at the girl in smug satisfaction. “So Rosie, I did tell you that tonight I would be giving you your first taste of what it means to be a woman. Did you enjoy it, my darling girl?”

“Oh My Lady,” Rosie answered breathlessly. “I never imagined…I never dreamed…oh it was wonderful…”

“Hush now,” Harriet softly cut the girl’s babbling off, her hand gently guiding her head down to rest against her bosom. “You have done well and have made me proud. Now rest a little. Trust me, this was just a taste of what I have in store for you.”

Rosie obediently quieted and lay still against Harriet, Priya leaning forward to plant a flutter of soft kisses to the back of her neck and shoulders. For her part, even as Harriet instinctively ran one hand through the girl’s blonde tresses her mind quickly was drawn elsewhere, drawn to the thought of another young woman currently lying bound to the bed in one of the upstairs spare rooms and the tantalising possibilities that lay there.

When she had paid a visit to the orphanage earlier that day it had been solely due to the fact that the Reverend Mother had made it clear that her pestering letters would not cease until Harriet at least deigned to meet with Cora in person before refusing to take the young woman in. Whatever vague fondness she might have had for her late husband Felton had not translated into any feeling of obligation towards his kin and there had been no desire on her part to have what would likely be some spoilt, pampered young lady flouncing around her house, interfering in her affairs. That had not changed on her first impression of the girl, who had struck her as having a defiant and argumentative nature.

When she had risen to leave, however, and Cora had fallen on her knees before Harriet and begged so pitifully for her to show mercy, that impression had begun to shift. The sight of Cora’s innocent, meek eyes looking up at her and she knelt before her had stirred the most delightful feeling deep within her cunt as she considered for the first time the opportunity before her instead of just the potential downsides. Cora was indisputably a beautiful woman, with that soft, lovely face of hers and a ripe young body. Even that vivid red hair of hers, while an unavoidable reminder of the common, Scottish ancestry of her doubtless harlot of a mother, had been intriguing in its own way; Harriet had immediately begun to wonder if the same colour would be found between her legs.

The thought of having such a beauty in her hands, totally at her mercy, had suddenly been irresistible to Harriet. An image had filled her mind of Cora bound helplessly, her luscious naked body hers to give pain or pleasure to at her whim; those innocent large eyes brimming with arousal and frustrated tears as she begged for sexual release only for Harriet to cruelly deny her, pushing her to the edge countless times to the girl’s torment and her own satisfaction. The fact that she had sensed underneath the fear and desperation of the young woman just the faintest hint of attraction to her had simply made the entire prospect too intriguing to turn down.

As Harriet had closely if subtly watched Cora on the carriage ride to Artemis Hall her suspicions had been vindicated. She had feigned not noticing the looks the young woman had kept shooting at her, appreciation quite apparent in her eyes if not outright hunger. Clearly Cora was attracted to women, specifically her it seemed, and very much aware of it. Her resolve grew to turn the possibility into a reality. The discovery that the girl was an innocent only settled the matter. While Harriet had enjoyed the deflowering of many servant girls and commoners over her years, she had never had the opportunity to do so to a woman of her own class before. The chance to do so now was one she simply could not resist. That Cora had clearly shown afterwards in her sitting room to be a natural submissive by nature was only the icing on the cake.

As Harriet lay there, still idly stroking Rosie’s hair, she found herself eagerly anticipating tomorrow and what would come with it.


Chapter Five: A Breakfast Fit For A Slattern

Cora’s first night at Artemis Hall was a fitful one. Sleeping on her stomach was a new experience on its own, but being bound tightly at her wrists and ankles so she could barely wiggle an inch in any direction was a totally alien one. She had always been a restless sleeper, prone to tossing and turning to try and find a comfortable position, and on multiple occasions over the course of the night she had awoken to find herself struggling against the leather straps restraining her, trying to roll one way or the other and unable to do so.

Even more disconcerting was the realisation by Cora that she found being bound in such a way arousing, not that she had needed much help in that regard given the lingering excitement from her brief encounter with Harriet in her sitting room. Her pussy seemed to be burning so hotly it was as if there was a literal fire between her legs, only to be fed to greater heights by the memories of what had so recently occurred. Harriet’s lips, soft and moist, against her own. Her sharp nails pinching her nipples and raking over the plump cheeks of her bum. Her skillful finger penetrating the lips of her most private place to thrust itself into the hot, wet depths of her cunt.

All Cora could think of was the desperate need she felt to touch her poor pussy, but bound as she was she could not. Again and again over the course of the night she had futilely tugged and pulled at the leather straps binding her wrists, frantic to free her hands but unable to do so. Out of near mad desperation she had humped herself against the pillow placed underneath her hips, but while the sensation of the soft, silky material against her vagina was undeniably pleasant it gave nowhere near the amount of friction needed to grant her any real measure of relief. Instead it only seemed to intensify the teasing ache in the depth of her cunt, building up her arousal to greater heights while doing nothing to actually slake it.

Cora was ultimately relieved when the first light of day began to spill through the gap between the curtains of her bedroom windows and the door opened to allow Priya to emerge from beyond it. The dusky skinned maid first pulled the curtains fully open, so the room was bathed in sunlight, and then released first Cora’s ankle and then her wrists from the leather straps binding them. The girl actually groaned in relief, her body sore after being bound so tightly for the entire night, and she gingerly rubbed her aching wrists together before rising from the bed.

“Her ladyship will see you in her study,” Priya said. “She takes breakfast there most days while reviewing the day’s correspondence.”

“Of course,” Cora replied as she rose from the bed, mindful of Harriet’s warning that she should not show Priya any sass. “Might I ask you to help me change into one of my dresses? I assume they were brought up last night.”

Priya actually snorted derisively to that. “Those rags? I saw to it myself that they were burned and good riddance to them.”

“Whatever am I to wear then?” Cora asked even as she felt a sinking feeling as she began to suspect what the answer would be.

“Her ladyship will see you as you are,” Priya answered, confirming Cora’s fears. “She’s already sent for her seamstress to have new clothes prepared for you, which is more than you deserve in my opinion. Until then you will make do. It’s not as if we both do not know why her ladyship is being generous enough to allow you to stay, anyway, and that you will have precious little need for clothes in that capacity.”

Cora’s face blushed a deep red at Priya’s cruel words but she bit back the retort they inspired, remembering Harriet’s warning. As the other woman grasp her tightly by the arm and led her from the room, Cora was more than a little unsettled to realise she was beginning to grow used to being guided from place to place almost as if she was some small child or pet that could not be trusted to find her way on her own.

Those thoughts vanished the moment she stepped through the doorway of her room into the hallway beyond. Unlike the night before, it was far from empty and within moments a young woman dressed in a maid’s outfit similar to Priya’s passed them followed moments later by a pair of liveried footmen. To Cora’s surprise they paid her almost no mind, as if a totally naked young woman being led through Artemis Hall was nothing remarkable. Perhaps it wasn’t, Cora reflected as she considered what she knew of Harriet and how she likely ran her household. Despite this, Cora felt embarrassment flood through her at her state of undress along with a feeling of even greater unsettlement as she realised her feelings of embarrassment were only adding to the still very present arousal coursing through her body.

Caught up in her thoughts, Cora hardly noticed where she was going and before she knew it she found herself being led into a room lined with bookshelves of varnished dark wood and dominated by a large oak desk. Seated behind it was Harriet. The older woman wore a velvet green dress that clung snugly to her willowy figure and the morning sunlit that streamed into the study from the tall windows behind her illuminated her blonde head almost like a halo. Cora’s breath caught in her throat at the sight. Somehow Harriet seemed even more beautiful than she had the day before.

Looking up from her desk, Harriet said distractedly. “Ah, Priya. Thank you for fetching Cora. I trust she has not been any trouble?”

“No My Lady,” Priya said with just the slightest hint of begrudgement to her voice.

“Good. You may leave to attend to your other duties. When Mrs Pipps arrives please have her sent straight here. Cora,” Harriet added, briefly flicking her eyes over towards the girl, “sit please.”

Priya obediently curtsied before exiting the study. Cora went to seat herself on one of the leather bound armchairs before the desk. Upon a furious hiss from Harriet she froze however.

“I’m sorry, mistress,” Cora stammered, “you told me to sit.”

Eyes glinting dangerously, Harriet’s nostrils flared as she took a deep, slow breath. “I suppose I should remind myself that you are new to all of this, my dear girl, and show some consideration for that? When I tell you to sit I expect you to do so as follows unless I give you express permission otherwise. Get down on your knees.”

Eyes widening, after a second Cora knelt down and tucked her feet underneath herself. A little thrill of pleasure shot through her as Harriet nodded approvingly.

“Spread your legs and place your arms behind your back, you should remember how.”

Obediently Cora placed her arms behind her back, gasping her opposing biceps just as Harriet had had her do the other night in her sitting room, and parted her knees. Her cheeks burned hotly from embarrassment but not nearly as much as her pussy burned with arousal at how exposed she was. Her large breasts jutted out from her chest, puffy nipples hard as rocks and pointing out in twin little points. Her most private place seemed almost lewdly on display, labia lips slightly parted by her widely spread legs so her little pearl, pink and glistening with her juices, teasingly peaked out.

Cora’s blush only deepened as Harriet slowly looked her over, eyes gleaming with a positively wicked look. “Good girl. This is how you should always sit unless otherwise instructed, displaying yourself for me so I may admire what is mine.”

The possessive tone in Harriet’s voice sent a little tingle of pleasure down Cora’s spine. Instinctively she arched her chest forward just the tiniest bit to more prominently display her breasts. Would Harriet be tempted to do more than admire them? Part of Cora deeply hoped so. Her nipples were so hard that they almost seemed to be aching, practically crying out to be touched.

The creaking of the study door announced someone’s arrival and a maid entered the room carrying a tray loaded with what seemed to be breakfast, judging by the smell of buttered toast that filled Cora’s nostrils. As the maid set the tray before Harriet on the desk, the young woman suddenly realised how very hungry she was. The memory of the sandwiches she had had for dinner last night seemed a very faint one.

Harriet, however, seemed to have forgotten Cora was present. She completely ignored the kneeling girl, seemingly to be totally engrossed in the papers arrayed on her desk, every now and then taking a dainty little nibble from a piece of toast or a sip of tea. Cora could only stare, enviously watching as the older woman chewed slowly and then swallowed each small bite, the sight seeming to taunt her and her empty belly.

Finally the young woman could take it no longer. Tentatively she said, “Mistress Harriet…”

“What is it, girl?” Harriet said irritably, looking up from her papers. “And do speak up. Bad enough that you are interrupting my work, do not make me have to try to interpret your whispered mumblings.”

“Mistress Harriet,” Cora said again, this time a tad louder even as she tried to keep her tone meek, “might I ask if there is any breakfast for me?”

For a second Harriet looked at Cora with an inscrutable gaze and then she gave a taunting little chuckle. “Are you hungry, my dear? Well yes, I think I do have something for you to eat. Come forward.”

Somehow sensing that she should not rise to her feet, Cora shuffled forward on her knees and was rewarded with an approving nod. A little thrill of happiness shot through her at the sight. She had guessed correctly!

Reaching Harriet, the older woman shifted her chair so she fully faced Cora. Bending forward in her seat, she grasped the hem of her skirts and began pulling them up, revealing her long, slender legs encased in black stockings and her tall black, heeled riding boots. Did she always wear them?

Cora abandoned her musings as Harriet drew her skirts up past her thighs to her waist revealing that she wore no bloomers. The girl’s mind went blank at the sight of the older woman’s pussy, shaved completely bare. The lips of her slit were puffy and slightly pink, contrasting sharply with her fair, creamy skin. They glistened slightly, clearly her mistress was already aroused.

“Are you going to just stare at it, girl!” Harriet’s voice shook Cora out of the entranced state that had seemingly come over her. “You said you wished for something to eat. Well, eat away.”

Cora’s eyes widened in confusion. “Mistress, whatever do you mean?”

At this Harriet laughed tauntingly. “Oh my dear, naive girl, of course you wouldn’t know. Take that sweet little mouth of yours and put it upon my quim and feast away upon it.”

If it was possible Cora’s eyes went wider still at her mistress’s words. As a virgin who grew to womanhood in a convent, she knew that there was much of the carnal act she was innocent of. Still the thought of placing her mouth upon another woman’s vagina shocked her to her very core. It seemed so lewd. So indecent.

As always it seemed that the indecency of the act seemed to excite Cora and she felt a rush of excitement flow through her body and seem to concentrate deep within her own vagina as she pictured herself doing the act Harriet had just described. Not that it mattered what she felt, Cora could see from the look in Harriet’s eye that her mistress expected her to obey her. The feeling of helplessness that came from knowing she must do as commanded whatever her own wishes on the matter only seemed to excite her further.

Hearing Harriet give an impatient little tisking sound, Cora obediently leaned forward so her head was between the older woman’s legs. Her mistress’s cunt loomed before her, an undeniably pretty sight all pink and shining with evidence of her arousal. Again the girl paused, wanting to please Harriet but without the faintest idea of how to.

At another impatient tisk Cora gathered her courage and shot out her tongue to lightly run it up the length from Harriet’s slit. The taste was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, pungent and overpowering and utterly bewitching at the same time. Harriet gave an appreciative moan from her tentative efforts, which inspired Cora to run her tongue over the older woman’s slit again from base to top, then yet again with greater confidence each time.

Pressing with her tongue, Cora parted the silken lips of Harriet’s vagina to reach the pink folds beyond. Her tongue thrust itself into the hot, moist depths of her mistress’s cunt and at that the older woman actually let out a little growl of delight.

“Yes!” Harriet panted. “Good girl…very good girl, Cora…use your lips also…”

Obeying Harriet’s order, Cora pressed her lips up against her mistress’s cunt, puckering them in a lewd parody of a kiss. Harriet gasped in pleasure but said in a strained voice, “no, don’t kiss it girl…suck…just suck…”

Fastening her lips over the older woman’s entrance, Cora obediently began to suck. Harriet’s head actually tipped back in ecstasy at this, moaning hotly. The sound rang in the girl’s ears and only spurred her on to suck away with even greater enthusiasm.

By chance her tongue ran over the hooded pearl that was Harriet’s clitoris and the older woman cried out and grabbed with her hands, fisting them into Cora’s red curls to pull her even more firmly against her cunt. Taking the hint, Cora focused her efforts on Harriet’s little bud, running her tongue over it again and again till it was coaxed out from its protective hood to openly throb against her caressing licks.

Harriet began rocking her hips so she could grind her pussy against Cora, moaning loudly between breathless pants. Cora herself felt as if she was in heaven, her nostrils filled with the smell of Harriet’s perfume and the unique, addictive aroma of her quim and her tongue basking in the taste of her pussy juices.

Her own vagina felt as if it was on fire, hot and congested with her own arousal. Oh how she longed to reach down and touch it, but she resisted the temptation, knowing that would certainly be a violation of Harriet’s rules. Instead Cora channelled her frustrations into her efforts to suck at the older woman’s sopping cunt, hoping that perhaps if she pleased Harriet her mistress might reward her by granting her her own release; perhaps she would even do so with her own mouth and tongue. The thought of that almost made the girl’s head spin.

Then suddenly Harriet’s entire body tensed and she ground her cunt against Cora’s lips almost frantically, letting out a loud cry that almost sounded triumphant. Cora felt a gush of juices well up against her mouth which she dutifully swallowed, savouring every last drop.

Harriet went limp and for a few moments she did nothing other than lie there breathing heavily. Then she leaned forward and took Cora’s face between both hands and kissed her; a brief, almost chaste little thing that nevertheless left the girl swooning.

Her eyes looking down at Cora fondly, Harriet stroked one hand softly down Cora’s face to cup underneath her chin. “Good girl. You have pleased me, Cora. So much so I must say I almost find myself doubting this was your first time. I think my good girl has earned herself a reward. Would you like that?”

“Yes please, mistress,” Cora said, happiness bubbling up inside her at Harriet’s words along with hope at her mention of a reward. Did that mean Harriet intended to touch her? Perhaps even pleasure her with her mouth as she had just done to her? Her pussy clenched delightfully at just the thought.

To her disappointment, however, Harriet turned away and handed Cora a plate and cup from the tray on her desk. “Here you are, my good girl, something else for you to eat.”

Despite her disappointment Cora still made herself smile in gratitude, wary of upsetting Harriet, and took the offered plate and cup. It was a rather simple breakfast, consisting of tea and toasted bread slathered with butter and jam. In her state of arousal Cora had forgotten her hunger but when the scent of food filled her nostrils it came roaring back with a vengeance. She had to force herself to take small, measured bites sipping her tea slowly in between, instead of wolfing the entire plate down.

Not that Harriet seemed to notice. The older woman’s attention had returned entirely to the papers at her desk, nibbling at her own breakfast in between opening letters and occasionally penning a reply one one seemed warranted. The only sign she gave that she had not totally forgotten that Cora was still kneeling at her feet was to occasionally reach down with one hand to absentmindedly pat her on her head or softly run a hand through her red curls, almost as if she was caressing a pet.

Part of Cora felt she should be irked by this almost dismissive treatment she was receiving from Harriet. It was undeniable that she certainly wished that Harriet would once again focus her attentions on her, especially once she had finished her breakfast and no longer had anything to distract her from the continued tingling feeling of arousal between her legs.

As Cora continued to sit on her knees, arms once again folded behind her back as previously instructed, it seemed every touch by Harriet, however brief or innocent it was, seemed to make her all the more aware of the parts of her that were not being touched. Her nipples were hard as rocks and her most private place was a sopping wet mess as her mind again and again went back to the recent memory of licking her mistress’s pussy. Oh how she wished Harriet would put her mouth upon Cora’s own quim and lick it in such a way. Or put her hand there and finger her. Or touch it with anything! It took everything Cora had to suppress a needy whimper.

How long this went on for Cora was not certain but eventually the door to the study opened and Priya announced the arrival of Mrs Pipps.

“Excellent!” Harriet declared, rising from her desk. “Show her in at once. Then please go fetch the usual items. I intend to get down to business once we have concluded matters with Mrs Pipps.”

Mrs Pipps turned out to be a woman who looked to be somewhere in her mid forties with black hair starting to show a touch of grey around her temples that was tied back in a rather severe bun that went well with an equally severe face that Cora doubted had ever so much as smiled.

“Lady Simpson,” the woman said curtly in greeting.

“Mrs Pipps, thank you for coming on such short notice,” Harriet replied.

“Not at all,” Mrs Pipps responded. Her eyes flicked over to Cora, not seeming at all surprised to find a naked young woman kneeling in Harriet’s study. “Is this the girl?”

“Yes, this is Cora, my late husband Felton’s niece. Cora,” Harriet’s voice became sharp, “have you forgotten your manners? Greet our guest.”

“Good day, Mrs Pipps,” Cora said haltingly, still kneeling beside the desk.

Mrs Pipps ignored her. “It seems you will have your work cut out for you, My Lady.”

Harriet shrugged in a resigned fashion. “We shall see how things progress. For now however I find myself in need of your services. None of the attire provided to Cora by the orphanage she came from is remotely suitable, not that I can blame them I suppose. I’ll need her outfitted with the usual array of clothing.”

“No problem at all, My Lady,” Mrs Pipps said, reaching into her handbag and pulling out a coil of what looked to be measuring tape. “Girl, on your feet!”

Obediently Cora rose from her kneeling position on the floor and dutifully remained still as Mrs Pipps took her measurements, other than occasionally raising her arms or shifting her stance as directed by the older woman. The process was an odd one. As expected Mrs Pipps took measurements such as Cora’s height or length of her waist or the distance from her shoulders to her wrists. More strangely she also took the circumference of the base of both her breasts and the distance from the front of her pelvis, down between her legs, to the top of the swell of her bottom and spent an usual amount of time seemingly to precisely gage the width of her wrists and ankles and neck.

“That should be more than sufficient,” the older woman finally said, rolling her measuring tape back up. “I’ll have the full set ready for you with the usual specifications in a fortnight.”

“Nonsense,” Harriet answered. “I will expect the full order by the end of this week at the latest.”

“My my, you are eager with this one.” Mrs Pipps looked at Cora consideringly. “She is a pretty thing, I’ll concede but I wonder what else it is she possesses that has managed to turn your head. Very well, My Lady, as one of my best customers I’ll do my very best to have everything ready within a week’s time.”

With that Mrs Pipps curtsied and left. Cora was not sad to see her go. She had not at all liked the older woman, especially her way of talking about Cora like she wasn’t even there in the same room standing before her.

Moments after Mrs Pipps had left Priya returned.

“Ah Priya, your timing is perfect. Let us get Cora fitted.”

“Fitted, mistress?” Cora asked in bafflement.

A cruel smile appeared on Harriet’s face that caused a delightful tingle deep within Cora’s cunt. “Why yes, my dear. We won’t be able to truly get into things properly until the items I have ordered from Mrs Pipps are ready, but that does not mean we cannot get started. I did promise you that your training would begin today, didn’t I? It starts now.”


Chapter Six: A Ruined Release

Getting her “fitted” as Harriet had described it began normally enough. Priya handed Harriet a pair of stockings, pink ones with bows decorating the hem, and Cora obediently raised first one shapely leg and then another to allow her mistress to slide them up. These were followed by a white and pink corset and as Harriet began lacing it up Cora noticed that the cut was a tad odd. It ended just below her breasts, leaving them completely uncovered while simultaneously propping them up so they stood even higher on her chest than they naturally did.

As Cora had half expected no bloomers followed, leaving her pussy and bum completely exposed. To her surprise Harriet was next handed a crude circuit of iron with a pain of smaller iron rings hanging from the front and the back

“Raise your hair please, Cora,” Harriet ordered, unlatching the iron ring into two half moons.

Cora did so and her eyes widened in surprise as Harriet placed what she now realised was a collar around her throat and latched it closed. A small lock was placed where the collar latched together, securing it shut with an ominous click. The feeling of the cool metal against her throat was totally alien and it sent a strange shiver running down the girl’s back, indescribable if not entirely unpleasant.

Similar if smaller iron rings were latched around first Cora’s wrists and then her ankles and likewise locked shut. Harriet was then handed two short lengths of chain by Priya and walked around behind Cora. A clicking sound indicated she had attached them to the iron ring at the back of her new collar.

Harriet then took one of Cora’s wrists and pulled it back behind her and up towards her shoulders. Another click followed and Cora realised her wrist was now chained quite securely to the collar at her neck. She could feel her heart wildly thudding in her chest as her other wrist was similarly secured in short order. The end result was that both Cora’s hands were securely bound behind her. Uncomfortable pressure was placed on her shoulders unless she allowed them to be pulled back which only made her breasts jut out even more prominently. It left her feeling so very vulnerable and exposed, but also incredibly aroused.

Lastly Harriet produced a pair of shoes. These were perhaps the oddest of all, as Cora noted they had a very tall narrow heel in the back similar to the boots favoured by both Harriet and Priya. When she obediently stepped into them when Harriet laid them before her and gestured for her to do so, the girl found herself swaying slightly; her balance even more precarious given her arms were bound behind her.

Harriet nodded approvingly. “Your training begins with learning how to walk with proper posture and decor. You will walk, slowly and with proper poise, down to the main entrance hall of this house and then back here and then repeat the same journey.”

Cora blinked nervously. “How many times shall I do this, mistress?”

A taunting smile graced Harriet’s face. “Until I tell you to stop, my dear.”

As Cora absorbed this she suddenly had a terrifying realisation. It seemed Harriet intended for her to do this on her own. She suddenly was even more aware of how vulnerable she was and not in a way that excited her. While Harriet seemed to favour women among her domestics she had seen male servants about Artemis Hall, footmen and valets and the like. She was practically naked and bound the way that she was she would be helpless to resist anyone who thought to take advantage of her exposed state.

Trying to control the rising tide of fear welling up within her, Cora could not stop the little whimper that escaped her lips. Hearing this audible sound of the girl’s distress, Harriet immediately stepped forward, the wicked smile vanishing and her eyes going wide with concern.

“Cora, what is it? I need you to talk to me.”

“Mistress Harriet…Auntie…what if…what if someone…”

Somehow Harriet seemed to understand and her face took on a comforting look as she reached out and cupped Cora’s cheek; almost instinctively she found herself nuzzling the side of her face into it, a feeling of calm coming over her.

“Cora, listen to me very carefully. The staff have been made aware of your presence and more importantly your position in this house. You are mine. That has been made very clear to them all. No one will so much as dare to look at you in a way that makes you uncomfortable, let alone try to take your maidenhead. The only person you will be giving that to is me, do you understand?”

Cora’s eyes widened at the last words Harriet said. Whatever could she mean by that? Still, she believed the older woman’s assurances that she need not fear being molested by the staff. Even on the short acquaintance she had had with Harriet she found it hard to believe any person within Artemis Hall would risk her wrath by touching something she deemed hers. She also couldn’t deny that the possessive way she was referring to her caused the most delightful tingling sensation deep within her most private place.

Returning to her seat behind her desk, Harriet looked pointed at Cora. “I wouldn’t dally if I were you, my darling girl. Hop to it.”

Recognising the threat in Harriet’s voice, Cora turned and gingerly took a step in her high heeled shoes. It proved to be a difficult one, almost as if she was walking on her tippy toes, which upon reflection she realised she practically was. With halting steps the girl slowly made her way across the study to the door, which Priya helpfully opened for her before shutting it with a thud after she had stepped outside into the hallway.

Hoping she was remembering the correct direction to the entrance hall, Cora began carefully placing one foot in front of the other. It was painfully slow going. How did Harriet and Priya so easily walk around in their similarly high heeled boots with such seeming ease? To the young woman it felt almost as if she was walking about on stilts. This was only made worse by the fact her hands were awkwardly bound behind her back.

Harriet’s assurances regarding Artemis Hall’s staff proved to be true. Within moments of beginning to clumsily make her way down the carpeted hallway, a pair of maids turned the corner passing the opposite way. The two did not spare Cora so much as a glance, as if a nearly naked bound woman was a completely normal thing to encounter while going about their duties. Perhaps it was, Cora could not help but consider. A few minutes later a man wearing the livery of a valet appeared and not only did he quite obviously avert his eyes from Cora he very deliberately skirted around her, practically hugging his body to one of the walls, to avoid coming even close to her as he passed.

More than once Cora felt as if she was about to fall, tipping dangerously from one side to the other as she struggled to maintain her footing in the unwieldy heeled shoes. The effort the young woman expended in doing so soon had her entire body sweaty and her legs were beginning to ache, particularly her calves which were practically burning. Her arms and shoulders were beginning to feel the toll as well. No matter how she adjusted her arms, the manner in which they were chained behind her seemed to put pressure either on them or her shoulders and both were beginning to feel cramped.

As tired and sore as she was becoming, Cora was also very much aware of the ever present burning arousal between her legs. Her pussy felt so hot and congested it was almost as if it had been immersed in liquid fire. The sense of vulnerability she felt from being bound and nearly naked combined with the embarrassment that flashed through her whenever she passed a member of the staff only seemed to add to it. Cora still did not quite understand it. These strange new feelings were almost overwhelming at times and both confused and frightened her. That only seemed to add to her arousal as well.

When Cora reached the entrance hall she was confronted with a new challenge, stairs. If simply walking in heels had been challenging, declining down the carpeted steps of the grand stone staircase was an almost herculean feat. Once she did actually lose her footing and fell with a squawk onto her behind though thankfully she managed to avoid tumbling all the way to the foot of the stairs. After that she resorted to awkwardly leaning against the stone rails of the staircase for support, worried that next time she would not be so lucky. Upon finally reaching the bottom Cora’s little thrill of triumph lasted only moments before she unhappily realised this only meant she must now turn around and begin making her way back up the way she had come.

No one was waiting for her when she once again found herself at the familiar door to Harriet’s study, so with resignation Cora simply turned herself around and repeated the same slow, tiring path she had just undergone. Then again. And again. After this fourth trek she found Priya waiting for her and for the first time in her brief acquaintance with the dusky skinned woman found herself almost overjoyed to see her.

“The mistress will see you in the sitting room for tea,” was all Priya said. Cora wasn’t certain what thought made her happy, the prospect of food or of finally sitting down for a moment and resting her aching feet.

Harriet rose from her seat upon one of the sofas when the pair entered the sitting room. “Ah, Cora. I trust you’ve been a diligent girl at your practice?”

“Yes, Mistress Harriet,” Cora curtsied gingerly in greeting. Even a simple gesture such as that was treacherous when done in heels it seemed.

“Good. I shan’t ask you to demonstrate for me, I know how challenging it can be to walk in heels for the first time and shall allow you a few days to adjust. Before we have tea, however, there is another matter we must attend to. Please lay yourself over this.”

Harriet patted on hand on the cushioned top of a footstool that looked oddly out of place in the centre of the sitting room.

Cora resisted the urge to ask why, sensing that Harriet would not react well to her questioning her. The young woman stepped forward and went down onto her knees. Slowly she bent forward until she was bent over the footstool. It was hard to do so without the use of her hands. Once finished her breasts dangled freely over the front edge and her bum jutted up into the air.

“Excellent,” Harriet reached down and picked up a thin wooden cane from where it lay on the table next to a tray of tea and sandwiches. Gripping it by its polished wood handle she experimentally swished it through the air to tap against the palm of her other hand. “Now let us begin your daily disciplining.”

Eyes going wide, Cora sputtered. “What? Mistress, why? I have been a good girl. There’s no need to discipline me!”

Harriet smiled cruelly. “Why Cora, good girls need to be disciplined just as much, if not more so. It reminds them what will happen if they become bad girls. Spare the rod and all that.”

As the older woman began walking towards her, Cora instinctively tried to buck herself up off of the footstool. Priya saw what she was doing however and pressed strongly on both of her shoulders, holding her down.

Eyes narrowing dangerously, Harriet’s voice became cold. “Are you going to be difficult, Cora? Remember what I told you. If I do not have your consent for this you only have to say so.”

For a long moment Cora held Harriet’s eyes, heart pounding madly in her chest. Oh how she feared the cane being held by her mistress; feared the pain that it could inflict on her poor bum. But she was also aware that her most private place was more aroused than ever. Was she turned on by the idea of being caned? It seemed she was.

Finally Cora nodded. She made no further attempt to struggle, but Priya continued to hold her down even so.

Feeling the cool wood against the cheeks of her bum, Cora instinctively flinched. Harriet chuckled darkly in response. “My dear, you truly have a bottom that is fit to be spanked. It was made for it. I shall so enjoy taking my cane to it. As will you, I expect. Whatever pleasure you may or may not take from this, however, what matters first and foremost is that it will please me. Now prepare yourself, girl. As this is your first time I will go easy on you. We will start with ten.”

Ten seemed to be a very large number indeed to Cora. Before the girl could react, however, the cane came up off of her bum and a moment later she heard the whistling sound of it cutting through the air.

CRACK!

“ONE!”

A line of fiery pain cut across Cora’s bum. Without thinking she bucked up against Priya only for the other woman to hold her down firmly. Even as she stifled a pained gasp she was amazed to feel a pulse of pleasure shoot straight to the core of her cunt.

CRACK!

“TWO!”

Another line of fire flashed across Cora’s bum, this time lower where the round cheeks met the tops of her thighs. A little pained hiss escaped the young woman as she felt hot tears begin welling up in her eyes.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“THREE! FOUR! FIVE!”

Three times in rapid succession Harriet’s cane cut across the plump cheeks of Cora’s rear. This time the young woman could not help the cry of pain that flew from her lips. Her poor bum felt as if it was on fire.

Cora flinched when she felt something soft touch her bottom, thinking it was another blow from the cane. Instead it was Harriet’s fingers, lightly running themselves over the girl’s bum cheeks comfortingly as she sobbed aloud from the pain, tears now freely running down her cheeks.

“There there, Cora,” Harriet said, her voice surprisingly tender. “Halfway there. You have no idea how beautiful the sight is of this naughty little bottom of yours decorated so prettily with the red lines of my cane. Your bum was indeed made to be spanked. I shall take such pleasure doing so each day and that is only the beginning of what I have planned for it.”

Even as a current of fear ran down Cora’s spine at those ominous words a moan, this time one of pleasure, escaped her lips as she felt Harriet’s fingers run down the cleft of her bum to reach her hot little slit and begin caressing it softly.

“I knew it!” Harriet said gloatingly. “You are soaking, my darling girl. You have the soul of a slut, getting all aroused and excited from being caned.”

Cora whimpered in protest as she felt Harriet’s fingers cease their brief caress of her most private place. Why had she stopped? What she had been doing felt so good.

Another dark chuckle was Harriet’s response. “Oh, is someone feeling feisty? I think you have forgotten you still have five more strikes from my cane coming to you, my dearest Cora. Let us finish disciplining this saucy little bum of yours and then just perhaps we shall move on to training your willful virgin pussy.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“SIX! SEVEN! EIGHT! NINE!”

Cora shrieked after each blow between teary sobs as conflicting emotions warred within her young body as it shook and thrashed against Priya’s tight grip on it. The pain of each strike from the cane hurt terribly. Yet each one was a reminder that she was closer to Harriet perhaps touching her most private place again. Oh how the girl wanted that. Her poor quim was almost aching from the thought. She could feel the hot juices leaking freely from her slit as they ran down her inner thighs leaving a burning trail in their wake.

CRACK!

“TEN!”

Harriet held nothing back from this last blow and Cora almost screamed, frantically wiggling her bum in agony. It almost felt as if her bottom was on fire, the plump cheeks crisscrossed with the vivid red lines left by the cane.

And then the girl felt both of Harriet’s hands touching her poor abused bum, running softly but firmly over both cheeks as she massaged the hot, angry flesh. Cora ceased her struggling and actually found herself arching her back to better expose her bottom to her mistress’s gentle caresses. As the pain receded confusion replaced it as the young woman wondered not for the first time at Harriet’s paradoxical nature. She was cruel but also comforting. Stern then loving. She seemed to take such joy from Cora’s pain but then seemed to relishing in soothing it.

“Cora, look at me!”

Harriet’s sharp words shook Cora from her thoughts and turned her head around. Her mistress’s face was serene but her eyes had a hungry intensity to them that took the young woman’s breath away.

“Good girl. You took your punishment bravely and you have pleased me.”

Thank you, mistress,” Cora said breathlessly, “....Mistress Harriet, please….it hurt so terribly….”

An indulgent smile appeared on Harriet’s face. “I know, dear. That is the entire point. You are mine, I remind you; you are here to please me and your pain gave me great pleasure. Your agony is my ecstasy, my sweet girl.”

The older woman’s cruel words should repulse Cora but instead she whimpered as the little bud of her clitoris almost seemed to throb in response. “Auntie please!”

Harriet’s eyes darkened at the desperation in Cora’s voice and her face took on a considering look. “Very well, my darling, you have been a good girl for me. I suppose you’ve earned some reward.”

Even as one of the older woman’s hands perched itself on the small of Cora’s back in a small, comforting gesture, the other slipped between the young woman’s legs. Cora moaned aloud as she felt one finger slip between the lips of her slit and then softly, slowly run up its entire length from bottom to top.

“Oh thank you, mistress! More please. Touch me more.”

A wicked smile appeared on Harriet’s face at the girl’s begging but she continued to merely run one finger slowly up and down Cora’s slit in a light, teasing fashion. As wonderful as it felt it also was not enough, seeming to only build up the burning arousal in Cora’s most private place without satisfying it. Desperate for more contact, the young woman tried rocking her hips back hoping to grind her cunt against her mistress’s hand, but Harriet shifted the hand resting upon the small of her back to her hip and gripped it tightly, her fingernails painfully digging themselves into the soft flesh. The warning was clear and Cora obediently stilled herself even as she felt tears once again beginning to well up within her eyes, this time born out of frustration instead of pain.

Priya’s hands left Cora’s shoulders and trailed down her chest to her breasts. The girl gasped aloud as she felt the touch of Priya’s fingers on her nipples, their caresses again teasingly light, almost feathery in nature. As the cruel teasing assault upon her cunt and now breasts continued, Cora desperately tried to keep her trembling young body still. She wanted to be a good girl for Harriet. She wanted to please her. She wanted most of all to do nothing that might displease her and cause her to stop. But as her arousal grew greater with each teasing touch Cora found herself in a different form of torment that was somehow worse than anything she had felt from Harriet’s cane.

“Mistress Harriet!” Cora sobbed, feeling her cheeks once again grow damp with tears. “Please, I beg you….I shall surely go mad if this continues!”

Harriet’s eyes darkened noticeably at the girl’s tearful pleading, clearly relishing the desperate tone in her voice, even as her smile turned cruel. “Oh, do you wish for me to stop Cora?”

“No! No mistress….please….do not stop….mistress please….”

“I fail to understand what you are asking me then, my sweet,” Harriet said primly, a look of faux confusion on her face. “If you do not wish me to stop what is it you wish for?”

Cora felt her cheeks, wet with tears, grow hot as she blushed. “Mistress please….I beg you….do not tease me….touch me more on my….on my quim….I am desperate for it….”

Harriet laughed tauntingly. “You beg so prettily my dear. You truly are a slut, pleading for me to touch that hot little cunt of yours. Well, far be it from me not to reward you for finally embracing your true nature.”

A second finger joined the one lightly stroking itself up and down along Cora’s slit, then a third one, their caresses becoming firmer and faster. Then suddenly Harriet’s ring and forefinger began running themselves over the outer lips of the younger woman’s labia while her middle finger pressed itself down, parting the silken gates to thrust into the moist folds beyond. When Cora felt a finger run itself ever so lightly over her little pearl a jolt of pleasure shot to the very centre of her core she let loose a wild shriek of delight followed by a moan of dismay as the finger immediately retreated and traced its way back down to the bottom of her slit before beginning its previous journey back upwards again.

Cora felt something warm and moist on her breast and looking away from Harriet for a second she saw Priya had bent down and captured one of her nipples with her mouth and was sucking away at it, her tongue slithering out from between her dark lips to slather over the hardened tip even as both her hands continued to torment the other one with the same light teasing caresses as before. After a few moments of this the dusky skinned woman switched, her lips fastening themselves on the other nipple to soothingly suck away at it with her silky mouth as her fingers began torturing the other woman with their faint yet maddening touch.

For Harriet’s part, she continued her relentless assault upon Cora’s poor quim, and while the girl could not deny that what she was doing was pleasurable it also did nothing to slack her frustration. Each brief brush of her mistress’s middle finger over Cora’s clitoris felt almost as if a bolt of lightning was shooting from it to the core of her cunt, but then after that brief contact it would withdraw, leaving her poor little pearl quivering and rock hard to the point of pain in its wake. That devious finger would then slowly but steadily stroke down the length of her slit, pushing just past the labia lips into the hot, wet folds beyond, till it reached the very base and then just as slowly would begin making its way back up again to once more give Cora’s little bud the briefest of caresses. Cora felt as if a wave was building within her, higher and higher with brief touch to her clitoris, yet it showed no sign of even beginning to crest.

Cora once again met Harriet’s eyes. “Mistress….Mistress Harriet….please….I want….I need….”

“What do you need, my darling?” Harriet crooned, her voice so deep and silky that it almost seemed to be caressing Cora as surely as her skilled fingers were.

Harriet’s fingers once again brushed over Cora’s little pearl as she spoke, making the girl squeal and then teasingly began circling around it afterwards. Between breathless little sobs Cora answered. “Please mistress…I need release…please let me finish…”

Eyes gleaming wickedly, Harriet leaned forward so her face was mere inches from Cora’s, her voice barely a whisper. “Release? Oh my sweet girl, you say that so primly. Ask me properly, like the slut you truly are.”

Embarrassment flooded through Cora and her cheeks burnt hot but when Harriet once again teasingly brushed over her clit something in her snapped. “Please mistress…please Auntie Harriet…let me cum…I wanna cum…Auntie please let me cum!”

Eyes gleaming darkly at Cora’s words, Harriet smiled wickedly. “Well, since my girl begs so prettily perhaps I shall let you cum, in a way at least.”

Cora froze at those ominous final words but then completely forgot them as Harriet’s finger began rubbing vigorously at her clitoris. This time it did not withdraw and the others soon joined it, pulling back her little pearl’s protective hood to fully expose it and caressing its entire surface. Cora cried out in delight, almost overwhelmed at the wonderful sensation. It felt so good! WIthout thinking she began rocking her hips to grind herself against Harriet’s fingers and this time the older woman made no effort to stop her.

The pleasurable wave within her young body finally began to crest. Painting in anticipation, Cora felt her inner walls begin to clench and moaned, “oh thank you mistress…I’m going to cum…I’m cumming…”

But at her words Harriet’s fingers instantly vanished even as her pussy began to spasm in climax. Priya ceased her caresses of the girl’s breasts also. Shock ran through the girl followed quickly by horror as the momentary feeling of indescribable pleasure suddenly fell off of a cliff in the absence of anything to keep it going, even as her vagina continued to convulse internally.

“Nooooooooo!” Cora wailed even as she desperately rocked her hips trying to bring something - anything - into contact with her desperate pussy. Harriet grabbed her hips with both hands, however, and held it with a grip so strong they might as well have been made of iron. Priya did the same to her shoulders. Heedless to Cora’s desperate pleading the two of them held her thrashing body in place, ensuring nothing touched her most private place other than empty air until the last traces of the girl’s powerful but utterly ruined orgasm had left her.

Weeping bitter tears, Cora felt something soft cupping her cheek and she realised it was Harriet. The older woman was looking at her with obvious relish in her eyes as she gently stroked her fingers over the side of her face; the touch was reassuring, almost loving.

“Did you cum, my sweet?”

“Y-yes,” Cora answered tearily.

Harriet looked at her unblinkingly with hooded grey eyes, her stare seeming to go right through her. “Did you feel anything?”

“Noooo,” Cora sobbed.

Her mistress’s eyes practically gleamed with delight at her answer. “Good.”

“Why mistress? I was good. I did everything you asked of me.” Cora said pitifully even as she found herself nuzzling her cheek against Harriet’s hand as spoke, instinctively reaching out to the comforting touch.

“How many times must I remind you, Cora, that you are here to please me.” Harriet’s voice turned cold. “Your own pleasure is incidental to that simple fact and on this occasion it pleased me to give you a taste of what that might feel like but a taste only. If you wish to experience the true thing you will earn it and I warn you my dear girl that you are far, far from doing so.”

Cora cried all the harder at Harriet’s cruel words but then to the young woman’s surprise her mistress closed the distance between them, wrapping her arms tightly around her in a close embrace. Tenderly she held Cora’s head to her bosom, one hand softly stroking her hair as sobs racked through her young body. The rational part of Cora told her she should be struggling to break free from Harriet, curse the older woman for the torment she had just subjected her to, yet instead her body positively melted against her as it sought out the comfort she offered.

“There there, dear,” Harriet said softly, her normally stern voice suddenly tender. “I know how hard it can be to adjust at first, but you have done such a fine job of it that you have truly impressed me. Let it all out, I have you.”

Sobs racked Cora’s body as she cried like a little girl, burying her head into the older woman’s breasts. The fabric of Harriet’s dress grew damp from her tears but her mistress did not seem to mind. She only held Cora closer still and planted a soft kiss upon the top of her head, murmuring to her soothingly as she wanted for the girl to settle.

Minutes passed and Cora’s sobbing slowed and then ended altogether leaving behind in their wake a feeling of peace and safety that enveloped her as surely as Harriet’s arms. It all left Cora feeling so very confused. Harriet had been the one to cause her distress yet her presence and touch was also what seemed to soothe it. Harriet had caned her so painfully, teased her young body to the edge of what had felt to be an exquisite ecstasy, then cruelly denied her it at the very moment of completion, and all Cora seemed to want in response was to lie in her arms and snuggle herself against her. Was she mad? Maybe she was indeed the slut that Harriet kept insisting she was. Surely there was something wrong with her. Something no properly raised young lady would countenance.

Sensing that Cora had settled herself, Harriet released her from her embrace and stood to her full height. Her face once again its usual impervious self, the older woman smoothed her dress and nodded to Priya before turning away. The maid dutifully unclipped the chains connecting Cora’s wrists to the back of her collar and the girl moaned in relief as she let her arms fall back to her sides. They ached from being secured in such tight bondage for so long.

“Do sit, Cora,” Harriet said as returned to her previous perch on one of the sofa’s, gesturing to the one opposite. “Priya, serve the tea.”

Walking gingerly with steps still uncertain on how to navigate her tall heels, Cora made her way over to the indicated sofa and seated herself. Even the soft cushions were uncomfortable for her still sore bum and she fought to keep a wince from appearing at her face as she was handed a plate of sandwiches and cup of tea by Priya.

Cora found herself only nibbling at her food, unable to concentrate on anything other than the continued burning distraction between her legs. Her arousal had not been in the least diminished by the ruined orgasm she had just experienced and a feeling of intense frustration had been added to it, her pussy seeming to protest having been denied the beautiful release that had been hinted at and then cruelly pulled away at the last minute. Again and again Cora found herself wondering if this would be a regular feature of her daily disciplining alongside the caning. Would Harriet continue to tease her to climax only to ruin it? How long would it be until she had earned a proper orgasm? Would she ever? The prospect filled her with dread but also anticipation to her immense shock.

“Do eat up, dear,” Harriet said as she looked serenely at Cora over brim of her teacup, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “After all, you will need your energy. After tea it will be more practice walking until I summon you for supper.”


Chapter Seven: Training Her Wayward Ward

In the days that passed, Cora’s days at Artemis Hall quickly fell into a familiar routine. Each morning she would be woken by Priya who released her from the restraints binding her to her bed. She would then help her dress in her corset, the only item of clothing she had to wear other than her ever present collar and wrist and ankle restraints, and escort her to the study where she would obediently kneel beside Harriet’s desk, hands folded behind her back as she had been instructed to on that first morning, and wait for her mistress to acknowledge her.

When Harriet eventually turned away from looking over the morning’s correspondence and papers, she would wordlessly raise her skirts and spread her legs while looking down at Cora with hooded eyes. Obediently following the unspoken command, Cora would lean forward and suck upon Harriet’s pussy until she brought the older woman to orgasm. She seemed to be becoming more skilled at it, judging by both the increased speed she was accomplishing it with and the ever louder and more passionate reaction her efforts seemed to incite from Harriet.

After this she would eat breakfast, still kneeling at Harriet’s feet. Once she had finished and Priya had returned to take away the dishes, the dusky skinned maid would quickly and efficiently secure Cora’s hands behind her back to her collar and the young woman would slip into her heels and begin her morning’s practice of walking in them. Constantly following the same path day after day, again and again, would have been mind numbingly tedious if it wasn’t so challenging. Even so, much like orally pleasuring Harriet’s pussy, Cora did notice herself improving with each day of practice.

This would continue until midday, when Priya would inevitably find her and bring her to the study for her daily disciplining. Sometimes Harriet would be there to administer it herself and sometimes she would not and it would fall to Priya to do so. Cora always felt conflicting emotions when she saw the tall, blonde figure of her mistress waiting for her. The canning was painful whether it was at the hands of Priya or Harriet, but when it was done by the latter it was always followed by her placing her hands between her legs and touching Cora’s most private place.

Harriet’s skilled fingers never failed to elicit the most delicious feelings of pleasure within her cunt as they stroked along the lips of her slit and caressed her little pearl, but the experience was as tortuous as it was delightful. Harriet would ruthlessly tease her for what felt like an eternity, bringing her to the edge of release again and again, till Cora was reduced to a bawling mess, tearily pleading to be allowed to cum. Not that she gained any real relief when Harriet finally relented and did so. The second she tipped over the edge her mistress would immediately withdraw her hands, denying Cora’s desperate pussy any simulation even as it clenched and writhed in a now thoroughly ruined orgasm.

The aftermath always left Cora more frustrated than more, almost as if her young body had been taunted with the wondrous possibility of what could be and did not understand why it continued to be denied release. After a few days of this Cora had grown so frantic from the aching need of her most private place that she gladly would have resorted to her own fingers to relieve it. Alas it was not possible. When her hands were not securely bound via chains to her collar as she practised her walking, she seemed to always be under the watchful eye of Harriet or, in her mistress’s absence, Priya aside from when she retired for the evening to her bed and at those times she was bound just as securely as she had been on her first night at Artemis Hall.

On more than one night, overwhelmed with pent up arousal, Cora had resorted to humping the pillow placed under her nether regions, but this had come to nothing. The cool, silky feeling of the material felt delightful enough against her burning sex but seemed to lack the needed friction. Sobbing and moaning, the girl strained against her bonds with everything she could, rocking her hips in ever greater desperation as the pleasurable wave in her built ever higher, but it never was enough for it to crest. Eventually she would collapse from sheer exhaustion and lie limp, weeping bitter tears even as her hot, engorged slit continued to liberally leak juices into the pillow beneath it.

By the end of her first week Cora felt like she was in a constant state of arousal, her poor most private place burning like an inferno and sopping wet. Her cheeks burnt red with embarrassment as she was led down the halls towards Harriet’s study, knowing it must be obvious to everyone that passed her; her thighs were glistening with the juices leaking from her slit and her the little pearl of her clitoris, bright red with need, seemed to permanently be jutting out of its protective hood as it pulsed and throbbed for all to see. Even the seemingly innocent feeling of her thighs brushing against one another as she walked was enough to send a current of pleasure through her entire body that made Cora want to whimper.

When she entered the study, Cora was surprised to see the gaunt figure of Mrs Pipps seated across from her mistress’s desk, a small mountain of boxes arrayed beside her.

“Ah, Cora,” Harriet said, rising from her chair as the young woman entered. “Your timing is perfect my dear. Mrs Pipps, if you would begin. Everything had better fit perfectly if you expect to receive your payment.”

Cora suddenly remembered how the pair had dickered over the timing of the order her mistress had placed with Mrs Pipps, insisting it must be ready by the end of the week. It almost seemed like a lifetime ago.

When Mrs Pipps opened the first box and carefully unfolded what turned out to be a dress, Cora’s heart leapt in her chest with joy. There turned out to be an even dozen of them, ranging in style from suitable for casual day wear to gowns formal enough for a ball. While the dresses were perhaps not the fanciest, they certainly were of better quality than anything Cora had had to wear at the orphanage. She actually forgot all about the frustrating state of her arousal as she tried them on one after the other.

Well mostly forgot. Cora could not help but feel a little tingle of delight shoot through her cunt whenever she noticed the clear appreciation in Harriet’s eyes as she modelled each new dress before her. The naked hunger in the older woman’s gaze as she looked over Cora from head to toe was a tad unsettling, Cora still being unused to such open admission of sinful attraction by one woman upon another, but it also made her happy to know Harriet was pleased by her appearance.

Matters began to take a peculiar turn once she changed into the last dress and it met with Harriet’s approval. She was not surprised that there were no undergarments other than a few sets of stockings and garters and frilly petticoats, not so much as a night shift that she might wear to bed. She was surprised however when from the last box Mrs Pipps produced what appeared to be a collection of leather straps. Cora stepped into a pair of leather bands that were pulled up her shapely legs till they snuggly fit midway up her thighs. Both were connected to a leather belt that was buckled around her narrow waist. Her eyes widened slightly when she noticed both the leather bands now fastened around her waist and thighs were decorated with a series of metal clasps.

This was followed by a leather harness that was fitted around her shoulders and had leather hoops that looped around the base of both her breasts. As this was buckled securely into place Cora realised that the loops held up her large breasts even more prominently than usual and were so tight as to be slightly constricting. Within moments the skin of her breasts were blushing a light shade of pink and the tender flesh was engulfed in a light tingling feeling as her nipples hardened into little pebbles.

Mrs Pipps quickly demonstrated how the restraints on Cora’s wrists could be clipped in various places to both the harness around her waist and thighs, securing her hands in different styles of restraint. She then did the same with the harness around her chest.

“I trust Your Ladyship is pleased,” Mrs Pipps asked Harriet, ignoring Cora as she had throughout the entire process.

“So far,” Harriet nodded approvingly. “What of the final item?”

“I was getting to that, Your Ladyship,” Mrs Pipps answered and produced from the final box a triangular shaped conical piece of metal with a thin strap of leather dangling from one corner. Cora’s eyes widened apprehensively as the metal triangle was placed over her pelvis and a key was produced that locked it in place against the leather waistband. The thin leather strip was pulled up tightly into the cleft of her bum cheeks and also locked into place with an ominous click as what Cora now realised, to her horror, was a chastity belt was securely placed over her vagina.

For a moment Cora could only stare down in shock, then fear began rising within her young body. The metal triangle fit so snuggling against her skin that the girl doubted she could slip so much as a fingernail underneath it. The realisation that her poor pussy was now locked away behind it, unable to be touched at all, was terrifying.

“Shall I leave this in place, Your Ladyship?” Mrs Pipps asked, holding out the key towards Harriet.

For a second that felt like an eternity Cora stood rooted to the spot, fighting the urge to whimper, as she stared at Harriet. Then relief surged through her as the older woman shook her head. “No, not that this time. I believe the point has been adequately made for now.”

“As Your Ladyship wishes,” Mrs Pipps said. “I forget sometimes you prefer a soft touch with your girls.”

Harriet looked at Mrs Pipps sharply. “Whether I take a soft touch or a hard one with what’s mine is my concern and no one else’s, Mrs Pipps. I certainly will not take any sass over it from the likes of you.”

Mrs Pipps actually blanched at Harriet’s words which gave Cora a smug feeling of satisfaction; she did not like the other woman at all. This was joined by a feeling of relief as the chastity belt was unlocked and removed from her pelvis.

Harriet stepped forward and immediately placed her hand between Cora’s legs, lightly cupping her palm over her sex. Even as Cora felt her cheeks grow hot with embarrassment at her mistress doing this so blatantly in front of Mrs Pipps, the girl fought the urge to grind herself against the older woman’s hand; even the light touch of it against her vagina felt so good. Perhaps Harriet was right and she truly did have the nature of a slut.

Harriet’s grey eyes met Cora’s and grew cold for a second, which only seemed to make the young woman’s little pearl tighten delightfully in response. “As I have told you before Cora, this is mine.” Her hand actually gripped Cora’s vagina almost possessively for a moment for emphasis. “Should I find that you have touched it without my express permission I do not think I need to tell you what the consequences will be? Do you understand me, Cora?”

Cora’s eyes instinctively flicked to the triangular shield of the chastity belt, which was now sitting almost innocently at the corner of Harriet’s desk, the metal surfacing gleaming dully from the morning sunlight filtering into the study from the windows. Throat suddenly dry, she returned her gaze back to meet Harriet’s and wordlessly nodded.

Harriet’s lips thinned in displeasure. “Use your words please, Cora.” Seemingly for emphasis, Harriet’s other hand reached for Cora’s nipple and gave it a cruel pinch.

Already sensitive from the constriction of the leather harness, the spike of pain made the girl squeal. “Y-yes…yes Mistress Harriet…I understand…”

“Good girl,” Harriet’s face immediately went from stern and domineering to soft and reassuring. Her fingers stopped cruelly pinching Cora’s nipples and instead began to soothingly caress it as she leaned down and planted a soft kiss on the young woman’s forehead.

“Everything appears to be satisfactory, Mrs Pipps.” Harriet addressed the other woman dismissively without even turning to look at her. “I will have my bank send you your usual fee. Priya,” she turned to look at the dusky skinned maid, “escort Cora with me to the playroom. Now that we have her properly fitted out I want to begin her real training.”

With that, Harriet turned and walked from the study. Priya immediately stepped forward and took Cora by the elbow and followed after her.

Cora obediently followed in Harriet’s wake with little prompting by Priya, almost like a dog trailing after its owner, which the young woman had to admit was not even an entirely unfair comparison. As much as she tried to project an outwardly serene image, inwardly her heart was pounding wildly against her chest as she pondered what the older woman had just said. What exactly did Harriet intend to be her “real training”. The cheeks of her bum involuntarily clenched from the memory of the pain inflicted upon them during her daily discipling over the last week and the girl could not deny she felt a tingle of fear run up her spine at the realisation that might have only been a prelude to what her mistress had in store for her.

But Cora’s body also tingled with excitement and whenever she eyes seemed to involuntarily dip down to take in the sight of her mistress’s swaying, perky bottom, snuggly encased in the tight skirt of her dress, it was her most private place that clenched and in a most delightful fashion at that. The thought that soon she might be running her hands over Harriet’s luscious body made her blood pound in the veins of her ears almost deafeningly. The possibility that Harriet might also soon be running her own hands over Cora’s body made her almost whimper aloud.

And if Cora was honest, she was not entirely certain what she found more exciting, the likely prospect that she would soon be experiencing pleasure at Harriet’s hands or pain. As much as she at times feared the older woman’s cruelty she was also aroused by it. The young woman still was horribly confused by this, still struggling to understand why she seemed to enjoy being hurt by Harriet just as much as she enjoyed being pleasured by her, but she was at least beginning to come to terms with this fact and accept it. Harriet certainly seemed accepting of this part of her, indeed her mistress seemed to relish it, so perhaps Cora should do the same.

Cora recognised the familiar path that she had followed numerous times over the last week which led to the grand staircase which went down to Artemis Hall’s entrance. Once they had walked down the carpeted steps into the circular domed area, Harriet took a left down one of the corridors that branched off from the ground floor. Stopping before an otherwise nondescript looking door, the older woman produced a key and unlocked it.

The young woman’s eyes went wide as the door opened to reveal a spiral staircase disappearing as it twisted down below. Harriet immediately began descending them and, after an insistent swat on her behind by Priya, so too did Cora as she followed in her wake.

The click of both Harriet and Priya’s boot heels rang through what was otherwise an almost deafening silence and when combined with the eerily darkness of the stairwell, just barely illuminated by the occasional candle burning in a alcove in the wall, the overall effect was an ominous one.

Cora sensed they were reaching the bottom of the stairs when she saw shadows cast against the walls by some source of light. A few moments later the stairwell opened up into an arched doorway that led into a large room. Stepping inside, the girl looked around with eyes wide as saucers as she took in the sight before her.

The young woman had never seen an actual medieval torture chamber, but still that was the first thing that came to mind when she saw what she assumed was Harriet’s “playroom”. The wrought iron chandelier hanging from the high ceiling cast dark, twisted shadows against the roughly carved stone walls which were lined with shelves and racks holding whips and canes and other instruments of punishment that Cora in her innocence could not even name. Dotted throughout the chamber were various pieces of furniture. Some, such as an iron bed frame with a bare mattress or various padded benches, Cora could recognise but others such as a square metal frame or a giant wooden X were a mystery to the girl as to their purpose.

A whimper threatening to escape her lips, Cora stood frozen to the spot she was standing in by the stairwell, her mind reeling as it struggled to absorb the sight before her. Fear warred with desire in her young body as she began to understand what Harriet had meant when she spoke of beginning her real training. Evidently what she had undergone at her mistress’s hands up till now had been just a taste of what she intended for her.

“Cora!”

Harriet’s voice cut through the tempest that were Cora’s thoughts and the girl realised the older woman was standing in front of her. Her mistress’s face was as stern as ever but her touch was surprisingly gentle as she cupped her hand under Cora’s chin and ran her fingers over her soft skin.

“Look at me,” Harriet said. When Cora met the other woman’s eyes they were gleaming with a terrifying intensity but her voice was soft and reassuring as she went on. “What do you think is about to happen?”

“You…you intend to t-train me?” Cora stammered, heart pounding in her chest as she spoke.

A cruel smile appeared on Harriet’s face that made Cora want to gasp as her most private place clenched deliciously in response. “Let us not mince words, my darling girl. I intend to hurt you. I intend to hurt you for the sole reason that it will bring me pleasure to do so and my pleasure is what you are here for. I am going to train you to take the pain I give you. To push you to the very boundary of what you can take and then push you past it. How does that make you feel, Cora my sweet?”

Cora should have been horrified by Harriet’s words. That was what the logical part of her brain was telling her. It was practically screaming at her. Her body did not seem to be listening, however. It was almost aching with desire at the thought of what Harriet had just said, her cunt most of all.

The young woman was torn. As shocking as it was for Cora to realise, she wanted Harriet to hurt her. To use all the tools in her playroom to torment her young body. She was also frightened. The daily caning to her bum had hurt terribly and Cora suspected that was only a taste of what Harriet was capable of. What if it was too much for her?

Seeming to sense Cora indecision, Harriet stepped closer so her face was just inches away from the girl’s and she could feel her hot breath against her cheeks as she spoke, her voice little more than a whisper. “Cora, remember what I have told you. I will do nothing to you that you do not consent to and if at any point you wish for things to stop you must simply say the word and I will stop. I promise you this. What is your decision, my sweet girl?”

Desire won out over fear and Cora wordlessly nodded.

“I need to hear your words, Cora.”

Cora took a deep breath. “Y-yes, Mistress Harriet, I c-consent.” Her throat was so dry it was a struggle to get the words out.

It sounded almost anticlimactic to her ears and from somewhere inspiration came to Cora. Fluttering her eyelashes almost coquettishly, she spoke again, this time making her voice sound girlish and innocent. “Please, Auntie Harriet, I want you to hurt me. Punish your good little girl as she deserves to be punished.”

Harriet’s grey eyes, normally almost icily cold, gleamed with an almost fiery passion at Cora’s words which clearly had their intended effect and she closed the distance between them for a passionate kiss, her tongue ruthlessly forcing its way between the young woman’s lips to briefly dance with her own. When she pulled away her face was its usual impassive self and she crooked a finger into the ring hanging from the front of Cora’s collar, tugging in indication that she wished for the young woman to follow her.

Cora obediently did so and was led towards the square metal frame she had noticed earlier. As she drew nearer, her eyebrows shot up as she noticed each of the corners had a length of chain attached to them and she began to have an inkling of an idea of the contraptions' purpose.

Harriet stood Cora in the centre of the frame and lifted up one arm towards the top right corner before attaching the dangling length of chain there to cuff at her wrist. As she repeated the act with Cora’s other arm Priya, who Cora had all but forgotten, knelt down before her and slapped the inside of her thigh, indicating for her to spread her lengths. Obediently Cora did so and the maid secured both of her legs in a similar fashion to her arms.

The effect was that Cora’s body was now bound tightly in an X to the metal frame. The girl tugged experimentally at the chains attached to her wrists and ankles and found no give to them at all. She could not seem to move so much as an inch. A feeling of intense vulnerability overwhelmed her as she realised the position she was now in, bound and unable to move with her body, naked save for the leather harness around her chest and pelvis, completely exposed. With her legs spread wide and her arms pulled back her virgin pussy and breasts were completely unprotected and open to whatever it was Harriet intended. A slight tinge of fear reappeared at this realisation but it was nothing compared to the arousal that was bubbling up inside of her.

Harriet hungrily looked over Cora’s body with a look in her eyes that could only be described as predatory. It made Cora blush.

Reaching out with her hands, Harriet teasingly ran them down Cora’s chest until they were just shy of her elongated nipples which made the girl whimper slightly in frustration at feeling her mistress’s fingers so close to where she desperately wanted them but not quite there. Oh how she wanted Harriet to touch her nipples, they were rock hard from the slight constriction of her leather harness and almost seemed to be aching.

A wicked smile appeared on Harriet’s face in response. “Now, my dear Cora, your real training begins. Priya,” she turned away for a moment to address the dusky skinned woman, “fetch me a flogger.”

Cora in her innocence was unfamiliar with the term but as Harriet took a step back and reached around behind herself to begin unlacing her dress all thoughts left her mind as more and more creamy skin was revealed and she saw her mistress’s naked body for the first time. Aside from her ever present heeled riding boots and stockings, the older woman wore nothing under her dress but a corset of shining black leather. It was of similar design to the one Cora had worn for the past week and ended just below her modestly sized yet supple breasts, propping them up high on her chest. Each was capped with a puffy, pink nipple. Cora noted that they were hard as pebbles and when she glanced down at Harriet’s bare sex she saw that her labia lips were glistening with her juices. A little thrill of pride ran through her as she realised that Harriet seemed to be just as aroused as she was, happy in the knowledge that she had pleased her mistress.

When Priya returned she handed Harriet what Cora presumed was the flogger. It was a polished wooden handle with a number of thin leather strips hanging from it, each ending in a tied knot. Eyes gleaming, Harriet held it up before Cora’s face. “Be a good girl and kiss the instrument of your correction, my dear.”

Cora brought her lips forward and kissed the leather strands of the flogger, her wide doe eyes locked with Harriet’s the entire time. Harriet lifted the flogger away and then quickly slashed it through the air in a demonstrative strike.

CRACK!

The sound cut through the room. To Cora it sounded almost deafening and suddenly all she could think of was how those cruel looking leather stripes would feel against her tender flesh.

Heels clicking against the stone floor, Harriet walked around behind Cora. As she did so, Priya unlaced her black maid’s dress and slipped it off her body. She wore no underthings underneath it and Cora’s eyebrows shot up to her red bangs as she took in the sight of the dusky skinned woman standing before her in nothing but her own black heeled boots and stockings. Her tanned skin gave the maid an exotic look quite unlike anything Cora had ever seen before. Priya had large breasts capped with nipples that were so dark they were almost black and her pussy, shaved bare, was a similarly dark colour.

A host gust of breath caressed one of her ears and Cora suddenly felt Harriet’s body pressed up against her back, her hard nipples poking her shoulder blades. “Do you like what you see, Cora?”

Cora did not know how to answer. While perhaps not as beautiful as Harriet, Cora had to concede the other woman was also extremely attractive. If she said as much though would Harriet be jealous and become angry with her? Lying to her mistress seemed wrong, however, and would doubtlessly also make the other woman angry as well.

A taunting laugh answered her silence. “Oh there’s no need to be so hesitant, my darling girl. Are you worried you will make me jealous? Priya is my property, the same as you, and when you compliment her you also compliment me. She is a beautiful woman, you must find her attractive.”

“She is very pretty, mistress,” Cora said breathlessly, distracted by the feeling of Harriet’s body pressed up so closely against her own.

Priya smirked at her words, a wicked glint in her eyes. It sent a shiver down Cora’s spine. Beautiful the dusky skinned woman may be, but the young woman was also frightened by her. She seemed every bit as cruel as Harriet and unlike her mistress never seemed to temper it with any sign of softness or reassurance towards her.

Harriet stepped back from Cora’s body and the sudden feeling of cool leather against her bum cheeks made the girl involuntarily flinch. The older woman was only running the flogger against her bottom, however, almost like a caress. It was a new sensation to Cora and she felt a delicious little pulse of pleasure deep in her quim in response.

“And now my dear,” Harriet’s voice was icy cold, “I am going to hurt you.”


Chapter Eight: Delicious Pain & Agonising Pleasure

Bound tightly to the metal frame by the chains attached to her wrists and ankles, Cora waited in trepidation, the words Harriet had just said to her ringing in her ears. Each second that passed felt like an eternity. What was her mistress waiting for? Part of her wanted to turn her head to see what Harriet was doing but she resisted, somehow knowing this would be the wrong thing to do.

CRACK!

The sound of the flogger lashing against Cora’s bum rang through the room and an instant later fiery pain rushed through her bum cheeks. The pain was more widely dispersed than the cane Cora was used to but just as intense and the little knots at the end of each leather strand bit into the soft flesh where they hit. The girl gritted her teeth to stifle the cry of pain that threatened to spill out.

CRACK!

The flogger struck again, harder this time. Cora involuntarily clenched the cheeks of her bum as pain once again radiated through her rear and this time she could not stop a little gasp from escaping her lips. Her dainty little hands balled up into fists as she resisted the urge to groan aloud from the hot discomfort that lingering in her bottom in the aftermath of the second blow. Fear once again began welling up inside of her as Cora got the sense that her mistress had not yet given her the full extent of what she could do.

Harriet’s taunting laughter filled the room. “Oh, are you trying to put up a strong front for me, Cora? I shall have to flog you all the harder then. I want to hear you screaming from the pain I give you before I am through.”

CRACK! CRACK!

Twice more in quick succession Harriet flogged Cora’s poor bum, this time not holding back. The pain was horrible and this time Cora did not even try to stop the anguished wail that was torn from her throat. Tears began welling up in her eyes but even as her body trembled with pain she was aware that her arousal seemed to be growing with each painful blow of the flogger. Her vagina seemed to be burning even more than her bottom was and was sopping wet with its juices.

Priya stepped closer, her eyes clearly relishing the sight of Cora’s torment. “Shall I begin, My Lady?”

“Yes, but with your fingers only,” Harriet replied. “The first lips my dear ward feels upon her will be my own. You will find Priya is quite skilled at her craft, Cora, so prepare yourself. I wonder what torment will be worse for you, the pain of my flogger or the pleasure of her touch.”

Confusion filled Cora at Harriet’s words. What did she mean by her lips being the first she would feel on her? She had felt them many times when her mistress had kissed her. Then Priya closed the distance between them and began lightly running her fingers down her chest and Cora stopped thinking much of anything other than the wonderful feeling of those skillful digits upon her breasts.

Moaning aloud, Cora arched her back as she tried to bring more of her breasts into contact with Priya’s fingers; their touch felt so good but also so very frustrating as the dusky skinned woman kept it feathery light and teasing. A cruel smile on her face, Priya easily avoided the girl’s efforts, pulling her hands back even as she continued to ceaselessly caress the soft undersides of Cora’s heaving breasts before bringing her fingers up to circle around her pebbled nipples while avoiding the little nubs themselves with ruthless discipline.

CRACK!

So enthralled had Cora been by Priya’s delightful caresses of her breasts she was taken by complete surprise when Harriet struck again with her flogger. As pain burned through the tender flesh of her plump bum cheeks Cora let loose a yelp. This quickly turned into an outright shriek when at the same time Priya pinched both of her nipples, sharp nails digging into her soft areolas. The girl felt hot little tears running down both her cheeks as she sobbed from the biting pain in her poor little nubbins. It hurt so badly.

After only a second Priya released Cora’s poor nipples, her fingers now soothingly running themselves over the stinging little nips in a light soft fashion. Cora gave a teary moan of pleasure which elicited a smirk from Priya in response before pulling her hands away from Cora’s breasts altogether. The girl gave a brief whine of unhappiness, but when she felt the other woman’s fingers teasingly trail down her ribcage and realised the direction they were headed her heart leapt in her chest in delight.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Even as Priya’s fingertips ran down Cora’s shaking abdomen her mistress struck again and again with her flogger at the girl’s poor bum. Harriet kept her blows unpredictable, sometimes alternating her strikes with the flogger between one rapidly reddening cheek and then the other, sometimes striking the same one three, four or even five times in a row and other times bringing the full length of the flogger across both cheeks at once. For a period of time Harriet would lash away at Cora’s buttocks, rapidly landing one blow after another, then without warning would pause for several long moments, leaving the bound young woman waiting with baited breath before striking once again. There was no pattern Cora could ascertain and always she was left surprised when a fresh blow from the flogger flayed itself against her rear.

Cora’s entire bum was soon an angry, inflamed mess from the relentless assault on it. Heat was pulsing off of the bright red globes in waves. That was nothing compared to the burning inferno between her legs, however. Every blow of the flogger sent pain radiating through her bum that seemed to transform into pleasure that shot straight to the centre of her cunt. It felt so hot and congested, juices leaking from her slit and sliding down her thighs even more liberally than the tears pouring down her cheeks.

This was made all the worse by Priya’s continued teasing. The maid had knelt down before Cora and was now softly running her fingers up and down her inner thighs and across the very top of her pelvis, tauntingly close to where the girl desperately wanted them to be but just not quite there. Cora desperately wiggled her hips back and forth, almost frantic in her efforts to bring the other woman’s fingers into contact with her vagina, but Priya easily evaded her. The dusky skinned woman looked up at Cora with hooded eyes that gleamed wickedly with every tortured moan or teary sob her ministrations elicited from the bound young woman, clearly delighting in her growing frustration.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Cora openly shrieked with each fresh blow from the flogger, no longer even attempting to hold back the wails that they elicited. Her cries of pain only seemed to inspire Harriet to flog her even harder, the strikes coming with ever greater frequency and strength. Oh how it hurt! It hurt terribly. But to her shock Cora realised she was looking forward to each new blow with something like longing, embracing the pain and the corresponding pleasure that went with it.

Priya’s caresses became bolder and bolder, her fingers now lightly circling the red, swollen lips of Cora’s labia as she smirked at the girl’s ever more desperate attempts to have those tormenting digits touch her most private place. In that moment Cora hated the other woman with a passion. But she also longed for her touch more than she ever had wanted anything else in her life.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As Harriet continued her flogging of Cora’s poor abused bum the girl tearily cried out in pain with each fresh blow. Then as this continued, Priya suddenly ran one finger up the length of Cora’s slit. The other woman’s touch was light and soft as she slowly traced the silken entrance to the girl’s sopping, hot cunt but it was somehow almost overwhelming and Cora cried out at the sensation, this time in pleasure. This turned to almost a whine when Priya reached the top of her slit and teasingly circled around her clitoris, coming so close to the straining little bud but not quite touching it.

“Nooooo!” Cora wailed when Priya’s finger retreated from her pearl and slowly began sliding away from it down the length of her slit. “Please…please…”

Priya only smirked cruelly up at Cora as she repeated the same act again and again, teasingly tracing the glistening entrance of her slit up and down while refusing to give her clit even the slightest contact no matter how desperately Cora begged and sobbed. The dusky skinned woman’s touch was wonderful but not enough at the same time. Cora wanted more. Needed more.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Harriet’s unceasing assault on Cora’s bottom continued, the flogger laying into her inflamed, burning cheeks again and again. The girl hardly noticed, the pain somehow nothing compared to the ongoing torment of her poor, virgin pussy by Priya’s teasing caresses. They grew firmer and faster, the maid using her other hand to part the engorged, pink labia lips of Cora’s slit to touch the wet, hot inner folds, but continued to completely ignore the one place the young woman so wanted to be touched, her poor pearl. It was jutting out from its protective hood, rock hard to the point it seemed to hurt, and had turned an angry red colour that rivalled the abused flesh of Cora’s rear.

And then suddenly Cora felt the tip of Priya’s finger brush over her little pearl. The touch was light and all too brief but her clitoris throbbed in response all the same and Cora’s heart leapt in her throat as delightful pleasure seemed to shoot from the little bud throughout her entire body.

Again Priya’s finger slowly ran down Cora’s leaking slit before running back up its length to briefly rub her clitoris with just the briefest of touches before retreating once more. She did this again. And again. And again. Each caress, however short, felt so good but only seemed to feed her frustration for more. Beads of sweat breaking out over her body, Cora fought against her restraints as she rocked her hips to try and chase after Priya’s teasing finger. Her efforts came to nothing as the dusky skinned woman easily evaded her.

“Pleeease!” Cora sobbed pitifully. “Please touch me…please touch m-my little pearl…do not tease me anymore…please I will go mad!”

The only response Priya gave to her desperate begging was for her cruel smile to grow even more smug, her eyes dark pools that danced with the wicked delight at Cora’s growing desperation. The young woman’s poor bum was in agony from the ongoing assault of her mistress’s flogger and her most private place was no better; a hot, engorged mess crying out for release that seemed nowhere in sight.

Priya’s caresses of Cora’s straining clitoris gradually became more lingering with an agonising slowness that seemed indifferent to the girl’s ever more frustrated moans and sobs and pleas. At long last she was rubbing away at it without pause. A second finger joined the first one and then a third and the dusky skinned woman’s other hand parted the lips of her slit and completely pulled back her little pearl’s protective hood so it was completely exposed to her ministrations.

CRACK! “Pleeease!” CRACK! “More…please more…” CRACK! “Oh God…don’t stop!” CRACK!

The sound of Cora’s desperate pleading ranging through the room along with the steady cracks of Harriet’s flogger against her rear. The girl bucked and fought against the chains restraining her limbs with everything she had until she was breathlessly panting from the effort, desperately trying to grind her hot pussy against Priya’s fingers. The dusky skinned woman made no attempt to evade Cora’s efforts now; her taunting smile simply smirked up at the girl, clearly relishing the sight of her frantically humping herself against her hand. Cora didn’t care. All she could think of was the wonderful pleasure building between her legs.

Cora could feel the familiar wave growing inside of her, the pleasure of Priya’s caresses on her vagina combining with the pain of Harriet’s ruthless flogging of her bottom into something that seemed beyond comprehension. She was close, so close. She could almost taste her impending orgasm. Oh how desperately she wanted to cum!

“Mistress Harriet!” Cora panted. “Please…I am about to…I am going to…oh please may I cum?”

“STOP!”

At Harriet’s command Priya’s hands instantly flew away from Cora’s pussy and the girl cried out in dismay as she felt the wave she had just been teetering on the edge of began to recede. “NOOOOOOOOO! Please mistress please…I’m so close….please let me cum!”

Her little pearl throbbed in protest as Cora writhed against her chains, mindlessly humping her pussy against empty air as it clenched and spasmed even as her orgasm slipped away. Bitter tears ran down her cheeks as she sobbed at the unfairness of it. She had been right there. Just a few moments more would all it would have taken for her to climax. Why did her mistress keep denying her? Why wouldn’t she allow her to experience at least one proper orgasm?

So distraught was she that Cora was taken completely by surprise when she felt something soft and warm pressing up against her back and a pair of strong arms encircled themselves around her waist as Harriet came up behind her and embraced her. A gust of hot breath caressed her ear. “Oh my sweet Cora, you have no idea how beautiful you are like this. A bound, needy mess so desperate to cum but not allowed to. I confess, my darling girl, you are utterly bewitching.”

Even as Cora continued to bawl her eyes out at her predicament a little thrill of delight went through her at Harriet’s words, pleased that she had made the older woman happy despite her own frustrations. She suddenly was aware of the feeling of Harriet’s hard nipples digging into her shoulder blades along with something hot and wet and silky pressing against one of her bum cheeks and her eyes went wide as she realised it must be her mistress’s quim. For a moment she actually forgot the lingering pain in her poor abused bum and burning frustration of her denied virgin cunt as pride shot through her at this realisation.

“Do you not agree, Priya?”

“Oh yes, Your Ladyship,” Priya said from where she continued to kneel before Cora’s bound body. “This slattern of a girl is truly delightful to see brought to the very edge and then denied as she should be. It is a sight to behold.”

Cora let out a little whimper at Priya’s cruel words but it almost immediately turned to a moan as she felt Harriet’s hands drift up to palm the plump undersides of her breasts, albeit a frustrated one as the older woman deftly avoided her aching nipples. Another gust of hot breath caressed her ears. “Show me.”

At Harriet’s command, Priya rose to her feet and placed one of her hands between her legs, skillful fingers parting her dark labia lips to reveal the pink, inner folds beneath. They were so wet they were glistening.

One of Harriet’s hands left Cora’s bosom and reached out to touch Priya’s pussy, running up and down the silky depths beyond her parted slit. Cora could only watch enviously as her mistress rubbed her fingers over the dusky skinned woman’s little pearl, making her moan in obvious pleasure.

“Mistress…” Priya panted hungrily. “Mistress Harriet…please…may I?”

“Yes you may, my dear. You have more than earned your reward.”

Cora was at first baffled by Harriet’s words but their meaning soon became apparent as Priya stepped forward and straddled herself over one of the girl’s legs. Cora felt the dusky skinned woman's pussy, so very hot and wet, began gliding up and down her thigh, her labia folds making a delicious squelching sound as they rubbed against her soft skin. As she began humping herself against Cora’s thigh with greater and greater enthusiasm, Priya started to moan louder and louder, the sound ringing in the girl’s ears.

Abandoning her teasing caresses of Cora’s breasts, Harriet reached up and fisted her hands around Priya’s jet black curls even as she too began to grind her vagina against the round, perky cheek of Cora’s bum. Leaning forward over the bound girl’s shoulder, her lips met the other woman’s in a kiss.

With her limbs tightly bound to the square metal frame, Cora could do little more than watch as the two women’s kiss, just a few teasing inches from her face, became deeper and more passionate. Harriet was practically ravaging Priya’s mouth, quite obviously ruthlessly thrusting her tongue between the other woman’s lips into the wet depths beyond. The dusky skinned maid made no effort to stop her, simply taking it with a submissive passivity that Cora had never witnessed until now at the hands of her mistress. No, their mistress, Cora corrected herself.

The two women utterly ignored Cora, treating her as little more than a tool for the pair to masturbate themselves against. Somehow this was even worse than Priya’s earlier teasing. The sound of their ever louder and more frequent moans, only partially muffled against one another’s lips, ranging in her ears. The feeling of her young body sandwiched between those of Harriet and Priya, the warm softness of their flesh pressed against hers. The hot, wet feel of their quims grinding against her thigh and bottom. It all seemed to be shooting directly to the depths of her most private place, building the arousal within it ever higher and higher, while offering not the tiniest bit of relief. Her poor, burning vagina desperately wanted to be touched, but aside from the occasional accidental brush of one of Priya’s thighs against the very edge of it, it received none.

Suddenly, Priya pulled her head back with a loud gasp, breaking her kiss with Harriet. Her voice had a desperation to it that Cora had never heard before. “Mistress Harriet…oh please mistress I am so close…may I?”

“Not before me, don’t you dare,” Harriet’s voice was also uncharacteristically strained. “Oh Lord, I am so close…”

Priya made no further pleas, a look of obedient determination joining the lust in her eyes as she watched Harriet like a hawk. She made no effort to slake her frantic grinding of her pussy against Cora’s leg, but her nostrils flared as she took frantic deep breaths, grunting audibly from the effort of holding back her impending orgasm.

Then Harriet’s shot down from Priya’s long, black lockes to fasten themselves with an iron like grip on Cora’s hips as she began to hump her quim with an almost feral intensity against the girl’s bum. A triumphant cry escaped her lips. “Yes…yes…YES! I’m about to cum. Cum with me, Priya my darling, you have permission.”

Priya immediately redoubled her own efforts, rubbing herself up and down Cora’s thigh before letting loose a cry of her own. Cora felt something hot and wet gush over her bum and seconds later over the front of her thigh, juices dripping down her leg in burning little trails, and then both women let out howls of pleasure that were stifled against one another’s lips as they pressed against one another in yet another passionate kiss.

As the two women rode out their mutual climaxes, Cora could not stop the tearful whine that escaped her lips at the unfairness of it all. When would she be allowed to experience her own orgasm in all its wonderful fullness? Would she ever? Again and again since she had come to Artemis Hall she had been brought to the brink of release only to then be either cruelly denied it or tipped over the edge for one delicious second only to have the ensuing climax ruined, the prospect of what could have been taunting her in the aftermath. Oh how she wanted to cum. She needed to cum. But she was never allowed.

Hearing Cora’s petulant whimper, Harriet gave a chuckle and brought up one hand to softly caress the young woman’s cheek. “Oh, is that the sound of someone feeling a tad ignored that I hear? Fear not, my dear girl, this has just been a brief pause. I think it is time to resume, don’t you?”

Harriet walked around to Cora’s front, Priya obediently stepping aside so the older woman could stand before her helplessly bound body. With a hungry look in her eye, her mistress trailed her fingers down from Cora’s cheek, deftly avoiding her heaving breasts, and slid over her trembling stomach with a feathery light touch to come to rest between the girl’s legs. Harriet only cupped Cora’s sex, making no move to otherwise caress her, but it still elicited a little moan of delight from the young woman at her touch, light as it was.

An almost predatory look in her eyes that made the bound young woman shiver, Harriet leaned forward so her face was mere inches from Cora’s. “Oh, how wet you are, Cora my dear little slut. This wonton pussy of yours is positively soaking. Priya,” Harriet’s head turned away momentarily to address the maid, “I think it is high time my good girl’s sweet little bum was acquainted with the whip. Go fetch one.”

Eyebrows shooting up to her sweat soaked red bangs at Harriet’s words, Cora suddenly felt a jolt of fear rise up inside of her, warring with her arousal for dominance. She was now to be whipped? As exciting as being flogged had been, her poor bottom still hurt terribly from it. Surely a whipping would be even worse, doubly so if it was to be administered by Priya. The dusky skinned woman frightened her in a way that Harriet did not. She was as cruel as her mistress yet seemed untempered by even the slightest bit of mercy. Unconsciously, she began tugging the chains binding her wrists.

“Cora! Cora look at me,” Harriet’s voice was sharp as it cut through her rising distress and Cora felt her mistress’s hands gently cup her cheeks.

Obediently Cora met Harriet’s eyes, which had softened on her otherwise impassive face. The young woman immediately felt herself calming and her mistress leaned forward so their foreheads touched, her voice a soft, reassuring whisper. “Remember what I told you, Cora. If something is too much for you, all you must do is ask me to stop and I shall. I promise I will not be angry with you…and I will not send you away if that is the case here. I swear it, my darling. Do you believe me, Cora?”

Cora realised that she did. Her mistress could be cruel and clearly relished the anguish she inflicted upon her, but Cora could not deny that on some strange level she enjoyed the inflicting of it just as much. Somehow she also knew that if Harriet ever went beyond that she would stop if Cora only asked. Wordlessly, she gave a tentative nod.

“Do you wish to continue, Cora? Please use your words, I must hear them.”

“Yes,” Cora said softly and then again with more determination. “Yes, Mistress Harriet, I wish to continue.”

Harriet’s eyes blazed with happiness momentarily and then quickly looked over her shoulder. “Priya, I expect you to show some restraint given this is Cora’s first time. I will be watching and I will be displeased if you do not. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, My Lady,” Priya’s voice came from behind Cora.

“Good, begin when you are ready.”

Part of Cora wanted to look over her shoulder, where she knew Priya was lining up her first strike with her whip. Instead she kept her eyes level with Harriet’s, taking long, slow measured breaths to try and calm his rising nervousness. Each second felt like an eternity.

“I’m right here with you,” Harriet’s voice was barely a whisper yet it almost felt like it was caressing her body and Cora felt her resolve strengthen in response.

A hissing sound of something cutting through the air filled Cora’s ears and she tensed, her bum cheeks clenching in apprehension of what was coming.

CRACK!

The whip struck her left cheek and a second later fiery pain registered in its wake. It hurt far worse than the flogger had and the pain was far more concentrated. Cora’s dainty little hands balled up into fists and she clenched her teeth, but the only sound that escaped her lips was a strangled gasp. A look of pride filled Harriet’s eyes which sent a bolt of pleasure that seemed to shoot straight to Cora’s most private place, even stronger than the one that had come from the whip upon her bottom.

CRACK!

After a brief pause the whip struck her other bum cheek and again Cora suppressed the pained scream that welled up inside of her and threatened to spring from her lips. She kept her eyes locked with Harriet’s, savouring the obvious approval in them.

CRACK! CRACK!

Priya lashed her whip twice in quick succession across Cora’s bum, once across the top where it flared out from her narrow waist and then again across the bottom where it met the soft flesh of her upper thighs. Two fiery strips of pain were left in their wake. This time Cora could not stop the pained shriek that escaped her throat, but it was almost immediately stifled by Harriet’s tongue as the older woman pressed her lips against the girl’s in a kiss while forcing it into the interior of her mouth.

Moaning in delight into her mistress’s mouth, Cora instinctively tried to meld her body against Harriet’s but the older woman’s hands flew to her waist and grabbed it tightly to hold her in place. Teasingly, she lightly flicked the nipples of her modestly sized breasts against those of Cora’s larger ones, just barely caressing them. Cora struggled and strained, desperate for more contact, needing more contact, but Harriet’s hands were like iron and held her firmly so only the faintest of touches were allowed.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Priya continued to flay Cora’s poor bum with her whip with harder and more frequent strikes. It hurt terribly and when Harriet broke the kiss for air the girl made no effort now to stop the pained howls that accompanied each new blow upon her abused bottom. It felt burning hot and was now dotted with angry welts and abrasions as a testament to the dusky skinned woman’s handiwork. Harriet drank in the sight of Cora wailing and crying from the pain, clearly relishing her torment, and Cora felt her cheeks grow wet as tears once again began spilling down them. She was also aware that her inner thighs were positively dripping with the juices that were freely leaking from her hot, engorged sex, which seemed to clench in delight with every fresh strike of the whip.

“Good girl,” Harriet crooned. “You are such a good girl, Cora, taking your whipping so bravely. I think it’s time for you to feel my mouth.”

“You mean to place your mouth upon m-my…body, mistress?” Cora asked, startled by the implications.

Harriet laughed tauntingly. “Oh, is that all you wish? Do not play the prim and proper one with me, my sweet. I will not have you deny your true sluttish nature. Ask me properly or I may change my mind.”

“No mistress!” Cora panted between pained cries as Priya continued to torment her bum with her whip. “Please…let me feel your mouth…please let me feel i-it between m-my legs…”

“If that is what you want, my dear,” Harriet said simply, bringing her lips to her neck and sucking upon a pulse point.

Harriet did not linger there long, quickly kissing her way down Cora’s chest, her silky tongue lathing itself briefly upon the soft skin in the valley of the girl’s cleavage before continuing her way lower. Cora panted breathlessly as she felt her mistress’s lips plant soft little kisses upon her trembling stomach, eyes glued to the sight of Harriet’s blonde head growing closer and closer to where Cora desperately wished her to be.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Cora had been so entranced by Harriet and how her soft, silky lips had been drawing ever so closer to her hot, desperate sex that she had not noticed Priya had paused whipping her bum. As the maid suddenly resumed it, delivering a number of blows in rapid succession, fiery pain once again shot through both of her perky bum cheeks and Cora howled with pain.

Even as this went on, Cora remained focused on Harriet’s lips. They were now hovering just above her most private place, the older woman’s tongue lightly playing with the narrow strip of red curls that decorated her otherwise bare sex. Frantically, Cora tried wiggling upwards to bring her vagina into contact with those wonderful, teasing lips, but predictably Harriet maintained her vice-like grip on the girl’s hips and prevented her from doing so.

“Mistress, please!” Cora sobbed.

Harriet’s pale grey eyes flicked up and held her gaze for one long moment and then the young woman’s heart leapt in her throat as her mouth slowly descended downward. As a gust of warm breath engulfed her most private place, Cora let out a moan of pleasure. It turned to a whine of dismay, however, when moments later Harriet’s mouth drifted even further down and she began tonguing the soft flesh of one of Cora’s trembling inner thighs.

“Please mistress, no!” Cora sobbed even more frantically.

“What is the matter, Cora?” Harriet said teasingly as she switched to the girl’s other thigh, lightly tracing her tongue along the cleft where it met her pelvis. “I am doing precisely as you asked me and using my mouth between your legs. Is this not what you wanted?”

Cora’s cheeks grew hot and turned almost as red as the hair on her head as she realised what Harriet wanted her to say. The part of her that was still very much an innocent virgin rebelled at the thought. Saying it aloud and so explicitly felt so lewd. The part of her that was a wanton slut that had been awakened by Harriet, however, wanted nothing more than to finally feel her mistress’s mouth on her poor, denied quim. She wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything before in her young life.

The sluttish part of her won out and Cora practically howled. “Pleeeeaaase Mistress Harriet, kiss my pussy. Lick it. Let me feel your mouth on it. Please!”

Harriet’s eyes gleamed with delight but her voice had an almost teasing quality to it when she answered. “If that is what you want, Cora.”

“Yes!” Cora all but shrieked, heedless of the look in Harriet’s eyes that the girl recognised as a hint that she planned something more than she was saying.

“Very well, my sweet, if you truly wish that,” Harriet said primly before parting her lips and darting out her pink, glistening tongue to glide it up the length of Cora’s slit. The young woman squealed at the silky feeling, body shuddering as pleasure unlike anything she ever felt ran through her and then openly groaned when she felt the pointed little tip flick over her pulsing clitoris.

“Thank you, mistress,” Cora moaned. “More…please more…”

Harriet ran her tongue back down Cora’s slit, this time using the soft, moist underside, before repeating the process. Soon she was steadily lapping away at the young woman’s vagina, lathing it with her tongue, to her obvious delight and she moaned ever more loudly and enthusiastically.

“Oh mistress, thank you…don’t stop, please…your mouth feels so wonderful…oh please, keep going…” Cora babbled, barely even noticing Priya’s continued whipping of her bottom, the pain seemingly insignificant compared to the indescribable pleasure she felt from Harriet’s mouth upon her virgin sex. She had been imagining what it would feel like for days, ever since that first morning in her mistress's study when she had sucked on Harriet’s own pussy until it had brought the older woman to orgasm. Experiencing it in reality was something else entirely.

Harriet’s hands left Cora’s hips, no longer making an effort to stop the girl from grinding her burning pussy against her mouth, and her fingers parted the outer lips of her slit so her tongue to gain access to the wet, pink interior beyond. Increasingly though she focused her efforts on Cora’s hard little pearl, lathering the throbbing little bud with silky strokes of her tongue.

And then Cora felt Harriet’s lips fasten onto her little pearl and begin to suck. Her head tipped back and she cried out in delight as she felt almost overwhelmed by the surge of pleasure that ran through her. Pent up as she was by days of cruel teasing followed by ruthlessly ruined orgasms, it did not take Cora long to feel what felt like a truly massive climax beginning to bubble up inside of her. Her clitoris was almost trembling in anticipation, like a cork about to pop from a bottle of champagne.

“Oh Mistress Harriet, may I…I am about to…may I cum please?”

Instantly Harriet stopped and even Priya ceased her relentless lashing of Cora’s bum. For a moment Cora felt nothing but shock but then she felt the wave which had just begun to crest inside of her pull back and horror replaced it.

“Nooooooooo!” Cora howled, fresh tears flowing down her cheeks as she thrashed against her bonds. “I was so close, mistress…why did you stop…I was about to cum….please why did you stop?”

Harriet looked up from where she knelt before Cora, clear relish in her eyes as she drank in the obvious torment in the girl’s face, and smiled cruelly. “Stop? Oh my sweet, I did warn you. Best prepare yourself, I have only just begun.”

With that Harriet leaned forward once again and pressed her lips against Cora’s vagina in an almost prim little kiss, followed by a dainty lick of her tongue up her slit. Its progress was frustratingly slow and featherlight but Cora moaned in pleasure all the same as she arched her hips forward instinctively.

CRACK!

Cora’s moan became a shriek as Priya struck again with her whip and fiery pain once more cut into one of her bum cheeks. Harriet for her part once again focused her efforts on Cora’s straining little pearl, lathering it with the soft, moist back of her tongue in a quick side to side motion, as her skillful fingers caressed the outer lips of the girl’s slit. Before long Cora once again felt the familiar wave rising within her and beginning to crest.

“Mistress, please…I’m about to…please, I’m going to cum…please let me cum!”

Again Harriet stopped, shifting away from Cora’s desperate cunt to lick her tongue teasingly along one of her inner thighs. “Oh no my dear. You are not allowed to cum yet, if you will be at all.”

Again and again the same process played out, like the steps of a particularly lewd dance. Harriet ravaged Cora’s vagina, sucking and kissing the little bud of her clitoris with her lips, licking and caressing her slit with her tongue, and teasingly stroking the wet, inner folds of her cunt with her fingers. She held nothing back except for one thing; she refused to let Cora cum.

Every time Cora felt the beautiful wave begin to crest within her cunt, Harriet would immediately shift her attentions away from the girl’s poor denied pussy and focus them elsewhere. She would tongue Cora’s quivering thighs, plant soft kisses over her trembling stomach, stroke her fingers over the soft undersides of her heavy breasts, and patiently wait while the young woman’s passion cooled. She never stopped touching Cora for a moment; never letting her rest for so much as a second and prolonging her edge until it was finally safe for her to return to her hot, engorged quim and mercilessly begin all over again.

Before long Cora was bawling her eyes out like a child, sobbing and pleading with ever growing desperation. It did no good. Harriet clearly relished Cora’s ever more anguished begging, drinking in every teary wail and breathless cry, but she remained totally unswayed and refused to give her any respite.

“You beg so wonderfully, my beautiful girl,” Harriet said after the latest cruel edge as she lightly circled her fingers up and down Cora’s pelvis, almost touching the lips of her slit but not quite. Oh why did she keep touching her? Why couldn’t she let her rest for only a moment? “I simply must continue to admire the sight so I will tease you all the longer.”

Out of mad desperation, Cora switched tactics and tried keeping herself quiet and her body still, clenching her teeth to stifle her moans and gasps and willing herself with all that she had to suppress even the tiniest little spasm or tremble with, hoping perhaps she could trick her mistress into accidentally tipping her over the edge. This too proved fruitless. Somehow Harriet seemed to know when Cora had once again reached that point where her climax was so close she could almost taste it and even the slightest caress of her pearl or vagina would push her past the point of no return and continued to ruthlessly shift away to other parts of the girl’s body, taunting her as she did so.

“Oh, did you think you could slip that by me, Cora? Bad girl, trying to trick your mistress like that. I was actually considering letting you cum, but now I shall have to punish you by keeping you in denial longer.”

Cora felt as if she would surely go mad if this continued. She thrashed against the chains restraining her young body, bucking and straining until her limbs ached and beads of sweat broke out all across her pale skin. She was not even truly seeking to break free, such impractical thoughts were beyond her. All she could think of was the torment in her bum, now covered all over in inflamed welts and angry red abrasions from Priya’s cruel whipping, and the inferno that had engulfed her virgin sex along with an agonising need to cum. Every teasing lick and kiss from Harriet grew this need stronger and stronger while doing nothing to slake it in the slightest.

How long this continued for Cora could not say. Harriet remained kneeling with her lips between Cora’s legs, once again sucking upon her most private place and building her up towards the edge yet again. How many times had it been now? A dozen? A hundred? Cora could not even keep count anymore.

“Mistress….please….” Cora sobbed. “Please…let me cum…please…I wanna cum….”

Harriet said nothing but she continued to suck away even harder…

CRACK!

…Cora screamed in both pain and pleasure as the latest blow from the whip scorched across her bum even as she felt her pearl being pulled out from its protective hood…

CRACK!

…in between Harriet’s soft, moist lips…

CRACK!

…the hard little bud, throbbing madly as her mistress’s tongue slathered over it…

CRACK!

Cora felt the inside of her cunt begin to clench and her clitoris tighten and cried out. “Mistress, I’m cumming! Please!”

The young woman’s heart leapt with joy as this time her mistress didn’t stop, Harriet continuing to suck away as the wave actually crested this time and crashed over her body. Cora cried out in delight as the pleasure burst from her cunt.

And then a familiar wicked gleam filled Harriet’s eyes and she relaxed her lips, leaving them still lightly around the circumference of Cora’s vagina but utterly denying her clitoris any touch whatsoever other than teasing little wafts of her breath as it madly throbbed away inside the hot, moist interior of her mouth.

Horror surged through Cora as she felt her orgasm immediately begin to run out of steam, the wonderful pleasure disappearing and being replaced with the intense feeling of agonising frustration that always accompanied a ruined climax. Something inside of her finally snapped.

“NOOOOOO!” She screamed at the top of her lungs, frantically trying to rock her hips even as Harriet’s hands once again gripped with hips to stop her. “Please mistress, I need to cum! I wanna cum! Just once, mistress, please! Auntie please just once!”

For one moment that felt like a lifetime Harriet did nothing but stare back unblinkingly at Cora, then her mistress’s eyes darkened as they always seemed to whenever Cora referred to her in that taboo, forbidden way. Wild happiness filled Cora as the older woman pursed her lips and she once again felt them begin to suck at her little pearl. The sensation was soft and light but it was enough to bring her orgasm roaring back to life and pleasure unlike the girl had ever felt before exploded out from her clitoris throughout her cunt and then her entire body from head to toe.

“Thank you thank you Auntie thank you!” Cora howled through the wide O of her mouth as her head tipped back. Priya continued to mercilessly lash away at her bottom with her whip and the pain combined together with the pleasure into something that was as indescribable as it was overwhelming. Her young body shuddered and spasmed and for a moment the tiny part of Cora’s brain that still seemed capable of thought actually wondered if she was about to pass out from the intensity of what she was experiencing.

Then finally the last traces of her first proper orgasm ended and Cora’s entire body went limp as her knees buckled leaving her hanging from the chains attached to her wrists. She felt strong arms encircled her shoulders and something soft and warm pressed up against her front and she realised it was Harriet hugging her tightly to her in a way that made her feel like she was the most precious thing in all existence. Cora melted against her.

CRACK!

The whip struck her bum once again, startling Cora as she let out a pitiful cry.

“Stop!” She heard Harriet say, a cold fury in her voice that she had never heard before, at least directed towards Priya. “And do not think I am not disappointed in you, Priya, for having to tell you so. Release Cora from her restraints.”

Cora felt only dimly aware of the chains being unclipped from her wrist and ankle restraints, her arms flopping down to hang loosely beside her body. She was convinced she would have simply toppled over had it not been for the strong grip Harriet had upon her. She felt so very strange. What was wrong with her?

“Walk, Cora,” Harriet murmured in her ear, her voice soft and gentle in a way that made the young woman’s heart flip flop in her chest. “Not far, I promise you my beautiful girl. You have been so strong for me. So strong. Just a little bit more and you can rest, I swear.”

Mindlessly, Cora placed one foot in front of the other, Harriet wordlessly guiding her. She felt so strange. Unlike anything she had ever felt before. Her young body seemed to be quivering and she clung to Harriet with everything she had, the older woman a bastion of stability she was beyond grateful for.

Cora felt herself being laid down upon something and whimpered in pain as her poor, abused bum came into contact with what she idly realised was a mattress of some kind. “I’m sorry, my darling girl,” she heard Harriet say tenderly, shifting her body so she lay on her side.

Feeling Harriet begin to pull away, a wild panic shot through Cora. No! Please don’t leave her alone. Her arms grabbed at her mistress without even thinking, suddenly finding the strength to hold onto her as if her life depended on it. “No please please! Please Auntie don’t leave me. Don’t leave me!”

Immediately Harriet relented, her embrace tightening around Cora as one hand guided her head up onto her shoulder so the girl was almost half lying atop of her. “I won’t, Cora, I won’t. Calm yourself, my sweet girl, I’m here and I have you. You are safe. Priya, go fetch the ointment and apply it to Cora’s bottom.”

Was it Cora’s imagination or did Harriet sound just a touch frosty when she addressed the dusky skinned maid? Distracted as she was, the girl couldn’t be certain. She felt so very strange; her body felt numb yet overwhelmed at the same time and she couldn’t seem to stop herself from shaking. She almost felt as if she was on the verge of crying.

“It’s alright, Cora,” Harriet shushed her softly, whispering into her ear. “I’m here. I will always be here, my darling. Hush now and listen to me.”

Cora was vaguely aware of the click of Priya’s heels against the floor, signalling the other woman’s return. She felt something cool being poured over the cheeks of her inflamed, sore buttocks and then hissed in pain when she felt the other woman’s hands mould themselves onto the perky globes and begin massaging the poor abused flesh.

“Ssssshhhhhhhh,” Harriet whispered soothingly into Cora’s ear. “This will help, Cora, I promise.”

Harriet softly stroked Cora’s hair and back as she continued to hold her in her arms while Priya rubbed the oily substance over her bum; her touch was surprisingly light and very much out of character for the normally cruel other woman. As she rubbed and massaged Cora’s poor inflamed buttocks the pain began to recede and the girl felt whatever strange state had come upon her retreat. As this happened it was replaced by a feeling of mortification. Harriet must surely be so disappointed with her and how she had utterly fallen apart in the aftermath of what had happened.

“Will there be anything, My Lady?” She heard Priya ask, her hands disappearing from Cora’s now soothed rear.

“No, that will be all Priya,” Harriet answered and this time Cora definitely could hear a noticeably cool tone in her voice. Was Priya the source of it? Was she? Were they both responsible? Her insides seemed to shrivel up at the question. “Go and see that dinner is prepared. I will see to Cora myself.”

The click of her heels announced Priya’s departure. Cora did not even wait for the sound to vanish before she found the words pouring out of her mouth. “Mistress Harriet, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.”

“Forgive you for what, my darling girl?”

“For how I behaved just now…I do not know what came over me…it was so strange I almost couldn’t control myself…I’m sorry you had to put up with my silliness…please I promise to do better….”

“Cora!” Harriet’s sharp voice cut through her babbling but the hand that reached down and cupped itself under her chin was surprisingly gentle as it pushed Cora’s face up to look at her. The look on her mistress’s face was as impervious as it ever was, but her eyes were uncharacteristically gentle.

When Cora obediently quieted Harriet went on. “Listen to me carefully, Cora. There is nothing that has occurred that you should apologise for. You simply experienced an intense reaction to what I am certain was a very intense experience. That is natural. As for me having to ‘put up with your silliness’ the only thing silly was what you just said. I remind you again that you are mine, and taking care of what is mine is only my duty as a good mistress. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, mistress,” Cora answered, relief flooding through her that she had not disappointed or displeased Harriet, along with the familiar warm, tingling feeling that filled her entire body at the possessive way the older woman had referred to her. Part of her still felt she should somehow be repulsed at being referred to in such a way, almost like an object or a possession of some kind. The greater part of her revelled in it, not caring if she was a possession so long as she was Harriet’s possession. Harriet made her feel beautiful. Harriet made her feel desirable. Harriet made her feel lov -

Cora realised where her mind was going and frantically quashed the thought about to enter her mind. No! Nothing good would come from entertaining such thoughts. Harriet had certainly shown she had a softer side towards Cora and perhaps even viewed her with something that could be described as affection, but surely that was all there was. Hoping for anything more would only be foolish.

Instead she smiled up at Harriet and snuggled her body against hers. Harriet offered a smile of her own in return, but it had a hungry quality to it that made the girl’s body shiver.

Cora felt Harriet shift underneath her and realised that the other woman had spread open her legs. “Now, my darling girl, seeing as how I so generously allowed you the release you have been craving, I think it is only fair you return the favour?”

Understanding what her mistress was ordering, Cora obediently brought her lips to one of Harriet’s plump breasts and planted a kiss upon a puffy, pink nipple before latching onto it and beginning to suck. When she tried to bring her hands up to caress them, however, she felt herself grabbed by the wrists by the older woman, who pulled them down and clipped the restraints upon them to the leather harness around her waist, firmly securing her hands.

“No hands, my dear,” Harriet said firmly. “Let’s not make things too easy for you.”

Cora kissed her way down Harriert’s chest and stomach to her upper pelvis, taking her time and lathing her tongue against her mistress’s soft skin. Soon her face was hovering above the other woman’s vagina and she paused for one second to drink in the beautiful sight before leaning down to capture Harriet’s glistening pearl with her mouth so she could suck on it. She revelled in the delicious taste of Harriet’s cunt and the delicious moans and cries of pleasure she elicited from her, joy and pride filling her at the evidence of the pleasure she was bringing her mistress. Cora savoured the smell of the other woman’s arousal and the unique scent that was just hers that filled her nostrils.

She told herself that it was enough.


The End?
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