
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


Amelia 1

Captive of Watchnest Hall

by

Lindsey Brooks

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright 2010 Lindsey
Brooks

Published by Strict Publishing
International

 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and
did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 



Chapter 1

 


Amelia watched the great, dark
bulk of the figure coming ever nearer. Her heart fluttered with
fear. Slowly and deliberately, the fiend unbuttoned his shirt. He
stripped it back from his thickly muscled torso and cast it
carelessly aside. Moonlight flooding through the open windows
behind him bathed the hard line of his jaw as his measured tread
stopped at the foot of the bed. The eyes in his shadowed face
glinted with menace.

Terror seized Amelia in a
paralysing grip. Moments before, she had been sleeping peacefully,
warm and safe, until some sixth sense had awoken her and she had
seen the monstrous figure looming over her bed. Hands trembling,
she clutched her blankets to her chin, staring horror-stricken at
the stranger who had so daringly violated the sanctity of her room.
How easily he could also violate the sanctity of her bed, or even -
a chill of fear ran up her spine - her fragile, defenceless
body.

The corded muscles of the
brute’s arms rippled in the moonlight as he grabbed the lower edge
of Amelia’s bedclothes and tore them from her feeble grasp. She
cowered, exposed and unprotected, clad only in the thinnest of
nightgowns. Desperate to jump up and flee, Amelia found her limbs
refused to move. Even her vocal chords betrayed her. By the time
her scream reached her lips it was no more than a faint, pathetic
squeak.

A flicker of light showed in the
dark face - cold moonlight reflecting in the stranger’s eyes as
they met her own. His hand reached out. At last, Amelia found her
strength and twisted away, scrabbling across the bed to escape.
With terrifying ease, the monster caught her and flung her on her
back. Disdaining her puny strength, he pressed her shoulders flat.
Little contractions of fear made her belly quiver as she stared up
at his invisible, shadowed face, not daring to move, petrified she
would feel once more the brutal power that starkly told her she was
completely at his mercy. But feel it she did as he seized her
ankles and drew them wide apart. Fear kept her immobile when he
began to slide her nightgown upwards, his big, rough hands sliding
over the smoothness of her calves and thighs, slowly raising the
flimsy garment above her waist.

Without warning, the fiend’s
great paws tore the material like gossamer, baring Amelia’s
up-thrust breasts. She recoiled in shock, her nakedness suddenly
bathed in eerie moonlight as the monster drew back to view his
prize. Amelia sensed the brute’s gaze drinking in her nudity as he
fuelled his lust with the sight of her lithe curves and the rich
mounds of her breasts. She caught her breath when the stranger
began to unfasten his trousers. Terror once more took her in its
grip and held her fast. His power had her cowed. His strength
enforced her submission.

Above the thumping of her
frantically beating heart, she heard the tiny noises of each
trouser button being undone and the sound of the trousers sliding
down thick-muscled thighs. The fiend hesitated, looking towards the
door of the room as though to reassure himself he would not be
disturbed in his work. Amelia looked too, longingly, at her only
avenue of escape, so near yet so unreachable. When she looked once
more at her assailant, her head spun until she almost fainted.

Rearing before her was a
monstrous penis, as long and thick as her forearm. Strange
feelings, unsought and unknown until that moment, suddenly uncoiled
within her. Amelia’s face flushed with the heat of her modesty and
she felt another sort of heat, unbidden and unwanted, stirring
between her parted thighs.

The stranger reached for her,
exploring her nakedness. To Amelia’s surprise, he did not use her
roughly or with haste. His big, blunt-fingered hands moved slowly
and gently, caressing her hips and waist, arms and shoulders,
pausing for a moment to lightly stroke her cheek and brush her
lips. Her blood was pulsing hotly through her veins and she could
hear her heart pounding and her breathing quicken as the fiend
stroked his way down to her breasts. Softly, the strong fingers
traced patterns across the two up-thrust peaks, circling their
tips, drawing ever closer to the nipples. Amelia gasped in
astonishment as the stranger’s fingers caressed her twin buds and
they swelled and hardened, tingling as they had never done before.
There was a tingling too in the secret place between her legs, and
all of her belly and thighs were quivering, not just with fear but
also with a singular excitement. Astounded, Amelia heard her lips
emit a breathy moan as the stranger’s hand slid slowly down her
stomach and began stroking her thighs. Her belly tightened.
Excitement and anticipation were making her head swim as with
agonising slowness the fingers traced their tantalising way towards
her sex.

She squirmed as the stranger’s
caress slid to the inside of her thighs, pausing there to stroke
the warmly damp skin, so very sensitive to his touch. His fingers
brushed the silky hairs around the entrance to her sex and she felt
an indescribable thrill of excitement. Amelia stiffened,
remembering to be afraid, to be horrified by the dark, evil monster
who was poised to ravish her. She could not cling to the fear. It
slipped away, banished by the fire raging between her thighs and a
reckless craving for pleasure that was suddenly all that filled her
mind. A pulse of helpless delight coursed through her sex as a
finger traced the line of her vulva, lightly separating the moist
lips. Her hips leapt upward, her swelling outer labia parted at the
gentlest pressure and the fiend’s finger sank inside her.

Amelia wriggled, gasping and
giving little stunned moans of mingled delight and disbelief. She
had never imagined any pleasure as great as that the big, broad
finger of the stranger was creating in her quivering sex. Something
seemed to be swelling within it, responding to the movement of the
monster’s thumb beneath the little hood crowning her slit. The
thing stiffened, rising from the little folds of flesh, rewarding
each jerk and wriggle she gave with a fresh surge of arousal.
Breathlessly, she moaned and whimpered, her entire skin aflame. Her
nipples were so hard they ached, and all her belly and thighs
burned with a fiery passion she had never known before. The thick
finger teased the soft, moist inner lips of her sex apart and the
heady scent of her womanhood filled the air around her.

The stranger moved suddenly,
positioning himself between her open legs, and Amelia’s racing
pulse quickened further. Anticipation made her giddy. She felt the
monster’s weight upon her, his body heat, the texture of his skin
against hers, all sensations that were new and strange and wildly
intoxicating. Boldly, she reached up and felt the breadth of his
shoulders and the thick, iron-hard muscles in his upper arms. She
trembled and knew she was helpless. She could do nothing but
surrender.

But she yearned to surrender.
Awestruck, Amelia felt her belly clench tight as the stranger laid
the great, thick shaft of his penis upon it. With fearful
fascination, she reached out and touched its swollen head. It was
taut and hot, and very hard under her small hand. She drew back as
though it had burned her. The stranger gave a throaty growl and
Amelia felt his thick, rigid length slide down her stomach and over
the soft curls on her pubic mound. Her heart and belly and sex were
all trembling. She could scarcely breathe. The moment had come.

The broad head of the fiend’s
penis touched her tender lips. It was huge. It was monstrous! Her
fear rose up again and was vanquished at once by the intensity of
her desire. Straining her thighs wide as the pressure against her
sensitive opening increased, Amelia wriggled under a sudden thrust
of the brute’s hips. The swollen penis stretched her and a ripple
of shivering delight ran the length of her sheath. She cried out as
her sex abruptly yielded and she felt the great shaft sink within.
Immediately, she was filled with a sparkling excitement she had
never dreamed existed.

The stranger laid his hard belly
upon Amelia’s, giving short jerks of his hips as he worked his full
length into her. His great bulk was crushing her, his face inches
from hers, yet still she could make out nothing of his shadowed
features. Only the silhouette of his dark head was visible against
the moonlit ceiling, its outline becoming more vague as lust and
passion blurred the young woman’s vision.

Ungentle hands were upon her
breasts, squeezing the firm-fleshed mounds, pinching and teasing
her hardened nipples, fuelling her arousal as the quickening
thrusts of the penis raised the fierce heat in her sex to
unbearable levels. Hardly aware of it, Amelia made thrusts of her
own, driving herself onto the impaling shaft, giving little,
involuntary yelps of passion in her frantic climb towards
fulfilment. Both she and her assailant were sheened with sweat, and
the animal scent of their lust clung to them as the speed of their
coupling increased. Amelia raised her knees, her thighs gripping
the monster’s waist as she strained to meet each bruising stoke and
heighten the raw delight flowing through her. He was lunging hard
and fast, hands clasped tightly on her breasts, his horny palms an
agony of pleasure against their hard tips. He tore a cry from her,
a cry of urgency and unendurable need that Amelia could not believe
had come from her own lips.

She orgasmed. It overwhelmed her
in an instant of blinding, incredible elation, a vast surge of
heart-stopping brilliance that smashed her flat and deprived her of
all other senses, leaving only the immense, shattering delight of
her climax. Ripe juices flooded her sex. Its velvety ridges rippled
with indescribable joy and then contracted, clamping hard around
the great shaft filling her. Amelia heard the stranger’s animal cry
and felt the sudden gush as he too came in a bucking, grinding,
thrashing of his hips that triggered again her own passionate
outpouring. White lights flashed before her eyes while her mind
whirled and her stomach quivered and clenched in ungovernable
ecstasy.

With a final shiver of pleasure
fluttering between her thighs, Amelia opened her eyes. For a moment
she lay quietly, staring at the canopy above her bed, feeling her
blood cool and her heartbeat slow. She had not meant to do it, but
she was glad she had given in to temptation, though slightly
disappointed it had not worked out quite as she would have wished.
The fantasy was one of her favourites, and she had hoped that this
time she might at least have glimpsed the face of the stranger who
ravished her in the darkness so thoroughly and so well.

Amelia looked towards the
windows and sighed. It was not moonlight that was making patterns
across her bare legs but the sun. Time was passing. Suddenly aware
of it, the young woman took the instrument she had used to pleasure
herself and put it carefully on the linen handkerchief that lay on
the side table. She got up quickly and went to the washstand.

Her toilette completed, Amelia
paused to check her appearance in the peer glass, smoothing down
the pleats of her travelling skirt. Her bodice too looked a little
creased from the effects of her impulsive frolic. She pulled it
straighter, feeling her breasts flatten under the material,
adjusted the cuffs and smoothed the collar, and with a nod of
satisfaction to her image in the mirror, picked up her hat and
gloves and hurried downstairs.

The drawing room was empty, as
Amelia had known it would be. Jeavons the butler, last of the house
servants, had left that morning. Amelia had stood at the door of
the Hall, waving her handkerchief in sad farewell and the tears she
had shed had been for Jeavons as well as for herself. He had stayed
beyond the end of his notice, perhaps more loyal to the house he
had served for long years than to its youthful mistress, but his
gesture had touched Amelia. She had been generous to the servants.
None would suffer for her ill fortune, but Jeavons had been her
strongest support during her ordeal and she had been even more
open-handed with him, and had the brief pleasure of his warm thanks
when he took his leave.

Tearful again, Amelia turned
from the window, resenting the blue sky and the mid-June sunshine
that streamed into the drawing room, casting latticed shadows
across the carpet. For her, the day was filled with gloom. She was
leaving her home. Worse - she was being driven from it. She stared
at the letter on the table beside the window as though her hatred
could make it burst into flames. But it just lay there, still
creased from the first time she had read it, when she had crumpled
it into a ball and flung it from her with all her strength.

“Oh, Jonathan,” she said aloud,
“won’t you come back and save me from all this?” Nothing but
silence greeted her plea, and not for the first time Amelia roundly
cursed Victor in terms that a young, respectable lady was not
expected to know but which were familiar to the grooms of Watchnest
Hall when dealing with a recalcitrant horse. Only when she had
exhausted her vocabulary did she realise that she had forgotten all
about her ‘toy’. It lay where she had left it, on the table at her
bedside, nestling on one of her fine linen handkerchiefs.

The sound of impatiently
stamping hooves made Amelia glance through the window. Her carriage
stood outside, already packed with her belongings and waiting for
her to board, just as it had been when she had given in to
temptation. With what she knew was unseemly haste, Amelia hurried
to her room to retrieve the ‘toy’, reflecting that it was an
indication of how deep was her distress that she could have
neglected to pack so important an item.

Returning to the drawing room,
she looked around her beloved home and sanctuary for the last time.
Her heart could not have felt heavier. Here she had felt safe,
been safe, from the rigours and dangers of the world beyond
the Hall’s boundaries, cocooned behind its thick walls, protected
by Jeavons and the other servants from the painful vagaries of
fortune that had so plagued her earliest years.

Memories of what she was sure
had been the happiest time of her life came to her as she surveyed
the familiar surroundings for the last time. At first there had
been visitors, mostly the ladies of the local gentry with sons of
marriageable age, although when they had learned she had no dowry,
their eagerness for her to meet their offspring had quickly faded.
Amelia was indifferent. Happy in her comfortable isolation, she had
kept the accounts, directed the servants in their duties, and
controlled the house’s domestic affairs with all the energy at her
disposal. In her leisure hours she had walked in the gardens,
ridden on the estate, sketched and painted, read books from the
library to improve her mind (and learned much thereby), or the
novels of romance and adventure that she had loved since she was a
girl.

Sometimes she had just wandered
unhindered around her adoptive home. There were pictures, statues
and many curious objects that Jonathan Barron had brought back from
his travels in lands near and far. Jeavons had always had a tale to
tell about them and his stories had fascinated and excited her for
hours, until she had longed for Jonathan’s return so she could at
last meet the brave adventurer the butler described. But the years
had passed with hardly a word from him and the chance of their
meeting had seemed to grow ever more remote.

Yet Amelia had been happy,
relishing what Jonathan had given her and learning to manage the
household he had entrusted to her care with a scrupulous efficiency
that had earned the admiration of her benefactor’s butler,
something she considered high praise indeed. She had taken to
exploring the more obscure corners of the Hall while reliving the
adventurous tales Jeavons had told of her distant ancestors whose
portraits decorated its walls. In the cellars, she had found
rusting relics from the Civil War, when the Hall had been a
Royalist stronghold and prepared for a Roundhead siege that never
came. In the attic she had discovered more of the curios Jonathan
and others before him had collected, and had spent two whole weeks
rummaging through them amid the dust and cobwebs.

Once each year, suitably
chaperoned by the lady’s companion she had employed, she had gone
to the County Ball, held in a grand stately home so glittering with
gold leaf and chandeliers it made her own dear Watchnest Hall seem
modest by comparison. But Amelia did not greatly care for these
entertainments or for the ladies and gentlemen she met at such
gatherings, and had quickly decided parties and balls were not her
pleasure. Thus, she had given no encouragement to those who had
shown an interest in her and had soon earned the reputation of
being cold and aloof. Indeed, she had learned that some called her
arrogant and disdainful, though she knew she was no such thing.
Once, she had overheard a young man refer to her as ‘Miss Prim and
Proper’. That had stung, but Amelia had smiled to herself, thinking
that if she revealed how eagerly and frequently she sought her
secret place, he would know how inappropriate that name was. And
she had known too, how eagerly he would have sought it, were
she to give him the chance. The thought had set up such a prickling
between her legs that Amelia had had to sit down and fan herself
briskly. And immediately upon returning home she had shut herself
in her room and at once raised gown and petticoats, and applied her
fingers to the little, moist slit between her thighs that was the
centre of her delight.

The recollection brought her
back to the present and she dabbed away her tears with her
handkerchief, then carefully wrapped it around the ‘toy’. This was
neither the time nor place to be feeling the tingle of excitement
the sight or touch of it always caused her. Quickly, she opened the
pigskin valise that stood on the table by the window and put it
inside. There was a faint, metallic clink as she did so, reassuring
her that her money was still there. The courts had stopped her
access to Jonathan’s bank accounts, but she had anticipated that
and drawn money while she could. It had paid off the servants
handsomely, as well as purchasing the tenancy of an attractive
cottage in Weymouth for Amelia. She knew that Jonathan would not
want her left penniless and that he would approve of what she had
done. In her valise was the balance of the money, all she had apart
from her belongings on the carriage, but those thousand pounds in
notes and sovereigns would keep her in comfort, if not in the
manner to which she was accustom.

Amelia’s belly fluttered
nervously. She had a journey to begin. She must treat it as an
adventure, she told herself, doing her best to summon her courage.
But adventure was something she much preferred to experience in the
pages of her novels or from Jeavons’s tales, than to confront in
reality. She reached out to fasten her valise and was surprised to
see a carriage coming up the drive at a brisk trot. The coachman
sawed back on the reins, and with a jingling of harness and
stamping of hooves, brought it to a halt beside Amelia’s own.
Wondering who would call upon her on such a day, for she did not
encourage visitors, she watched the coachman dismount and open the
carriage door. As he did so an awful thought struck Amelia and a
moment later her stomach gave a lurch as she saw Victor Birchwood
step down.

Hatred and anger made Amelia’s
head swim and her heart pound as she watched Victor address her
coachman. The man replied with a gesture towards the Hall and
Victor appeared to speak more sharply, with gestures of his own.
The coachman tugged at the peak of his cap, got down from his seat
and, to Amelia’s alarm and consternation, began to unload her
luggage.

Her first impulse was to rush
outside and remonstrate with him, but she was determined her enemy
would not see her flustered or distressed. She drew back as Victor
glanced towards the house, but not before she had seen the last of
her baggage piled on the ground and her coach drive off towards the
stables. Worried as well as angry, Amelia paced the floor
agitatedly, wondering if she had been wise to hang on until the
last possible moment before departing. She had so hated the idea of
having to abandon the safety of her home, and hated too the feeling
that by doing so she was letting down her benefactor. Returning to
look anxiously through the window, she saw another man had
dismounted from Victor’s coach and together they were walking
towards the Hall. Amelia took a deep breath. The second man was
Victor’s lawyer, the architect of her downfall.

There was no knock at the
unlatched door. Victor walked straight in as if he owned the place.
His footsteps rang hollowly in the entrance hall. The drawing room
door opened. Amelia found she was still holding her breath and let
it out with a rush into the sudden silence. The ornate clock above
the fireplace ticked loudly. Victor looked her straight in the eye,
his face hard and uncompromising.

He had once been quite a
handsome man, Amelia knew, and was still quite well muscled beneath
his broadcloth coat, though it bulged somewhat around his belly.
His eyes were dark and somewhat hooded, as though to conceal their
menace, his nose long above a thin-lipped, peevish mouth. Though he
and Amelia were only very distantly related, they shared one
characteristic, for both had hair that was raven black. There was
perhaps also a hint of her own high cheekbones in his face, though
Victor’s heavy features were far from Amelia’s smooth, full-lipped,
feminine beauty. He was in his mid-thirties, she knew, a few years
younger than Jonathan, but the effects of his reputedly profligate
lifestyle were showing clearly on his lined and florid face.

She stared back at him, her wide
eyes full of anger and disgust. Although her belly was fluttering,
when she spoke she managed to sound cold and disdainful. “I might
have known, sir, that you would not have the decency to wait for
the appointed date to complete your theft.”

Victor’s lips twitched and his
face flushed. “As well I did not, Miss Barron, since it seems you
have been apprehended in a theft of your own. Were the instructions
not clear to you that all property was to remain with the
house?”

Amelia drew herself up, her
temper on a short rein. “Oh, they were perfectly clear, sir. Have
no fear. There is only one thief in this room and it is not I.”

“Then how do you explain the
carriage, piled high with your plunder and ready to depart?”

“What?” Suddenly at a loss,
Amelia took several moments to recover her composure. “Those are my
belongings, sir, to which I have every right, as any honourable man
would tell you.” Her eyes flickered to Charles Dunkerley, the
lawyer, who was standing behind Victor, but he made no move to
intervene.

“And how were they paid for?”
Victor demanded. “Did not the proceeds of this estate buy them? And
am I not….” He paused to replace his angry snarl with a smug smile
of satisfaction. “Am I not now the owner of this estate?”

“Damn you if you are, sir,”
Amelia spat, “and your lackeys who connived with you in your fraud,
for Jonathan will return and when he does you will rue this
day.”

Victor laughed humourlessly.
“The courts have established that Jonathan is dead. Witnesses have
testified they saw him swamped in a rowing boat in Valparaiso
harbour and drown before he could be rescued. Everyone else is
willing to believe the evidence.” He gestured at the large pile of
Amelia’s baggage on the drive. “I see now why you persist in
refusing to accept the truth.”

“Not at all, sir. For the truth
is Jonathan Barron is alive. No body was ever found, and I
do not believe a word of that sea-captain’s claim that he saw it
happen, or those sworn affidavits from his crew, who were always
conveniently at sea whenever there was a court hearing.”

Victor’s face clouded. “Have a
care what you are implying, Miss Barron.”

“I imply nothing, sir,” Amelia
snapped back. “I state outright that the captain was paid by you to
lie.”

“Why, you slanderous little
minx. You only ever showed up in court once. What the devil do you
know about it?”

“Enough to recognise a fraud and
a liar when I’m face to face with one,” Amelia sneered and saw his
anger flare. Broad and imposing, Victor took a step towards her and
she had to swallow her apprehension to hold his eyes with her own
defiant glare.

“To hell with your damned
arrogance. You no longer give the orders here. I am the Master of
Watchnest Hall, and you are leaving it for good.”

“Give me my belongings and I
will be gone,” Amelia assured him. “I would not spend a moment
longer than necessary with such as you.”

“Oh, you will go, miss! But
you’ll take nothing of mine with you.”

His hand moved like lightning,
seizing the front of her bodice, and she felt his appalling
strength as his fist closed on the rich material and pulled. With
buttons popping and cloth ripping, the bodice split from neck to
waist and Amelia cried in alarm. Red-faced with fury, Victor cast
the torn piece aside and grabbed at what was left, ripping and
rending until it was in tatters.

“Ruffian,” Amelia cried,
scandalised that he should dare lay hands upon her. “Let me
go.”

“Gladly,” Victor said through
clenched teeth. “When I have what is mine.”

His hand clawed at the ragged
remains of the garment around her shoulders, catching in the neck
of her shift. Amelia felt the jerk, heard the thin silk rip and
with a shriek of outrage, clutched at her suddenly exposed breasts.
Mouth wide in alarm, she turned to run, but Victor seized the
waistband of her skirt, almost pulling her off her feet as he
yanked the material. With a loud tearing, the skirt’s seams split.
Amelia felt the fine linen of her petticoat part and the silk of
her drawers rip. She was naked.

“Monster,” she screamed,
outraged, and leaped at Victor, hands clawed to rake his face. He
jumped back, knocking Dunkerley over but saving his eyesight. Only
one of Amelia’s nails caught him, ploughing a thin, red furrow down
his cheek.

He roared in pain and seized her
wrist in a grip of iron, dragging her towards the door. “Out, you
bitch,” he shouted. “Out with you and your damned arrogance.”

Amelia’s anger died at once as
she realised his intention. “No, you can’t,” she cried, pulling
against the arm that was dragging her inexorably towards the door.
“You can’t throw me out nake-.” She stopped. Even in her anxiety,
she could not say the word.

She saw Victor look at her and
his temper fade as he realised for the first time that she was
nude. Suddenly, she too was acutely aware of the fact and quickly
raised the arm not in Victor’s grasp to cover her breasts. His
stare dropped to her belly and she had to lower her hand to hide
the furred triangle at her thighs, but then he looked at her
breasts again and she had to lift her hand to cover them, feeling
her blush burning her cheeks.

“Sir,” she said, summoning all
of her dignity, which was not much in the circumstances, “you are
no gentleman.”

Charles Dunkerley regained his
feet and dusted himself off. He looked up, caught sight of Amelia
naked and his mouth fell open. The look on his face was vaguely
familiar to her, but somehow strange and out of place. Then she
realised that she had only ever seen it before on her own features
when she looked in the mirror. It was desire.

Suddenly she snapped. With the
snarl of a wildcat, Amelia balled her fist and struck at her
tormentor, heedless of her bouncing breasts. Momentarily surprised,
Victor let go of her, but in a second his big hands pushed her
away. Amelia shot across the room as if propelled by steam and
struck the table that stood in the window. One of her flailing arms
swept the fateful letter and her valise to the carpet. The letter
floated harmlessly down. The valise landed on its side with a
thump, scattering five-pound notes and golden sovereigns across the
floor. And out from it too, rolled something wrapped in a fine
linen handkerchief.

 



Chapter 2

 


The room went suddenly silent.
Amelia crouched on the floor, doing her best to hide her nakedness.
The pins had come loose from her hair and its concealing tresses
flowed across her shoulders and breasts. She stared in shock at the
money on the carpet. Victor too seemed speechless as his eye
followed a single, shining sovereign that rolled towards him and
came to rest with a gentle bump against the toe of his boot. He
picked it up and peered at the bright gold between his fingers.
Then he turned a fierce stare on Amelia. As Victor approached her,
she shrank back and tried to turn away to hide the tears in her
eyes. Coldly and deliberately, he slapped her face. Amelia sprawled
on the carpet with a sob.

“You dare call me thief?” Victor
demanded.

Charles Dunkerley placed a hand
on his arm and drew him aside. “Wait a moment, my dear fellow. A
word with you, if you please.”

Astonished as much by the daring
she had shown in standing up to Victor as by its outcome, Amelia
watched them, eyes blurred with tears, cheek stinging and head
ringing from his blow. She could hear the men’s low-pitched voices
but not their words. They paused, turning their heads to look at
her, and she clasped her arms around her nudity. Despite her fear,
she seized the chance to creep to the remains of her clothes. Most
were in shreds, but she found a sizeable piece of skirt. Clutching
it to her bosom, she retreated to her original position, as though
the further from her enemies she was, the safer she would be. She
sat silent, wishing they would forget her presence.

Of course, they did not. It was
Charles Dunkerley who approached first, with Victor Birchwood a few
paces behind, dabbing a reddened handkerchief to his bloodied
cheek. Heart thumping, the young woman watched from the corner of
her eye. She felt trapped, cornered, and had to fight the urge to
scream. She could feel Dunkerley very close to her but did not lift
her head.

“Stand up,” he told her,
quietly.

Only when the lawyer reached out
for her, did Amelia manage to overcome her fear and rise unsteadily
to her feet, pressing her inadequate covering to her body. She kept
her head down, hiding her face with her thick mane of black
hair.

Dunkerley spoke in his clear,
clipped, lawyer’s voice. “You are a thief.”

“No.” She looked up, stung by
the accusation.

“Liar,” Victor snarled.

Dunkerley held up a calming
hand, a thin smile playing around his lips. “You are a
thief, Miss Barron. Caught in the act of your theft and with the
evidence all around you.” He gestured at the money on the floor and
picked up the letter. “Here is the proof you were instructed to
take nothing with you, yet you have plainly ignored the court and
helped yourself to Mr. Birchwood’s property.”

Amelia did not look at the
letter. She knew its contents well enough. It mocked her with its
terse instructions - that the servants be given notice, that ‘all
furnishings, goods and properties’ were to remain with the house.
She remembered word for word its final sentence – ‘You will quit
the property on the fifteenth of next month, ensuring that all is
in good order for the arrival of the new owner the next day’.
‘The new owner’. Those words rankled most. Victor was
no more the owner than she was, and certainly had less right to be
there, in the house Jonathan had allowed her to call home for the
last four years. And, she suddenly realised, Victor should not have
arrived until tomorrow. It was not a point that Amelia cared to
dispute while standing nearly naked.

“Well, do you admit your
thievery, Miss Barron?” Dunkerley demanded.

“No,” Amelia said. “That’s not
the way it is at all.”

“Oh, it most assuredly is that
way, and I don’t doubt the judge at the assizes will think so
too.”

Amelia stared in shocked
disbelief. “Assizes? Oh, no! You cannot. You would not do
that.”

“Do you doubt it?” Victor asked,
baring his teeth like a predator. “Perhaps you don’t recall a night
two years ago when I came here in desperation to request a small
loan. One hundred and twenty pounds to clear my debts was all I
needed, but Miss Amelia Barron was not willing to see me. Your
stuffed-shirt butler put me out in the rain and threatened me with
your grooms.” Victor’s eyes narrowed. “I ended in debtors’ prison.
Seven months in a stinking gaol ‘til I’d paid my creditors. Seven
months to plan how I’d pay back your slight, too.” He looked at
Dunkerley. “How long for a theft like this?”

“Oh, five years I should think.
Or transportation, of course. Some judges think Australia is the
best place for all of our felons.”

Amelia gave a little cry of
terror. Australia! Panic rose inside her. “Please,” she choked, the
word barely audible.

“Do not alarm yourself, Miss
Barron,” the lawyer said evenly. “I’ve discussed matters with Mr.
Birchwood and he has generously agreed to an alternative. If you
are able to agree to his terms, we will arrange a settlement here
and now. If not, the constables can easily be summoned.”

Amelia looked at him helplessly.
Victor had just told her he hated her. He was not going to treat
her with kindness. But transportation! Prison! The words alone
filled her with a terrible dread. Her legs felt weak. “Terms?” she
asked hoarsely.

“A moment,” Dunkerley said and
went to Amelia’s writing desk. Dipping a pen, he wrote for several
minutes while Amelia stood with her head turned from Victor. She
was horribly, humiliatingly aware that she was wearing nothing but
shoes and stockings and a scrap of dark-red cloth in the presence
of two total strangers. Her tears began again but with the last of
her resolve she managed to keep them in check. The lawyer held out
a sheet of paper and she read it.

 


I, Amelia Barron, by appending
my signature to this document enter into the following agreement
with Victor Birchwood: I will, for a period of three months from
this date, act as servant in his household, undertaking such tasks
as I am directed by the said Victor Birchwood, or those he places
in authority over me. During my servitude, I will receive room and
board, and on completion, the sum of six pounds for my labour. In
return, I receive immunity from prosecution for all criminal acts I
have committed to date.

Thus I submit to his will.

 


Amelia stared at the document.
Words and phrases jumped out of the page – ‘servant’, ‘as
directed’, ‘authority’. ‘Submit!’ She shivered.

“Five years in gaol won’t leave
those hands so soft or that lovely face so smooth,” Dunkerley said,
echoing Amelia’s own thoughts. He took the opposite edge of the
paper between finger and thumb, and pulled gently. Numbly clinging
to the page, Amelia let herself be led to the writing desk.
Overpowered by the enormity of what had befallen her, she sat down
and took the pen the lawyer handed her. Dumbly, she signed her
name.

She was a servant.

“Up,” Victor shouted, startling
her. “Come on. A servant doesn’t sit in the presence of her
employer.”

With an effort, Amelia stood,
turning towards the men so the minimum of her bare flesh was
visible. She was too crushed to look at them.

“Well, something of a reversal
of fortune seems to have taken place, Amelia,” Victor gloated, and
the young woman realised she was no longer ‘Miss Barron’. “Let us
see you perform a simple task for us. Gather up my property.” He
gestured to the carpet.

Prison. Transportation. All
other thoughts were blotted from Amelia’s mind. Keeping her
barely-covered front to her tormentors, she knelt carefully and
began to pick up the money.

“Not that,” Victor said
impatiently. “Those rags of clothes. Pick them up. Give them
to me.”

Amelia let fall the coins and
gathered up her tattered clothing. She held the bundle out,
desperately clinging to her scant covering. The harsh smile on
Victor’s face frightened her as he took the rags from her
hands.

“Give me all of them.” His words
were quiet, full of menace.

Amelia knew at once what he
meant. He had all of her clothes except the scrap she held to her
breast. It was the only thing preserving her from total humiliation
and Victor was demanding she surrender it. She looked up into his
face and saw him clearly for the first time since the destruction
of her fortunes. His wolfish features were close to hers. His
broad-shouldered frame loomed over her. The strong, long-fingered
hands were only inches away, and could reach out at any moment and
force her to submit. Submit! The word whirled around in her mind.
Submit!

Her vision blurred until there
was only blackness before her eyes. She thought she had fainted,
but she could feel her belly grow tight and her breathing quicken,
and hear the racing thump of her heartbeat. A shiver ran up her
spine, then down again and carried on to tease the moistening
entrance to her sex. Her whole body shuddered, her lips parted to
draw in a long breath, and then her eyes could see again and she
was looking at her hand offering the scrap of cloth to Victor. He
snatched it and stared at her nudity.

Amelia’s long hair partly
covered her breasts, and modesty made her cross her hands in front
of her sex. Her thighs pressed tightly together in a vain attempt
to stifle the feeling that was growing there. Rigid, she stared at
Victor. He reached out his hands. She did not want his touch. She
hated him and his lawyer friend. They had plotted her downfall and
brought her to her present ruin. Yet, her blood was rushing through
her veins and the mounting heat of unwanted arousal was spreading
rapidly through her belly. Victor pushed her hair back, baring her
breasts. She felt his fingertips brush her shoulders, and to her
utter horror and humiliation, her nipples sprang suddenly, darkly
and very obviously erect. They could not fail to see it.

“By gad,” Victor said, and
Charles Dunkerley moved closer.

Both were staring at Amelia’s
jutting breasts and the hard, up-tilted nipples high upon their
crests. She wanted to hide, to fall into a crouch and conceal
herself from their bright, greedy eyes. Instead, she stood still,
feeling the mounting heat between her legs, the glow suffusing her
skin, the rapid pulsing of her hard-tipped breasts. She caught her
breath as Dunkerley slid the tip of his finger down her belly all
the way to the curls of her pubic hair. It touched the hands that
she clasped before her sex, the lightest of pressures separating
them, and she felt them hang uselessly at her sides. The lawyer
stroked the fronts of her thighs and they trembled, and then parted
as his hand pushed between them. Amelia wanted to pull away but her
arousal was stronger than her will. Her eyes were misty and
heavy-lidded. Victor’s long fingers closed over one of her breasts
and squeezed, teasing the stiff nipple, while his other hand
explored the backs of Amelia’s thighs and the taut rounds of her
buttocks. Unable to stop herself, she gave a breathy, sighing
groan

Charles dropped to one knee and
loosened Amelia’s garters. Every movement of his fingertips as he
slid her stockings down her legs sent a teasing thrill of pleasure
through her dampening sex. He bent each of her knees in turn to
pull off shoes and stockings together, and the movement made
Amelia’s thighs rub against each other and pressed the slick lips
of her vulva together. She moaned softly and then much louder as
Charles rose, his hands smoothing up her legs until he reached the
gap at the top and slid his fingers into her moist slit.

The feeling was electrifying.
Amelia wriggled and squirmed on the tantalising fingers, conscious
all the time of Victor touching her breasts and buttocks, bringing
her sensations she could never have given herself. They swamped her
mind, driving out coherent thought. Deep within, she was panicking,
screaming silently at what was being done to her, but her body was
held fast by an animal passion that swept away all control. She
could not tear herself away.

Sparkling pleasure spread from
where Charles stroked and teased the inner lips of her sex. She
gave a cry, half-despair, half-delight. The insides of her thighs
grew damp and her legs began to shake. She felt her clitoris
outgrow its little hood and stand out, as stiff and erect as the
nipples on her out-thrust breasts. A strong arm encircled her just
below the breasts and hands took hold of her legs around the knees.
Suddenly her back was resting on the carpet. She lay panting, her
head on someone’s thigh, his hands on her bare shoulders. With
slitted eyes, she looked up into Charles’s face.

“Are you ready to submit?” he
asked softly.

Never, Amelia’s mind cried. Her
sex was burning.

Victor pushed her legs wide.
“Are you going to submit?”

No, Amelia’s mind cried.
No. Her lips moved to form the word. “Yes,” she said.

Victor cast his coat aside and
unbuttoned his trousers. Amelia’s eyes grew wide and her belly
tight as she saw for the first time in her life, the thick, upright
shaft of a real, erect penis. Everything else seemed to fade into
darkness until only the shiny, purple-headed beast filled her
vision, looming above her. It was monstrous and filled her with
dread, and a frightening longing that only part of her turned from
in revulsion. Breathless, she watched Victor kneel. He leaned
forward, hands on the floor at either side of her shoulders, and
Amelia shrank from the feel of his hairy, muscular legs against her
smooth and slender ones. She felt her thighs pushed further apart
and the hardness of Victor’s penis pressing against the soft,
tender swell of her vulva, demanding entry.

For one desperate, hopeless
moment, Amelia reasserted her will and clenched her buttocks to
contract her sex. Then Victor’s hips lunged forward. A wave of
pleasure and excitement swamped the young woman’s senses as the
thick shaft sank deep in a single thrust. Rippling delight surged
through the sensitive walls of her sheath. From somewhere she heard
a cry, not recognising it for her own as she writhed in an orgasm
that almost stole her senses. Bright, flashing tremors of intense
pleasure spread through her whole body and, scarcely even aware of
it, she lifted her hips to meet the thrusts coursing over the
velvety ridges of her sex. Her breath came in short, groaning
gasps, wrung from her by the violence with which Victor plunged
into her.

He took her with bruising force,
driving in to the limit, while his fingers pinched her stiff
nipples into twin points of pain that only served to goad her to
another thrashing, whimpering orgasm. Sweat dripped from Victor’s
naked belly to mingle with her own and soak the bushy darkness of
her pubic hair, already damp with her juices. Charles gripped
Amelia’s shoulders as the speed of Victor’s movements increased,
and his grip on her nipples tightened until she cried with pain.
With a sudden, furious lunge that seemed to penetrate even more
deeply than the others, Victor gave a breathless, grunting cry and
Amelia felt the hot splash as his semen gushed inside her. Her own
climax was an explosion of pleasure that made her dizzy and set
stars flashing before her eyes, and then she was lying beneath
Victor with her skin on fire, dragging great, heaving breaths into
her burning lungs.

Amelia feared she would
suffocate under Victor’s weight as he lay gasping from his
exertions, but at last he moved and she opened her eyes for the
first time in long minutes. She felt drained and weak, but her sex
was still twitching and her abused nipples remained achingly erect.
Before a single thought of any clarity could enter her head,
Charles seized her. Horrified when his touch alone provoked an
immediate resurgence of excitement, she let herself be lifted and
placed belly-down over a footstool. Turning her head to the side,
she could look back at the lawyer’s hard penis, the swollen,
plum-headed tip rearing arrogantly on its thick-veined shaft as he
knelt behind her.

Once more, the horrible enormity
of her situation seemed insignificant as Charles’s hands explored
the hot, damp skin of her buttocks, parting them to rub his shaft
in the lightly furred crease bisecting the two firm rounds. A
sticky wetness coated Amelia’s inner thighs and she knew the
pouting crescents of her outer labia were agape and dripping,
exposing her tingling inner lips to his lustful gaze. Her whole
body quivered when Charles’s fingers teased at their soft petals,
and she moaned as the urgency of her need gripped her once again.
Belly jumping, she felt his broad-headed penis stretch her opening
and slowly and deliberately, he slid its engorged length into her
quivering sheath.

With her remaining strength,
Amelia wriggled her hips, giving little cries at each forward
thrust of the hard shaft. The bruised outer lips of her sex
protested painfully when Charles plunged hard into her, and when he
slowed it was only so he could pinch and twist her heavy breasts
and stiff nipples until she was whimpering - in pain or pleasure
she did not know. Amelia’s arms grew weak and she lowered her head
to the carpet, seeing through half-closed eyes how her
downward-pointing breasts swung to the same rhythm as Charles
thrusting hips. Beyond them, upside down, she could see the
underside of the footstool over which she knelt and her own parted
thighs, and Charles kneeling between them with the taut roundness
of his scrotum slapping against her. Her stomach fluttered wildly
as she watched the slick, shiny length of the penis sliding in and
out and felt the quivering pulses of excitement it was creating in
her sex. Each one was driving her closer to another climax.

Charles increased the speed and
vigour of his thrusts, forcing Amelia down onto the footstool,
pressing her belly into its padded seat as his weight came down
hard upon her. He was moving so fast she could scarcely draw breath
between each stroke, and the friction of his thick cock on her
sensitive sheath was sparking flashes of incredible delight within
her. Amelia’s orgasm came in a sudden rush, pleasure so fierce and
intense it made her head swim and her vision blur. The cry from her
parched throat was no more than a croak as her sex tightened
convulsively and Charles’s penis seemed to swell within her. With a
savage jerk, he pulled Amelia back hard onto it at the moment his
come jetted into her. He held her like that, bucking hard, moving
even as his erection slowly subsided, savouring the feeling of
being buried to the hilt in her spasming sex. When he finally
released her, she slumped over the footstool in a faint. Worn out
by her ordeal, Amelia barely noticed as she was lifted and carried
to the sofa. Only half conscious, she sank onto its soft cushions
and swooned.

 


* * * * *

 


Charles Dunkerley sat back in
his chair, sighed with satisfaction and drew on his cigar. He had
just eaten a very acceptable cold supper and accompanied it with an
excellent wine, some of which remained in the glass on the table
before him. The light was fading as the short June night
approached. The sun had set, leaving behind a rose-pink glow on the
horizon. A single gold-tinged cloud drifted lazily, low in the
western sky. Dunkerley blew cigar smoke in its direction. “Well,
what do you think of my idea now, Victor?”

Victor put down his glass and
puffed at his own cigar. They were sitting in the long dining room
of Watchnest Hall. Both had angled their chairs so they could look
through its wide, double doorway into the adjoining room where
Amelia slept, her pale, nude body contrasting with the dark damask
of the sofa on which she lay.

“Capital, my dear Charles,
capital,” Victor replied. “I confess I would have been happy to
cast her out a naked pauper and see her scorned as she scorned me.”
He chuckled throatily. “But to have the conceited little bitch for
my servant. Ha! I would never have dreamed of it.” He looked at
Amelia’s sleeping form with a self-satisfied expression. “Not to
mention the way she gave herself up like that. She came the second
I entered her and once more by the time I finished fucking
her.”

“Twice,” Charles corrected.

“Was it?” Victor laughed. “Who
would have thought there was such a little wanton hiding behind all
that haughty respectability?”

“She certainly behaved most
strangely; one moment our bitter foe and the next a willing partner
in what we know most respectable, young ladies would consider a
disgraceful act of immorality. But perhaps more importantly,”
Charles added, “this way we can keep an eye on her all of the time.
She won’t be in any position to make trouble.”

“Trouble?” Victor’s head turned
sharply. “What trouble?”

Charles shrugged. “Who knows?
She fought hard enough to stop you getting your hands on this
place. I doubt she would just forget about it after she left.”

“Perhaps we should have laid
charges,” Victor suggested. “After all, she did steal my
money.”

“Do you know the chances of
success if we did?” Charles said. “We would have to prove the money
and everything else she took had been obtained after she was
informed of the courts ruling that you own the Hall, which I doubt
is the case. Any jury would be sympathetic to a pretty, young woman
in her circumstances and we – you in fact – would be the villain of
the piece. She would walk free and we would attract the attention
of the newspapers. We don’t want that.”

Victor was silent, absorbing
what Charles had told him. “But what could she do?” he asked
finally. “The courts have backed us at last. I have possession of
the place and whatever money comes with it. She wouldn’t have a
chance of taking it from me.” His worried face belied the
confidence of his words and he sought reassurance from Charles.
“What could she do?”

“Oh, probably nothing. After all
she’s only one penniless woman.” He drew on his cigar. “Curious
though, that someone should send us warning to come here today
instead of tomorrow. Especially an anonymous warning that could
earn them no reward.”

“Maybe a vindictive servant
after revenge for some slight the girl dealt her,” Victor
suggested. Charles made a face that said he thought it unlikely.
“Who else could have known about her having the money?” Victor
persisted. “Judith didn’t. But she left six weeks ago. The servants
have only gone in the last few days. It must have been one of
them.”

“I suppose so,” Charles said
doubtfully. “I admit I can’t think of any other motive for it.”

Victor looked at Amelia. “Superb
tits,” he observed.

Charles smiled. “Yes.” Victor
was always inclined to be earthy. Cunning, Charles thought, but not
a deep thinker.

“I don’t like all that hair on
her cunt, though. I like to see what I’m getting into.”

“That’s easily addressed,” the
lawyer said.

Victor turned to him. “You don’t
really think the girl is a danger, do you?”

Charles smiled again. If there
was one thing Victor cared about more than fucking pretty women, it
was money, and now he had it, he was determined to hang on to it.
Charles hoped he would. He was due a percentage. “Certainly not
while she remains with us,” he replied. “I wish I had specified a
longer term. I’m sure she would have agreed to it. Did you see how
frightened she became when we mentioned prison?”

“Nearly pissed herself.” Victor
chortled and rubbed his hands together gleefully. “Oh, I’m going to
enjoy myself here immensely with that haughty little minx at my
beck and call. What fun it will be to train her in the same way as
the others.” His grin grew even broader. “Fun for us, that is. I
doubt she’ll like it.”

Charles put a hand in his pocket
and felt the object he had found while gathering up the fallen
money, an object wrapped in a fine linen handkerchief embroidered
with the initials A.B. “Oh, I’m not so sure.”

 


* * * * *

 


Amelia drifted into wakefulness.
She was lying on her side, knees drawn up, hands pressed together
beneath her cheek. The pressure of her left arm upon the fullness
of her breasts felt warm and sensual. She gave a start. She was
naked. Memory came with gut-wrenching suddenness, and she snapped
open her eyes.

It was almost dark and the room
was filled with shadows, except for a pool of lamplight that
spilled through the open, double doors of the dining room. Two men
sat at the table. Amelia knew at once who they were and that they
had seen her move. She could not feign sleep.

“Come here, Amelia,” Victor
called.

The tight knot in Amelia’s
stomach twisted. Urgently, she looked for something to hide her
nudity. There was a lace-edged cover on the back of the sofa. She
grabbed it and wrapped it around her body above her breasts. It
only came half way down her thighs, but it was better than nothing.
Knowing she had to face them, she rose stiffly and moved on bare,
reluctant feet into the lamplight. The room was warm from the heat
of the day but she felt herself shiver. Her inner thighs felt damp
and clammy.

“Closer,” Victor ordered.

Amelia stepped into the dining
room, feeling a flush of heat on her cheeks as the two men eyed her
long legs and bare shoulders. In an agony of embarrassment, she
remembered every moan and cry they had forced from her lips, every
thrust of her hips, every stab of pleasure her treacherous body had
yielded to under their touch. The recollection was too awful. She
shut it from her mind.

“So, my servant wakes at last,”
Victor said with a gloating smile.

Amelia cringed inwardly at his
tone. How could she have behaved as she did? “Please, may I have
something to wear?” she asked softly.

“Of course,” Victor replied.
“You may wear anything that belongs to you.”

“My wardrobe is upstairs.”

“But that belongs to me.”
Victor’s teeth bared in a grin.

“You are wicked,” she said, but
without emotion. She still felt drained and numbed by the events
that had overtaken her so suddenly.

“I think I have been
generous,” Victor said. “The prisons are full of penniless little
thieves who would gladly change places with you.” He looked sternly
at her. “I know. I have been there.”

Amelia swallowed hard and said
nothing. The material wrapped around her slipped and she clutched
at it.

“I didn’t give you that,” Victor
snapped.

“I borrowed it. I can’t go
n...n…naked.” She struggled to speak the word.

“Yes you can,” Victor said
flatly.

“Where did you get this?”
Charles Dunkerley asked suddenly.

The knot in Amelia’s stomach
tightened and her mouth fell open as she stared in horror at what
Charles was holding up. On the table next to him was a neatly
folded handkerchief, the initials embroidered on it - her initials
- clearly visible.

 



Chapter 3

 


“What the devil? By Jove, is
that what it looks to be?” Victor asked.

“It is,” Charles confirmed. The
pale ivory of Amelia’s ‘toy’ gleamed in the lamplight. She cringed
with embarrassment. They knew! Heart thumping, she watched Charles
slap the dildo into his palm. The touch, the sight, even the
thought of the phallus, always affected her in the same way. She
screwed her eyes tightly shut, but already, between her legs a
little glow of excitement had begun.

“Come on, girl,” Victor said.
“Answer the question. Where did you get it?”

Amelia shook her head.

“You can’t buy these at the
local emporium,” Victor persisted. “Tell us where it came
from.”

Strong fingers encircled the
young woman’s upper arms, and she opened her eyes to find Charles
standing behind her. She struggled against his grip but all it
achieved was to cause her makeshift garment to slip down to her
waist. Lightning-quick, Victor reached out and pinched her nipples
between his fingers and thumbs.

“Please don’t,” she begged as
her sex gave a quiver, but Victor squeezed harder until her eyelids
brimmed with tears of pain.

“Answer.” he barked and pulled
on her nipples, stretching her breasts towards him.

Amelia kept her mouth tightly
shut. What was happening to her? The pain seemed to provoke her
arousal. Even the tight grip with which Charles Dunkerley held her
seemed to add to her excitement. Her sex was tingling and the
growing heat in her belly clouded her thoughts. Bewildered, she
struggled for control.

“I'll make you talk,” Victor
said and dragged her deeper into the dining room. She stumbled
across the carpet, the cloth around her hips falling away, and
hands with twice the strength of her own bent her across the
table.

“Take her wrists,” Victor told
Charles, and Amelia felt them seized and her arms stretched out
before her. Victor’s hand pressed her to the tabletop. The touch of
the cool wood, hard and unyielding, was somehow thrilling in
itself. For one stomach-churning moment Amelia thought Victor was
going to enter her, and then a fiery pain stung her bottom. She
yelped, and Victor’s hand cracked down again, heavily, making her
cry louder.

He spanked her hard and quickly.
With every blow, Amelia jerked and twisted in a vain effort to
escape, and cried as much in humiliation as in pain. She could feel
the flesh of her buttocks yield to the force of Victor’s fiery hand
then bounce back as it lifted, only to yield again beneath the
stinging torment of another ferocious smack. It was unbearable.
Yet, unnoticed at first amidst the fire, another kind of heat was
growing in Amelia. Her glowing sex, already stimulated by the sight
of the phallus, began to pulse and then to throb. She felt the
weight of Victor’s hand pressing her soft belly to the hard table,
forcing her stiff-nippled breasts against the wood, her arms
restrained by Charles’s iron grip.

Exciting, sensual sensations
flooded her and vanquished her will to resist. With a despairing
cry, she lost control. Tossing her head, she saw Charles looking at
her and knew he could not fail to see her lust. She squirmed under
another fiery blow and her wet lips parted in a cry that was more
of pleasure than of pain. Charles expression showed disbelief. He
let go of her wrists and paced around the table. Victor’s palm
cracked down once more on Amelia’s wriggling bottom and then the
blows stopped. She looked back and saw that Charles was holding
Victor’s arm, preventing him from striking.

“That’s enough, Victor. Can’t
you see she’s enjoying it? She won’t be persuaded like this. Let it
drop. It was only curiosity anyway.”

“Curiosity be damned,” Victor
snarled, shaking free of Charles grasp. “She’s my servant and
she’ll do as she’s told.”

No longer held, Amelia struggled
upright, clasping her hands to her bottom and feeling the fierce
heat from her smarting flesh on her palms. “Beasts!” she cried and
lunged between them, not knowing where she was going, only that she
must get away. But she underestimated the effect of her spanking.
Her first step sent more pain through her burning buttocks and she
faltered. Charles stepped to intercept her and she tried to push
past him. One of her swinging arms came up as he blocked her path,
and he roared with pain as Amelia’s fist landed squarely between
his legs. It was not a deliberate blow, but it doubled him up with
his hands clutching at his groin. Victor grabbed Amelia before she
could take advantage of her lucky punch and Charles came slowly
upright. His watering eyes looked angrily at her.

“You want an answer to your
question, Victor?” he demanded. “I’ll get you an answer.” Ignoring
her struggles, he bent Amelia once more over the tabletop. Without
needing to be asked, Victor held her in place.

“Please, I didn’t - .” Amelia
broke off with a yelp as Charles’s heavy hand stung her blazing
backside.

“Shut up. The next words I want
to hear from you are where you got the phallus.”

Amelia closed her mouth.

“Very well.” Charles hand
squeezed her smarting buttocks. She winced. Her legs were trembling
and she was suddenly aware of the scent of herself hanging heavily
in the warm, still air of the room, a mingling of perfume and sweat
and the ripe, heady juices of arousal. A little wail of fear
escaped her as fingers ran down the furrow in her bottom and spread
the two burning halves of her buttocks. Something smooth and hard
pressed against the tight little knot of her anus, and she knew it
was made from ivory.

“No,” she cried, and gave a
strangled squeak of fright as her sphincter clenched involuntarily
on the tip of the phallus. “I’ll tell, I’ll tell! In the attic. An
old, tin trunk.”

Victor immediately wanted to
seek it out. “Oh, come on,” he chided when Charles expressed
doubts. “I’ll never sleep until I’ve satisfied my curiosity, and
you’re the same. Just what kind of a chest would hold such a thing?
And what else might it contain?” His devilish grin made Amelia
shiver.

“Very well,” Charles grudgingly
agreed. “Fetch a lamp and let’s get on with it.” He reached for a
light himself and stopped as he caught sight of Amelia. “We can’t
take her along.”

“No,” Victor agreed.

“But we can address the
complaint you made earlier while we look.”

Victor looked puzzled.
“Complaint?”

Charles did not reply. He went
to the window. As perplexed as Victor, Amelia watched as he
unfastened the cords that held back the drapes. Victor might have
no idea of Charles intentions but knowing they involved Amelia was
enough. He pulled her close, the rough cloth of his trousers
chafing her smarting bottom.

“No,” she hissed, understanding
Charles’s purpose no more than Victor did but sure she would not
like it.

The lawyer made a loop at the
end of one of the cords and pushed it over her wrist, drawing it
tight.

“Oh, you monsters,” Amelia
wailed. “Is there no pity in you? Have I not suffered enough?”

“Suffered?” Victor guffawed. “I
didn’t see any sign of suffering when I was fucking you, missy.” He
slid a hand to her belly, pressing her bottom hard against him.

“Beast,” she cried. “No more,
you brutes. Let me go.”

Paying her no heed, Charles
knelt and tied a cord around one of her ankles. She felt the jerk
as he pulled the knot tight and sudden trepidation filled her.

“On the table,” Charles told
Victor. Amelia was swept off her feet and laid on her back. She
kicked and struggled, but the strength of the two men far outdid
her own and they held her flat to the wood with ease. Charles took
the loose end of the cord on her right wrist and passed it under
the table to Victor, who tied it around her left. Charles’s
intention came to Amelia with frightening clarity. Once more she
felt dazed and her strength deserted her. He drew her bound ankle
to the table’s edge and again passed the cord to Victor, who
knotted it around the other to hold her legs wide apart, exposing
her sex. Tied nude to her own dining-room table, supine and
helpless, Amelia felt her tears trickling from the corners of her
eyes to dampen the hair at her temples.

But Charles was not finished.
Taking a branched candlestick from the mantelpiece, he removed two
of the candles then struck a match and lit the one remaining.
Amelia watched nervously as he picked up one of the discarded
candles. After waiting to let the lighted one burn down a little,
Charles snuffed it out by pressing the other onto it. When he let
go, the two candles were stuck together, forming a ‘T’ shape, with
arms of unequal length. Trembling, Amelia strained her head from
the tabletop as he set the candlestick down between her parted
legs. The longer section of the upper candle was pointing towards
her head, and Charles fiddled with its positioning before he struck
another match.

Belly taut and buttocks
clenched, Amelia watched it flare. She struggled uselessly against
the tight cords as Charles held the flame to the candle. As the
wick took fire, a dribble of hot wax splashed on the smooth skin of
the young woman’s lower belly. She gave a cry, as much of alarm as
of pain, and squirmed in her unyielding bonds. Her tightly
outstretched arms and legs made it impossible to move her body more
than an inch or two in any direction. Panting, she subsided.
Charles and Victor were gone, leaving Amelia burning with shame at
so spinelessly revealing one of her most intimate secrets.

It had been during one of her
explorations of the less accessible parts of the house that Amelia
had found her ‘toy’. That was what she had always called it and she
could never have imagined betraying its existence to another. In
the attic, she had found a tin travelling trunk, battered and
scarred, half-buried beneath a pile of junk. Curiosity had made her
uncover it. The dusty lock did not seem to have been touched in a
long time but it had opened easily to reveal scores of linen bags
of varying sizes, each held closed by a drawstring at the neck.

With all the excitement of a
child at Christmas, Amelia had seized the uppermost and loosened
it. Inside was a small, rectangular box of some dark wood
containing three gold rings as large as sovereigns and of an
unusual design. Half way around in one direction each had an almost
invisible hinge, while half way around in the other, she had found
by experimenting, they had ends that fitted together in a neat
clasp that, when closed, left them smooth and perfectly circular.
She had had no doubt they were of solid gold and they were thicker
than a finger ring, as well as much larger. Amelia had thought they
must be earrings and recalled seeing women with pierced ears
wearing similar, but why there were three of them, she could not
imagine.

She had put them back and spent
no more time musing about their purpose as another larger bag
caught her interest. The string was stiffer but had given way at
last, and to her surprise, Amelia had found a dog collar, though
the design was like none she had ever seen. It was about two inches
deep, made of two semi-circles of soft leather joined by a shiny
brass hinge and stiffened, she thought, by metal bands. She was not
certain, because the inside was lined with soft velvet and lightly
padded, hiding what was beneath. The two hinged pieces were held
closed by a small lock and key, also of brass, and at equal
distances around the outside were attached four brass rings. The
shine of the metal and the smoothness of the leather suggested it
was not very old, or it had been very well cared for over the
years.

Replacing the collar, her hand
had then closed on something hard and of a shape that at once had
persuaded her to investigate it further. She had seen enough in the
books in the Hall’s library to be familiar with men’s anatomy.
Amelia could not have mistaken what she had withdrawn from the bag.
The sight and touch of it had made her shake so much it had almost
fallen from her hand as she examined it - a length of pale, hard
ivory carved into the shape of a penis. It was more oval than round
in section, slightly curved, and with a ridge along its underside
and a thicker, rounded tip.

At the sight and feel of it, she
had experienced a tightness in her chest that made her breathing
fast and shallow. She had sat, weighing the cool, ribbed, phallic
shape in her hands, trying to regain her composure, but that had
only made her more aware of the glow under her skirts and her need
to address the demands it was making upon her. So she had quickly
repacked and closed the trunk, keeping the phallus, and sought the
privacy of her room where she could satisfy her need. And her toy
had served that purpose admirably ever since. Until it had fallen
from her bag and into the hands of her captors.

Amelia had not returned to the
trunk to explore it further, partly to savour the anticipation of
doing so in future, partly because she could not imagine finding
anything to compare to the phallus and feared she might be
disappointed. And, if she was honest with herself, partly also
because she was afraid where further discoveries might lead her.
With an awful foreboding, she wondered if she would soon be finding
out.

She stiffened in sudden alarm as
the candle sputtered and flared, the wax at its tip melting faster
into a steady stream that splashed in hot droplets onto her
abdomen. But its burning did not last long, and it tickled as it
spread across her skin, gradually cooling and hardening. As the
candle burned shorter, the wax dripped lower, and Amelia’s
anguished wriggling only serving to assist it in running and
trickling among the bushy, curling hairs that covered her mound.
She squirmed as hot wax stung her vulva and the tender, partly
exposed inner lips of her sex, running in maddeningly irritating
rivulets over the sensitive skin and even into the cleft between
her buttocks.

Her movements jerked the cords
at her wrists and ankles, and she felt them tighten. That was also
a strange sensation. Never before had she been unable to move, to
sit or stand, or walk when she chose. Even to lift a hand and brush
the hair from her forehead, or to snuff out the horrid candle was
impossible for her. She looked at the pink, silken cord encircling
one wrist and a tremor of fear ran through her. And was there not,
somewhere deeper within her, a tremor of excitement too? She thrust
the thought away in revulsion. The candle was burning down rapidly,
and the melting wax began splashing hotly onto the delicate skin of
her inner thighs.

At that moment she heard
footsteps, followed by the thump of something heavy being placed on
the floor nearby. Charles appeared alongside, snuffed out the
candle and moved it aside. He looked briefly at her face, at the
rapid rise and fall of her breasts and then at the apex of her
spread legs. He smiled without warmth. Looking down between her
breasts, Amelia saw that her pubic hair was caked with wax. Sudden
understanding hit her. She gulped.

Charles dug his fingers into the
hardened wax and ripped it away. Amelia gave a shriek that she only
half heard as the sudden shock made her faint. It only lasted a
moment before her senses recovered and she felt an awful smarting
and stinging between her legs. She found her wrists were no longer
tied, and then her ankles were also freed and she drew her
stretched limbs in towards her body and rolled onto her side,
pressing her hands to her sore and now completely naked sex.

“Come on.” Charles dragged her
off the table, roughly bent her over it and dug more wax from her
anal crease while she yelped and wriggled in pain. His hand
explored her front and rear, tugging free a few last straggling
hairs before he pulled her upright. She felt stiff and weak, and
almost fell. When the lawyer steadied her with an arm around her
waist, she had not strength to flinch from his touch. He turned her
towards Victor. “Well, Victor, is that to your satisfaction?”

Victor looked up from where he
sat on the floor. Some of the contents of the trunk were scattered
around him. He had opened a few of the linen bags but clearly had
not got far before something else had taken his attention. He was
holding a large, leather-bound notebook across his knees, avidly
reading. At Charles’s invitation, he regarded the now smooth,
hairless mound and exposed lips of Amelia’s sex. She pressed her
thighs tightly together.

“Splendid, my dear fellow,”
Victor said and grinned. “You always know the right solution.” He
turned back to the notebook, thumbing over a page. “Ha, incredible!
You should read this, Charles. You’ve never seen anything like it,
I guarantee.” He gave Amelia a sidelong glance. “A very curious
fellow, the author. You should definitely read it, Charles.”

“I will,” Charles said. “But
now, unless you want to give her another fucking, I’m putting your
new servant to bed before she falls over, and them I’m going to get
some sleep myself. It’s been a long day.”

“But a very satisfying one,”
Victor said. “Very satisfying.” He turned a page, laughing. “Oh, I
say, what a thing to do!”

Charles scooped Amelia up in his
arms, carrying her upstairs, above the level of her own bedroom to
the servants’ quarters just below the attic. Her captors must have
found them on their way there. The door to one small room was open
and a lamp burned within. Charles carried her in and dumped Amelia
on the bed. Half insensible, she barely saw him.

The lamplight vanished as the
door closed and the key turned in the lock. She rolled onto her
side, drew her knees up to her chest, and with her tormentor’s
semen still leaking from her sore, bruised sex, wrapped her arms
around herself and wept.

 


* * * * *

 


Bright sunlight on her eyelids
awoke Amelia from a troubled sleep. Her first thought was one of
surprise at discovering she was naked under the bedclothes. Then
the recollection of her desperate plight struck with horrifying
clarity and she groaned aloud, only to stifle it at once, terrified
the slightest sound might remind someone of her presence.

Nothing happened. She brushed
her hair from her face and stared at the yellowing plaster of the
ceiling above her. Was she going mad? What had possessed her
yesterday? She took a long breath and let it out. It did not help,
because the rise and fall of her breasts made the coarse sheet rub
teasingly against her nipples. Angrily, she threw it back and got
up.

The sun was high. In spite of
her exhaustion, it had been a long time before sleep overtook her.
She had been through agony in the night, reliving every moment of
what had befallen her. Guilt and self-recrimination had tortured
her worse than any of her pain. Amelia could freely admit to
herself that she was not an innocent. She had explored her own body
frequently without any troubling of her conscience, and pleasured
herself as well as she was able since first discovering how. Her
position at Watchnest Hall had given her full access to the
library, and there were several books, written in ages more liberal
than her own, which dealt candidly and graphically with the subject
of sex. Yet, she had no real knowledge of it and none, certainly,
of the deep, dark and frightening desires that had surfaced in her
for the first time only the day before. Why had she given in so
easily? Why did even her mind betray her, overpowering logic and
reason with the carnal lust that had made her writhe and cry out
when her enemies used her for their pleasure? And why, when her
bottom was smacked and all she should feel was pain, did she also
feel aroused? What was it that was so pleasurable about being bound
and helpless, or so stimulating about being in the grip of strong,
restraining hands? It was as if she wanted to be made to
submit.

Submit! Amelia shuddered at the
thought.

A door slammed somewhere below,
and she looked out of the window and saw Victor striding towards
the stables. He stopped for a moment and turned to look at the
Hall. Hating him, Amelia imagined the smug satisfaction he was
feeling as he surveyed his property.

Victor was a cousin so distant
she had not even known of his existence until a year after she
began living at the Hall. He had called upon her and introduced
himself, but his good manners and polite conversation had quickly
turned to a request for money. Amelia had given it to him that
first time, before Jeavons the butler explained after the
gentleman’s departure that Mr. Victor Birchwood had never been a
welcome visitor to Watchnest Hall. Jonathan Barron had offered no
hospitality to that particular relation, a wastrel and a rogue, who
had squandered his own inheritance and would do the same with
others, given the chance. Jeavons advised it would be prudent,
should he visit again, that Miss Barron let it be known Mr.
Birchwood would not be received in future. When next he called,
that was what Amelia did. She well remembered Victor’s anger as she
haltingly told him she intended to continue Jonathan’s policy
towards his wayward cousin, but he had kept his smile stiffly on
his face as he bade her an insincere good day. She was left feeling
decidedly uncomfortable at having denied him what she had received
so freely from Jonathan.

That had changed when their
legal battle began. Amelia seethed with frustrated anger at the
memory of how ruthlessly Victor had carried out his plan to steal
her home. She had fought him in court after court for more than a
year to keep him from the property to which he had no right, but
she had no answer to his witness and his sworn affidavits. The law
had supported him all the way. He could prove his family link,
which placed him next in line to inherit - even Amelia would not
deny that. Nevertheless, she would continue to oppose him in any
way she could, determined to recover the Hall not just for herself,
but because she owed it to the generous benefactor who had made her
so welcome there four years earlier. She had even taken the
extraordinary step of leaving the security of Watchnest Hall to
attend the final court hearing in London, in the desperate hope her
presence would somehow change the outcome. Much to her
disappointment, it had not.

A tread outside the door made
her leap for the cover of the sheet on the bed. The lock clicked
and Charles came in carrying a tray.

“Go away,” Amelia said, blushing
furiously.

Charles shrugged and turned to
the door.

Amelia saw what was on the tray.
“Wait.”

He turned back and set it down
beside her. “I thought you must be hungry,” he said with a
maddening smile on his face, proffering her a plate.

Amelia picked up a piece of
bread and butter and bit into it. “Why am I locked in?” she
asked.

Charles smile widened. “I
thought you might have second thoughts about your agreement with
Victor, considering the turn events took last night.”

Amelia blushed at the reminder
but persisted. “I am a prisoner.”

“You are a servant,” Charles
said, as if that explained everything.

“I would never treat a servant
as I have been treated,” she replied, not hiding her disgust.

“Well, Victor would. And it was
Victor you made the agreement with, or have you forgotten so
soon?”

Amelia felt cold in spite of the
sunshine. “No, I haven’t forgotten.”

“Of course, you can cancel it,
if you wish. It will not be difficult to secure you a passage to
Australia, via the assizes.” The bread was a dry wad in Amelia’s
mouth. Charles seemed to know, and handed her a cup of tea. She
drank thirstily. “Now I want to see your breasts,” he told her.

Amelia stared, certain she had
not heard correctly.

“Come on,” Charles urged. “I am
one of those Victor has set over you and I have set you a task.
Bare your breasts.”

If she needed a reminder of the
hopelessness of her situation, Amelia knew Charles had just given
it to her. With a hollow feeling inside, she lowered the hand
clutching the sheet to her throat. As the pressure of her arm came
free of them, her breasts bounced upright, their high nipples
pointing left and right. Charles looked for long moments, nostrils
flaring.

“You are a very lovely young
woman. And you are never to hide yourself again. If you do, you
will be severely punished. You understand?” He closed his hand over
her left breast and his implacable gaze held her frightened one.
Amelia nodded quickly, waiting for the pain, but his grip relaxed
instead of tightening. “Now your backside.”

She gulped and rose to her
knees, very mindful of his threat. Before the sheet could slip far
enough to expose her bare slit, she turned her back to him,
revealing the rounds of her rear cheeks while she stared fixedly at
the wall in front of her.

“Ow!” Her bottom stung.

“Face to the mattress. Lift your
arse,” he barked.

Shocked by his crudity and
horribly embarrassed, Amelia bent forward until her cheek met the
bed, well aware the position not only thrust her buttocks towards
her antagonist in a most suggestive manner, but also exposed the
hairless lips of her sex to his scrutiny. Charles hard hand smacked
down again on her jutting hindquarters and she rocked forward as
her flesh yielded to the weight of the blow.

“Ooh, please!” Her plea was
drowned by the crack of his palm landing another fiery slap to her
defenceless rear. She felt his other hand on the small of her back,
holding her fast as he dealt a dozen sharp, scorching smacks to her
furiously bouncing bottom, while she sobbed and smarted in helpless
outrage.

The instant Charles let her go,
Amelia slumped full-length on the bed, hands reaching for her
burning buttocks. She rolled onto her side to stare her outrage at
her tormentor, but her arms and legs became tangled in the sheet
and, by the time she could look back, he had gone. Amelia was not
sorry. At some time during the spanking, an image had sprung into
her mind, of herself kneeling over the footstool with Charles
arrogant penis plunging deep into her. Tearful, she rubbed her hot,
buzzing bottom and tried to ignore the teasing little prickle that
had started between her thighs.

The day passed slowly. Many
times Amelia uselessly tried the door handle or looked out
longingly at the unattainable freedom beyond the window. Once, she
saw a carriage arrive. The same one had delivered Victor the day
before, the hired coach that carried passengers from the recently
completed railway halt, four miles away. Both Victor and Charles
helped the new arrivals down from the vehicle; four women in broad
sun hats that Amelia could not see clearly from her high window.
None appeared to be dressed like a servant.

She turned away, reflecting
bitterly that she was the servant and Victor had the paper to prove
it. She stared around the miserable, little room. It contained
nothing except the narrow cot on which she had slept and an old
dressing table with a flaking mirror. She caught sight of her
reflection and gave a despairing groan. The thick, luxuriant
triangle of dark hair that had concealed her sex was gone. There
was only bare skin and a narrow, dark crevice that disappeared
between her thighs. Almost fearfully, Amelia touched it with a
fingertip, feeling the skin strangely smooth, seeing the swell of
the mound covering her pubic bone and the tip of the fleshy hood
that peeped from her vulva.

Amelia shuddered, awed by how
different it looked, no longer her own secret place but utterly
exposed and vulnerable. Cautiously, she touched the area again,
marvelling at how much more sensitive it seemed without its crown
of curls. How easily her finger followed the narrow cleft downwards
as her thighs parted and she caught sight of the darker-hued skin
within her outer lips, and the pink slivers of the inner ones. She
felt a warm, damp glow at her entrance as her finger teased it
apart, and saw the tip of her clitoris begin pushing out from under
its covering. A tremor of excitement ran through her.

She tore her hand away,
breathing hard. What was she doing? Could she think of nothing
else? Was it not her wayward passions that had got her into this
mess in the first place? If she had gone the moment her carriage
had drawn up outside instead of stopping to play with herself, she
would not now be in Victor’s evil clutches. Amelia gulped and
forced the memory of her ivory phallus from her mind. She had to
get away. If she had known what her fate was to be, she would never
have fought Victor when he tried to throw her out. She should have
crawled on her belly, naked though she was, to escape the cruel,
new Master of Watchnest Hall.

Amelia knew she must escape. She
wished she could have found the courage to go to Chile when she
still had the chance, and seek the truth about Jonathan’s
disappearance. She was sure she could learn more than the
indifferent authorities that had taken all the evidence at face
value. As the court case grew more desperate, Amelia had even
mentioned the idea to Jeavons, but his guarded response had not
encouraged her impulsive idea. And, she had been secretly glad, for
the thought of facing the world beyond Watchnest Hall had always
been a daunting one. Orphaned almost from birth by one of the
cholera epidemics that frequently swept through the cities of
nineteenth-century Britain, Amelia had never known the security of
family life. In her more introspective moments she was inclined to
think that was one reason she had always felt shy and awkward among
strangers, especially male strangers.

Nevertheless, by the evening her
resolve was firm. She would not give in to her captors’ lusts, or
to her own. She would await her chance, and escape.

By the time the door finally
opened, Amelia was rigid with tension.

“So there you are,” Victor said,
as if he had not known it all along. He crooked a finger at her.
“Come. A servant’s place is at her master’s side. Unless, of
course, he decides otherwise.”

“Please give me something to
wear,” Amelia said.

“You can wear anything that
belongs to you.”

“But you say nothing belongs to
me.”

Victor grinned.

“Please,” Amelia begged. “There
are strangers here, other women. I can’t be seen like this.”

“You can do as you’re told,”
Victor snapped. “Servants obey. Now get up.”

“Beast,” Amelia said, but
quietly. She rose to her feet, hiding herself with her hands as
best she could, despite Charles’s warning. “Jonathan will save me,”
she blurted. “Jonathan will come and make you pay for stealing his
home.”

Victor only laughed. “Jonathan
is dead. I have heard that from the lips of the man who saw him
drown and so have you. Your hero, who you never even knew, is not
going to ride up on a white horse and restore your fortunes.
Besides, he never was a hero. You may learn that sooner than you
think.”

Amelia did not understand what
he meant, but she was not about to abandon the little hope she had.
“Don’t you dare insult his memory,” she said with a flash of
temper.

“So you do believe he’s
dead,” Victor said, grinning triumphantly.

“Never.” But her choice of words
showed her she was no longer so sure. Like Victor, Jonathan Barron
was a cousin so distant she had known nothing of his existence
until the day, alone and virtually penniless after the death of her
guardian, she had received his invitation to live at Watchnest
Hall. Unlike Victor, he had treated her with all the kindness and
courtesy she could ever have wished.

Jonathan was a man of his age –
scholar, entrepreneur, adventurer, a man to whom the possession of
wealth meant a good deal less than the pursuit of it. Barely a week
before Amelia’s arrival, her distant relation had sailed for South
America on some scheme that could not wait. He had left her a
letter in which he turned over the house and grounds to her care,
leaving the land that went with it in the hands of his estate
manager. It had remained that way for four good years. In all of
that time, Amelia had received only three letters from Jonathan,
warm and friendly, if brief, each looking forward to their eventual
meeting and telling her she must treat his home as her own. And now
it seemed certain they would never meet for, although Amelia did
not want to believe it, it seemed even she had begun to doubt he
still lived.

Hating Victor’s certainty, she
obeyed his beckoning finger and followed him downstairs, inwardly
cringing at her nakedness. Worst was the knowledge that her sex was
totally and unnaturally bare, and she held her hand close in front
of it. She was shivering with apprehension when Victor stopped at
the dining room door. Once more, lamplight was spilling into the
drawing room as the last glow of sunset disappeared, but this night
there were six places at the table. At Charles Dunkerley’s right
sat a slim, pretty, blonde girl in a pale blue evening gown with a
very low neckline, and at his left a fuller-figured brunette. A
third, slightly older-looking girl was in the process of
transferring dishes from a trolley to the table but stopped to
watch with more curiosity than surprise in her expression as Victor
pulled Amelia into the room. The fourth woman was mostly hidden
from her by Victor’s bulk, and she could only see a small part of a
green satin gown, a bare arm and a long-fingered hand holding a
wineglass. Sure she was blushing scarlet, Amelia put her head
down.

“Ladies and gentleman,” Victor
said loudly, “as I promised earlier, I now introduce my new
servant.” He stood aside and drew Amelia in front of him.

“Oh, Lord! Have you been keeping
her like that since you got here?” she heard a woman’s voice say.
It sounded familiar.

“Why not?” Victor asked. “She
was arrogant enough when she thought she owned everything. We’ll
see how she behaves now that she owns nothing.”

He gave Amelia a push that sent
her stumbling forward and she had to stretch out her hands to stop
herself hitting the table. She looked up and stared in shock.

“Judith! What…?”

 



Chapter 4

 


The woman in the green dress
leaned back in her chair, her delicately rouged lips parted to
expose even, white teeth in a superior, self-satisfied smile that
cut Amelia to the bone.

“Surprised?” the woman asked.
“What do you think, Amelia dear? I am the new Mistress of Watchnest
Hall. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“You are my friend,” Amelia
said, bewildered.

“I was your paid companion,”
Judith Carver said bluntly. “For three years I had to put up with
you to earn a living. Don’t imagine there was any more to it than
that.”

“No, Judith, you don’t mean
that. You can’t.” Tears stung Amelia’s eyes as another of
the foundations of her comfortable existence was demolished.

“Oh, but I do, Amelia! Believe
me, I do.” Judith stood up. “You little fool. You had everything -
wealth, leisure, and the freedom to enjoy them properly. How
many times did I say you should travel, spend the season in London,
see Paris, Venice, Rome? But no, you only wanted to cling to this
place. We could have had such times, such excitement and fun, but
you wouldn’t leave here.”

“We did have fun,” Amelia
argued.

“You may have. I was
bored. You understand? Bored.”

“But we were friends,” Amelia
said stubbornly. “We laughed together. I confided in you.”

“And I confided in
Victor.”

Amelia lowered her eyes. When
she raised them again, they were filled with contempt. “Deceiver,”
she hissed, temper flaring. “Traitress!” She lunged across the
table, scattering plates and cutlery, spilling the contents of
Judith’s wineglass over her dress. The woman jerked backwards,
falling heavily into the chair behind, and chair and Judith upended
together in a confusion of silk petticoats and kicking legs.

An arm locked around Amelia’s
waist and no amount of her straining and struggling could break its
grip. The brunette was staring at her with a look of horror on her
face, and the blonde girl jumped to her feet, a hand to her open
mouth at sight of Judith flailing about on the floor. The older
girl looked away, but not before Amelia saw the flash of a grin on
her face. Victor ran forward and solicitously helped Judith to her
feet. She came upright with a squeal of rage that made Charles’s
grip on Amelia tighten even more.

“Get her out of here, Victor,”
Judith yelled, face flushed crimson. “Get her out before I claw the
eyes from her head. Out!”

Victor looked at Charles and
cocked his head towards the door. Needing no second bidding,
Charles dragged Amelia away.

Back in the servant’s room,
Charles pushed her down on the bed and lit the lamp. Her eyes were
still bright with anger, her breasts rising and falling in time
with her rapid breathing. With a shake of his head, Charles sat
beside her. She covered herself with her hands.

“This morning I thought you
understood,” Charles said, “but your behaviour just now shows that
your position in this household is not yet clear to you. And the
first thing you need to learn is that naughty servant girls get
punished.”

Without warning, he forced
Amelia over his knee. She fought, straining her hands and feet
against the floor in an effort to break the pressure holding her in
place.

“Now,” Charles said, untroubled
by her struggles, “I am going to provide you with further
clarification.” His palm rested where the lips of Amelia’s sex
swelled out between her thighs. He rubbed her.

“No,” she said through clenched
teeth as the pressure struck a spark of arousal within her. He
pressed hard, grinding his hand against the outer lips of her sex,
separating them and exposing the warm, pink inner labia to his
touch. A glow of excitement spread through Amelia’s belly and she
wept tears of frustration, knowing every shiver of pleasure would
communicate itself to the man across whose knee she lay, that
already his hand was damp and her woman-scent was rising to fill
his nostrils.

Then the hand was gone, but
there was no time for her to feel relief. A ferocious impact on her
upturned bottom made the breath whistle through her teeth, and the
crack of the blow came at the same instant as fiery pain blazed
across her buttocks. Charles struck again immediately, landing
another blow on the same spot as the first. With a shriek, her
tears of frustration now tears of pain, Amelia writhed under the
spanking, twisting her hips in a vain effort to escape the hard
hand that was making her bottom bounce and burn. But her movements
only served to rub the soft skin of her belly against the rough
stuff of Charles trousers, especially, it seemed, the newly
hairless area above her moist and tingling sex. The blood pounding
in her veins forced her nipples to two hard, straining points, and
in defiance of her will, her arousal intensified.

“No more,” she cried. “Oh, stop!
Stop. Please, no more.”

Charles slowed his blows, but
not in response to her pleas. He began alternating smacks between
each of Amelia’s stinging buttocks, pausing so that she had time
for a dreadful anticipation of each strike before it fell. Her skin
was on fire and she could feel a deeper, throbbing pain, worsening
with each fresh blow to her firmly muscled bottom.

Yet, in some way the torment was
fuelling the surges of sexual desire and the fluttering
contractions in her sheath that had set her juices flowing. She
still pleaded, though her words were so breathlessly incoherent
that even she no longer understood them. There was a part of her
that yearned for the pain to stop, and another that craved for the
pleasure to continue. Yet, the feelings were intertwined; two very
different sensations mingling and blurring into one. Though she
still writhed over Charles knee, Amelia no longer knew if she
struggled to avoid his smacks or to meet them. Her excitement was
mounting with every blow, and a huge sense of breathtaking
expectation filled her as she felt the first delightfully shivering
spasms of the orgasm that was about to convulse her sex.

Abruptly, Charles let her tumble
to the floor. She groaned in frustration and disappointment as the
ecstatic release she craved was suddenly denied her. Hardly aware
of what she was doing, Amelia slid a hand down her belly towards
her trembling sex. Charles slapped it away.

“No you don’t. I can’t think of
a better punishment for a little wanton like you than to deny you
what you desire most. No more coming for you today, Amelia. Nor
tomorrow either, if we think you haven’t learned your lesson.”

Amelia stared up at him, filled
with horror and shame at how she had lost herself in such gross
carnality. Rolling onto her stomach, she pressed the palms of her
hands to her burning bottom and sobbed. Charles stood over her and
jerked her to her feet, pulling her hard against him. Trapping her
arms at her sides, he bent his head and took possession of her
mouth in a long, hard kiss. Despair was a cold hand clenching
inside her as Amelia felt her response, crushing her lips to his
and trying to rub her erect clitoris against him. Charles pushed
her away. Amelia saw the thick bulge in his trousers.

“You really are insatiable,
aren’t you?”

Amelia said nothing. Her utter
humiliation at her behaviour could not overcome the urgency of her
lust. She was sure he was going to take her. She felt no
repugnance. Her sex twitched eagerly. Shame burned as fiercely as
her passion, but briefly, for even to herself, Amelia could not
deny she wanted Charles to use her and set the sparks of delight
flashing once again. Suddenly she saw anger on his face.

“You’ll have it, you little
wench, but you’ll take no pleasure in it.” He unbuttoned his
trousers. “Get on your knees.” She obeyed, and gasped in shock as
his thick, curving shaft loomed before her face. Automatically, she
sank back onto her heels then jerked upright with a yelp of pain as
they pressed into her fiercely glowing buttocks. Her cheek
accidentally brushed Charles’s penis.

“Put your hands behind your
back,” he snapped, “and I don’t want to see them again until I’m
finished with you.”

She crossed her wrists behind
her, looking nervously from his stern face to the rearing erection
confronting her. Despite his threat to deprive her of any pleasure
and her own sudden chill of fear, there was a flutter between her
legs as he gripped the shaft and rested its tip on her lips.

“Open.”

Amelia was so amazed by his
obvious intention she just stared. She had never read anything
about this in the library, but it seemed suddenly obvious that a
man could derive pleasure from having a woman take him into her
mouth. Charles slapped his hard shaft on her cheek and repeated his
order. Slowly, she stretched her mouth and he pushed the warm,
swollen, dark-red head of his penis inside.

“Now, suck my cock.”

‘Cock’, Amelia heard. That was
what the grooms used to call it when they talked about horses.
Cock! She choked suddenly as a thrust of Charles’s hips forced the
thick, hot flesh right to the back of her throat. His hands
gripping her head prevented her pulling back, and he continued
moving his hips, using her mouth in the same way he would her sex.
The hard cock rubbed over her tongue and the roof of her mouth, and
between the wide ‘O’ of her lips that Amelia kept clamped tightly
around it, too frightened of his cruel mood to do anything but
obey. She breathed hard through flaring nostrils, gagging each time
one of his lunges almost blocked her throat.

“Look at me,” he ordered. She
looked up and cringed in embarrassment as his gaze seemed to lock
onto her own. She had no power to drag her eyes away. A little
thrill teased her sex at the knowledge of how Charles was degrading
her. It was still prickling with desire, but she knew such abuse
would not reward her with the orgasm she craved. His breathing
quickened, and her head was rocking back and forth dizzily under
the vigour of his thrusts when his thick meat suddenly twitched
violently and hot fluid spurted into her mouth. Half-choking,
Amelia struggled to pull free, but he held her fast, hips still
jerking as his cock continued to jet semen. She slackened her lips’
grip on his shaft to let it escape her mouth. He pulled out,
lifting her chin to stop the fluid spilling, and wetly slapping her
cheek with his still erect cock.

“You swallow my spunk, little
slut,” he said menacingly.

Amelia felt the blood drain from
her face. She drew in a gasp of air through the liquid cloying in
her throat, fighting the need to cough. His come was salty and
slimy, and bitter on her tongue, and her mind revolted at the
thought of it sliding down her gullet. But she was too afraid to
refuse. Closing her mouth, she gave a gulp and shuddered as the
slime flowed down to her churning stomach. She tried to tell
herself it was no worse than the nasty medicine she had had to
swallow as a child, but it was all she could do to stop herself
vomiting it back up again. Charles reached down with a finger and
scooped a thick gob of it from her chin, holding it under her nose.
He met her eye. Amelia dropped her gaze to the greyish blob on his
fingertip.

“Don’t defy me,” he warned.
“Victor won’t be pleased if you break your agreement so soon.”

Amelia gave a sob of misery and
closed her lips over his finger, screwing her eyes tight shut as
she forced the semen down her throat.

“And you had better clean this,
too.”

She opened her eyes to find his
half-erect penis pointing at her face. There was a fat bead of
spunk at its tip and the pink head glistened with her own
saliva.

“Oh, please,” Amelia begged, but
there was no pity in his gaze. He drew back the slackening skin
from the head of his cock and held it while she leaned towards the
tip, sucked the last few dribbles of come from it, and under his
instruction licked the rest of the shaft until he declared it was
clean. By the time she had finished, it was nearly fully erect
again and despite everything she had been through her sex was
twitching in hopeful anticipation. Her face must have betrayed her
because he smiled thinly and gave a shake of his head.

“Not for you, little wanton.” He
tore a strip from the bed sheet and bound her wrists together, then
made her lie on the bed and tied them to its metal frame above her
head, depriving her of any chance of touching herself. As a final
cruelty, he slid his fingers into her tingling sex and rubbed her
furiously until she was wet and hot. “Sleep well,” he said,
laughing, his words a challenge after what he had just done.

Humiliated, with her bottom
buzzing painfully and her sex quivering with maddening arousal,
Amelia turned onto her stomach, heard the key turn in the lock and
listened to Charles mocking laughter growing fainter. She groaned
in frustration and despair.

 


* * * * *

 


It was the same sound of the key
turning in the lock that roused Amelia from the restless sleep into
which she had drifted. The taste of Charles’s sperm still lingered
in her mouth, the lamp still burned at the bedside, and the
overheated air was thick with her woman-scent. She wished her hands
were free so she could draw the sheet over her nudity, even though
it would have been no more than a gesture. Whichever of her
antagonists had entered the room would soon have torn it away.

“Are you awake?”

The voice was female. Despite
the soreness of her bottom, Amelia turned towards the door in
surprise. It was the young, blonde woman who had been sitting next
to Charles at the table that evening. She came in and closed the
door carefully so the catch made no noise.

“I’m Sophie,” she said. “Have
you been punished?” Concern showed on her face.

Biting her lower lip, Amelia
nodded.

“Isn’t it wicked? Sometimes I
think Charles is the worst, though Victor isn’t gentle when his
temper is upon him, which is often.” The girl seemed to have most
of her clothes in her hands, and she carelessly dumped them on the
floor before turning to the mirror and trying to untangle her hair
from what had been an elaborately be-ribboned pile on her head.
Now, much of it hung in blonde streamers about her face and neck.
She was wearing nothing but a satin shift, and with her arms
raised, it barely reached half way down her tight little
bottom.

“It was Charles, wasn’t it?”
Sophie asked, turning with her hands still upraised.

The shift reached no further
down at the front than at the back. Amelia was faced with the sight
of the girl’s slim thighs and naked belly. Embarrassed, she looked
away, but not before she glimpsed the wispy, little tuft of blonde
hair crowning Sophie’s mound and a gleam of moisture on the insides
of her thighs.

“Yes,” Amelia managed to reply.
Despite her own nudity, she was still not prepared for the sight of
nakedness in others. And Sophie’s mention of punishment was
reminding her of what she had endured and its effect upon her.
Indeed, she was uncomfortably aware that her arousal had not gone
away while she slept and that the discussion was focusing her
attention on the fact. “Yes, it was. Could you untie me?”

“Oh, heavens! Of course!” Sophie
quickly undid the knots so that Amelia could pull her hands free of
the strip of linen. “ I thought it must be Charles”, she continued,
apparently unsurprised by the fact Amelia had been tied up. “He is
always so much more demanding afterwards.”

“He went to you?” Amelia asked,
stunned that her first reaction to the knowledge was a twinge of
envy.

Sophie nodded, smiling. It was
the first smile without cruelty Amelia had seen in what seemed like
a very long time. In spite of her predicament, she smiled back.

“I brought you something,” the
blonde girl said and reached into the pile of her clothes. Her hand
emerged clutching a jar, which she held aloft. “This should help.”
She opened the jar and dipped in her fingers. Amelia drew back as
she approached. “You’ll have to turn over,” Sophie said.

“What?”

“Turn over. I’ll put some of
this on your bottom. It will soothe it.”

“What is it?”

Sophie held her fingers out for
Amelia to sniff the ointment. “Arnica mostly, with some aloe and
witch hazel. It’s quite good. I can recommend it.”

“Do they beat you too? “ Amelia
asked.

Sophie’s lips pouted.
“Sometimes. If they decide I’ve misbehaved.”

“Misbehaved?” Amelia was silent
for a moment. “Are you a prisoner too?” she asked.

“No… not that exactly,” Sophie
said, somewhat uncertainly, Amelia thought. “No, I’m not,” she
decided. “Why would they keep anyone prisoner?”

“They have done it to me,”
Amelia said, bitterly.

“But you’re Victor’s new
servant.”

Tears stung Amelia’s eyes. “I
was mistress of this house until those two brutes entrapped me.
They will have me transported as a felon if I do not do as they
say.” She pressed her face to the pillow and wept.

Sophie’s hand patted her
shoulder. “There, there, don’t be upset. Let me put some salve on
your bottom. You’ll feel better then.”

Too wrapped up in self-pity to
care, Amelia let the blonde girl sit on the bed beside her. She
stiffened as a warm, gentle hand touched the sore halves of her
buttocks and began to smooth over her skin. It seemed as if the
ointment began to take effect at once, and Amelia gave a groan of
relief as the sting and ache began to ebb away. Wiping her tears on
the back of her hand, she lay on her belly and let Sophie’s soft,
caring touch lull her.

“You were right,” she said. “The
salve is good.”

“Oh, your bottom’s not too bad,”
the girl said. “Just a bit red really. I’ve had much worse.”

“Worse than this?” Amelia
remembered the hardness of Charles hand, the loud crack of his palm
on her bare skin, the humiliation and the burning sensation that
spread through her until it focused in the secret place between her
legs - a sensation that gave no sign of subsiding. A picture of
Sophie’s moistly glistening slit and thighs came into her mind, and
reflexively her legs pressed together against her own sex. She had
wanted Charles so badly. Something inside her maddeningly refused
to acknowledge the supremacy of her will, and when it was awoken
tore all common sense and logic from her as violently as Victor had
torn away her clothes.

Sophie was using both hands, her
fingers spread to cover the two rounds of Amelia’s bottom. “You are
very beautiful,” the girl said.

“Why, thank you,” Amelia said,
surprised. “So are you.”

“Do you think so?” Sophie’s
hands slid slowly down the lower curve of Amelia’s bottom, almost
brushing her sex and making her give a little shiver. “I wish my
breasts were like yours. Mine are too small, though Charles says he
likes them.”

Amelia half turned her head.
“They are in proportion to the rest of you. You are wonderfully
slim. Petite, the French would say.”

“Really?” Sophie asked, clearly
pleased, and moved a little further up the bed. Amelia felt the
warm pressure of the girl’s bare thigh against her own. Another
quiver ran through her belly. Once more, the hands rubbed her
firm-fleshed buttocks, smoothing down the backs of her thighs and
up again. The pressure pulled her sex slightly apart. It seemed
close in the room, with the warmth of the summer night and the heat
from the lamp. There was perspiration on her skin. Suddenly,
Sophie’s fingertips touched her sex.

Amelia jerked onto her side.
“Don’t,” she warned.

 



Chapter 5

 


Sophie’s wide, blue eyes lowered
from Amelia’s distrustful gaze. Her expression was that of a child
caught with a finger in the sugar bowl. The points of her little
breasts shook beneath the almost transparent stuff of her shift. As
Amelia continued to stare, a tear slowly welled up in the corner of
Sophie’s eye and trickled down her cheek.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I
thought….”

“Oh, don’t cry,” Amelia pleaded,
suddenly aware that she had upset the only person in the house who
had shown her any kindness. “Don’t cry, please.” She reached out
and put her arms around the tearful girl. “Please don’t be hurt.”
Her cheek pressed against Sophie’s. She felt the softness of the
girl’s skin, could smell the sweet scent of her, and feel her
trembling as they hugged. Amelia kissed Sophie’s cheek and the
girl’s head tilted upwards, mouth open, lips parting in a silent
plea. Before she knew what had happened, Amelia was pressing her
mouth on Sophie’s and they fell back together onto the narrow
cot.

Was she mad? This was a woman.
Amelia knew she must pull free and push Sophie away. Her lips
stayed on the girl’s soft, moist mouth, moving eagerly. A hot
tongue probed between her teeth and she hugged Sophie tightly,
crushing the girl’s small breasts against her own, their hard
nipples indenting her soft skin.

“Ooh, ooh!” Sophie panted as
their lips came free.

Amelia opened her dark eyes and
looked into the blonde’s bright blue ones, opaque and misty with
desire. With a rising flutter of excitement in her belly, she
watched Sophie shrug the shift from her slim body. A familiar,
tingling eagerness filled her sex. Lost once more in her own
carnality, she could not resist reaching for one of the girl’s
breasts, stroking and pinching the pink, little point with her
fingertips, then lowering her head to take it in her mouth. She
licked at it with her tongue, pulled and teased it with her lips,
sucked on it until it was as hard as a button. Sophie responded by
closing her hand on Amelia’s right breast, squeezing its firmness,
and rubbing and stroking the nipple to full erection. Her other
hand smoothed over the skin of Amelia’s arms and shoulders, hips
and thighs, while Amelia continued to clasp the girls slender body,
all firm muscles beneath peach-smooth skin, against her own.
Deftly, Amelia moved her mouth to Sophie’s other breast and drew
hard on its tip, hearing the girl moan with pleasure. The breast
pulled free and Sophie straddled her thigh, rubbing her warm sex up
and down on it. Amelia bent her knee, increasing the pressure,
feeling the wet lips sliding over her skin and smelling the tang of
Sophie’s juices as her pleasure heightened. Her own sex was
tingling, crying out to be touched.

Hips moving sinuously, breathing
fast and moaning, Sophie arched her back and thrust out her little,
pointed teats, eyes closed and mouth opened ecstatically. She
leaned forward and showered kisses on Amelia’s face and neck,
working her way down to the young woman’s breasts, then lower
still. Amelia felt the eager lips trail across her stomach and then
Sophie suddenly stopped. Opening her eyes, Amelia looked down the
length of her nude body. The girl’s face was inches from her sex
and she was smiling.

“Oh, isn’t it lovely, all bare
like that?” she said, stroking one fingertip over Amelia’s
depilated mound. She bent her head and placed a gentle kiss on the
bare skin. Shivering with excitement, Amelia groaned aloud as the
girl’s mouth moved to her pouting vulva.

“Oh, Sophie, yes!” she urged,
but already a hot tongue had forced aside the folds of her hood and
was seeking the bud of her clitoris. Eagerly, she parted her legs
further and a small, delicate finger penetrated her without warning
and sent a jolt of pleasure through her pulsating sex. Sophie began
stroking her inner thighs, making them quiver as the heat inside
her grew. Another finger entered her, spreading wide her pink
petals for Sophie’s probing tongue. Dizzily, Amelia felt her juices
flow and her heartbeat quicken. Sophie was lapping at her sex as a
cat would at cream, her fingers alternately stroking inside and
teasing at the hard nub of her clitoris. It was a maddening
delight, raising Amelia to boiling point and then easing just
enough to allow her to subside before her climax overtook her.

With one hand, Amelia clutched
at her breasts, tugging and twisting her stiff nipples. With the
other, she stroked the blonde head that moved between her thighs,
moaning and murmuring words of encouragement. Fingers in to the
knuckle and moving swiftly, Sophie used her other hand to spread
the hood of Amelia’s clitoris and fully expose the erect,
white-tipped, pink point. For a second she looked up into Amelia’s
eyes, her own shining with desire. Then she closed her lips on the
straining bud and drew hard upon it. Amelia’s thighs tightened
convulsively about Sophie’s head, and with a great, ecstatic gasp
she came with a flood of pleasure so intense she thought she would
faint. Her back arched and her limbs were all a-shiver as her sex
twitched with spasm after spasm of delight and her juices spurted
over the small hand that still moved within her.

Slowly, Sophie raised her head
and smiled at Amelia. Her lips were red and glossy, and the lower
half of her face was sheened with Amelia’s dew. She kissed her way
back up the young woman’s body, and Amelia felt no doubt or
hesitancy as their mouths met and she tasted her own rich juices on
the other girl’s lips. The firm, slim body pressed down upon her
and she pushed back against it, feeling their two pubic mounds
rubbing against each other, the damp friction of their sweating
skins, the sudden urgency of Sophie’s need. Amelia smoothed a hand
over the girl’s buttocks, stroking and squeezing before sliding her
fingers down the damp crevice between them to penetrate her wet
slit. Except for her own, it was the only female sex she had ever
touched. It clenched around her fingers, hot, damp and greedy as
Sophie wriggled her hips and moaned. Amelia rubbed the slick,
sensitive membranes within the blonde girl’s vagina and smiled
triumphantly at her eager response.

“You’re lovely,” she whispered
in Sophie’s ear, feeling the girls breath hot on her neck as she
continued to moan and thrust herself back onto Amelia’s busy
fingers, and all the while their two mounds were grinding against
each other. Amelia worked faster, pushing her fingers deep,
withdrawing them only to tweak and tease the hard clitoris that
strained from under its hood to crave her attention. Soon Sophie
was writhing on top of her. Their breasts and bellies were slippery
from the sweat of their exertions and the juices their lovemaking
was bringing forth. The blonde bucked suddenly, squirming and
shuddering under Amelia’s hands, and she felt the flow of moisture
as Sophie made her own little offering to the delights of passion,
and finally subsided in her arms.

They lay breathless, holding
each other, Amelia enjoying the touch of Sophie’s warm, perspiring
body against her own. Idly, she played with the damp blonde curls
sticking to the girl’s sweat-beaded little teats, twirling them
gently around her finger. Sophie laughed softly, snuggling
closer.

“How did you fall into Victor’s
hands?” Amelia asked.

“I suppose I did do that,” the
blonde said after a moment’s thought, as though the idea had never
occurred to her before. “He was in prison for debt. So was my
uncle. They put all of a family together, you know. Dependants have
to go too, until the debt is paid.” She laughed again as Amelia
trailed a finger through the sparse, silky hairs on her mound.
“That tickles,” she said, making no attempt to draw away.

“So, you were in the same
prison?” Amelia prompted.

“Yes. They let you come and go
at certain times but mostly you have to stay inside unless you have
work. It’s not the same as being a criminal.”

“It must have been awful,”
Amelia said, her own horror of imprisonment resurfacing.

“It was just about tolerable at
first, but my uncle became friendly with Victor. They decided to
prostitute me to earn money to help pay their debts.”

“Oh how could he? Your own
uncle.” Amelia was horrified.

“He had a lot of troubles,”
Sophie excused him. “They couldn’t sell me to the guards. They
could just rape us if they wanted to.”

Amelia’s belly shrank. That was
something she had not thought of. It was bad enough being sexually
assaulted by Victor and Charles, let alone some other crude and
coarse stranger.

“Victor said I could earn money
if he took me to a woman he knew,” Sophie continued. “I didn’t want
to at first but -.” She broke off with a shudder and Amelia
tightened a comforting arm around her.

“Don’t say any more if it is so
painful,” she said, but the blonde girl shook her head.

“I’m all right. I was caned
until I bled. After that, I did anything I was told to. Madame kept
me for her special clients, the ones who like to punish girls. I
think quite a few were friends of Victor. He was recommending me to
them.”

“The beast,” Amelia said, hating
him all the more.

“Later, when Victor came into
some funds, he was freed. He bought up my uncle’s debts in exchange
for me.”

“You were sold?” Amelia asked
incredulously.

Sophie looked uncertainly at
her. “I… I suppose I was in a way. I hadn’t thought of it like
that.”

“It’s against the law. What
Victor did is illegal. You are under no obligation to stay with
him.”

“But I have no one else. I don’t
even know where my uncle is. Victor would call in his debt if I
tried to leave.”

“That shouldn’t concern
you. Your uncle has treated you abominably,” Amelia said.
“But now you are in Victor’s clutches, you are even worse off.”

“Oh, no,” Sophie said. “Victor
and Charles are good to me sometimes. I have nice clothes now and
good food, and a lovely house to live in.”

My house, Amelia thought,
bitterly. “But they use you,” she argued. “In their beds. They use
you.”

Sophie gave a girlish laugh.
“But that’s fun,” she said and wriggled her body against Amelia’s.
“As much fun as we had tonight.”

Amelia had to smile. A thought
struck her. “They beat you.”

The blonde girl pursed her lips.
“Well, that’s true.” She kissed Amelia’s cheek. “But that can be
fun too, sometimes. As long as they don’t hit too hard.”

Amelia fell silent. What did
Sophie know of pain and pleasure? She wanted to ask, but dared not.
It would reveal too much of herself. Besides, the girl might be
kind and sweet, but Amelia had the impression she was not a young
lady possessed of any profound insight.

“Judith is spoiling things,
though,” Sophie said. “She plays the mistress all the time, giving
orders and putting on airs. Victor has started letting her punish
us too. I think he pays too much attention to what she says.”

“How long has Judith been
around?” Amelia asked.

“She’s only been with us a few
weeks but I think Victor has known her for a while. He started
going away for a day or two, to see her I think, and often Charles
went with him. They never used to leave me on my own before. That
must have been a little over a year ago.”

Amelia pulled a rueful face. It
was just about the time Judith began visiting the sick relative
Amelia had never heard her mention before. How easily she had let
herself be duped. “What about those other girls? Who are they?”

“Belinda is a naval lieutenant’s
widow and Jane was her grandfather’s ward. He was a broker in the
city, whatever that is. Victor bought up their debts too.”

“So he found the other girls in
debtors’ prison too? And he has them in the same servitude as
you?”

Sophie nodded, her cheek rubbing
Amelia’s nipple. “They aren’t the first ones. He usually keeps them
two or three months. Then I think they go to the brothel like I had
to. He’s kept Belinda longer than most, except for me that is, but
he says I’m different. I won’t have to go back to Madame. And Jane
only arrived a few days after Judith. Victor calls us his bunnies,
or sometimes his naughty bunnies. That’s when we’re to be
punished.”

“Why does Victor punish you?”
Amelia asked, although she had already realised it was more for his
own cruel gratification than anything else.

“I’m not always sure, but it
isn’t wise to argue with him when he decides one of us has done
something to deserve it. He has a wicked temper.” Amelia needed no
warning about that. “It’s poor Jane I feel sorriest for,” Sophie
said. “She’s barely eighteen and still such an innocent. And Victor
has given her to Judith. She makes her do-.” She giggled. “What
we’ve just done. But poor Jane doesn’t like it at all, and that
just makes Judith treat her worse.”

Amelia stared at the girl in
surprise. “You mean Judith is…?” She did not know how to describe
what she meant.

“Of the ‘Sapphic persuasion’,
Victor says, which must mean she prefers her own sex to men.”

“Oh, heavens!” Amelia gave a
gulp. “She was my companion for three years and I never guessed,
never even thought…”

“She’s had me a few times,”
Sophie volunteered. “Once she took this long, thin thing and pushed
it up -.”

“No!” Amelia cut her off. “Don’t
tell me anything about it, please.” Her stomach was a tight
knot. She had just attacked the woman and roused her temper. She
had no desire at all to hear what she was capable of. Sophie was
mercifully silent after that, and soon her breathing became deep
and regular. Amelia tensed. Through almost everything that had
happened since Sophie entered the room, one thought had never been
far from her mind - the girl had left the door unlocked.

Gently disentangling herself,
she crept around the bed to where Sophie’s clothes and shoes lay
and picked them up. Watching anxiously lest the girl wake up, she
tiptoed to the door. The handle turned without a sound. The door
opened with a barely audible click. Amelia looked quickly up and
down the passage outside. Nothing stirred. Rigid with tension, she
listened. Her heart was pounding and her belly was tight. There was
no sound except the creak and groan of the old house cooling in the
night and the distant, regular tick of a long-case clock.

Holding the shoes tightly and
pressing the clothes to her breasts, Amelia crept soundlessly to
the main staircase. There was no light except that from the stars,
but it made no difference to the young woman as she hurried
surefooted down the familiar staircase. She paused to listen on the
first landing and looked up as the moon suddenly emerged from
behind a cloud, illuminating the life-sized portrait of Jonathan
Barron hanging on the wall. As she had often done before, Amelia
wondered what kind of man truly lay behind the enigmatic half-smile
on the tall, flamboyant-looking figure’s face. Were his shoulders
really so broad and his hands so big? Was his hair really as dark
as her own raven tresses, and his features as finely chiselled and
handsome as they were portrayed? Jeavons had always insisted it was
a perfect likeness, and Amelia liked to believe it was so. It
seemed important that the man who had done so much for her without
ever seeing her in the flesh should be everything he appeared to be
in the portrait. How she wished that he were here now.

She crept to the foot of the
stairs and saw a thin band of light under the drawing room door.
Her muscles were aching with tension as she passed, in dread of the
door opening and Victor’s silhouette appearing against the
lamplight.

Nothing happened.

Amelia shook herself, shivering
in spite of the warm summer night. With as much care as she could,
she lifted the heavy latch of the front door. It was stiff, but she
pushed harder and it gave suddenly, with what seemed like a very
loud noise in the silence. Closing her eyes and holding her breath,
she clung to the door, waiting to be caught. Her weight swung it
open on well-oiled hinges and she felt the caress of the night air
on her nude body and looked out into freedom.

Teeth clamped on her lower lip,
Amelia picked her way across the gravel drive, trying to make as
little noise as possible. The sharp stones hurt her feet but she
reached the grass at the side of the drive at last and quickened
her pace. By the time she reached the gate, she was running flat
out. She stopped and looked back. All was quiet. She had done it.
She was free.

In the darkness, Amelia searched
through Sophie’s clothes. The dress, made for the blonde’s
narrow-hipped frame, would never fit her. She groped among the
white undergarments until a cloud obligingly drifted clear of the
moon and everything became shadows and silver. Feeling suddenly
exposed and terrified of recapture, Amelia put on the shift. It was
tight and gaped between the buttons. The petticoat was easier
because it fastened with tapes and, by leaving a V of bare skin,
she could fasten it around her waist. Sophie’s shoes were far too
small and crimped Amelia’s toes, but they would be better than
going barefoot in the darkness. Gritting her teeth, the young woman
set off.

Her goal was Watchnest Lodge,
nearly a mile down the road that twisted its way between the hedges
surrounding the fields. One mile to safety, for there lived Tobias
Sweet, the manager who ran Jonathan Barron’s estate. She knew Mr.
Sweet well, a polite, kindly man in his early forties, with whom
she had often chatted amiably when their paths crossed during her
horseback rides over the estate. He would help her, she was sure.
Then she would be safe from Victor Birchwood and Charles Dunkerley
and their cruel, demeaning treatment. Eagerly, Amelia ran on,
ignoring her pinching toes.

About a quarter mile down the
road, she turned off, following a path that skirted the edge of a
field, a quicker route to the lodge and safety. The ground was a
blur in the darkness and Amelia stumbled often, especially after
the moon vanished behind the clouds. Once she almost screamed in
fright as a pale, monstrous shape loomed out of the night directly
in her path, but the next moment she was giggling in relief as the
sheep leapt aside with a nervous bleat. After a few minutes that
seemed like hours, Amelia found herself at the edge of a wood. She
stopped and bent, hands on knees, to catch her breath. Elated, she
looked into the dark shadows ahead. Not a hundred yards beyond the
far side of the trees stood Watchnest Lodge. An owl hooted, making
her jump, but she steeled herself and set off into the black and
eerie woods.

Once, she tripped and felt some
of the buttons on her borrowed shift pop, but she got up, scooped
her breasts back into the garment and continued. Ahead she saw a
light, appearing and disappearing among the trees. It took several
seconds to realise it was she who was moving and not the light. It
was the lodge. In moments, she was out of the woods and stumbling
across the meadow towards the house. There were lights in several
of its windows and she had never been so glad to see them.

As she approached what she knew
to be the kitchen window, Amelia slowed, picking her way more
carefully lest she trip over some obstacle near the house.
Thankfully, she approached the lighted window to see if the room
was occupied. She did not want to create a commotion by banging on
the door. It would be bad enough to appear before Mr. Sweet in her
near-naked condition. Amelia did not want the lodge’s servants to
see her if she could avoid it. An overhead lamp cast a circle of
light into the room, leaving its edges in shadow. Within the
lighted area there was movement. Hand raised to tap the glass, she
stopped dead in surprise.

 



Chapter 6

 


The first person Amelia saw
should not have been there. Jeavons, for almost twenty years butler
at Watchnest Hall, had left for the railway station two days
before. He had told Amelia he was going to Gloucester to enquire
after another position. What, then, was he doing in the kitchen of
Watchnest Lodge, barely a mile from where his journey had begun? If
her surprise had not caused her a good deal of confusion, Amelia
might also have asked herself what Jeavons was doing in someone
else’s kitchen, stripped to the waist and in the act of removing
his trousers. She did not ask herself that, because before the
question had time to form, her confusion was greatly increased by
her catching sight of another person in the room.

Sally Carpenter was a local
girl, living lately under a cloud after becoming pregnant and
refusing to name the man responsible, who she had not first
troubled to marry. It was due in part to Amelia, who had first
suggested it to Tobias Sweet, that Sally had been given a position
at Watchnest Lodge to spare her continual questioning by her
family.

When Amelia first saw her, Sally
was sitting in an upright chair, dressed exactly like she herself
was now in nothing but a shift and petticoat, the tapes holding the
latter around her waist tied at their furthest extent to
accommodate the great swell of her pregnant belly. She must be a
good eight months by now, Amelia realised. It seemed to her a most
outrageous act of impropriety for the girl to be dressed only in
her underwear with the taut, bare skin of her stomach on display in
the presence of a man, even one with the unquestioned integrity of
Jeavons. She was so much more surprised when Sally smiled broadly
in the direction of the venerable butler, quickly drew her shift
over her head and gave a provocative toss of her mane of dark hair
that set her large breasts dancing. Then she leant forward and,
cupping both heavy globes in her hands, squeezed them until milk
dribbled from their big, pointed nipples. Astonished, Amelia could
only view this as even more damning evidence of Sally’s careless
morals. It was an even greater shock therefore, when Sally
proceeded to loosen the tapes on her petticoat and stood to let it
fall around her feet, revealing she wore nothing beneath.

Amelia could scarcely believe
what she was seeing. Shock and bewilderment kept her motionless at
the window, only her eyes moving to watch Jeavons cast his
remaining clothes aside and stand, to Amelia’s horror, as naked as
Sally was. She almost forgot to breathe as she saw the long, erect,
penis rising from his loins. This could not be, she told herself.
Jeavons must be well over forty years old and surely past being
interested in such things. Yet she could plainly see the evidence
this was not so in the rigidity of his erection and the lustful
expression on his face as he drank in Sally’s nudity.

Sally rose to her feet, hands
clasped under the outthrust bulge of her pregnant belly and her
heavy, round breasts swaying. Her pretty face still wore its
provocative smile. Jeavons reached for her, seizing one of her
swollen teats and pulling her closer. She laughed as he gripped the
breast in both hands and squeezed. Amelia blinked. A jet of liquid
spurted from the thick, erect nipple, squirting across the butler’s
chest until he directed the flow into his open mouth. When the
stream faltered, he clamped his lips around the breast’s stiffened
tip, suckling like an infant. Sally’s head went back, mouth parting
as her eyes closed, and Amelia could imagine, though not hear, the
moan that escaped her lips. As he suckled, Jeavons hands roved over
Sally’s thighs and buttocks, and she responded by taking his long
penis in her hand. Amelia felt surprise. She had not thought of
being able to do that. The thing was made for going between her
legs, after all. Yet, she had to admit that she was curious about
how a cock would feel under her fingers, and how it would respond
to a caress such as Sally was giving to Jeavons.

All at once, she was aware of
the prickle of excitement in her sex. It grew in intensity as she
watched Jeavons remove his mouth from Sally’s fat teat and kiss her
lips, while his hand smoothed down her prominently curved stomach
to delve into the dark triangle of hair below it. Sally’s hips
started wriggling and Amelia knew that the butler’s fingers were
moving inside her. She trembled, acutely aware of what the girl was
feeling and wishing she could feel it herself. Unthinking, she let
her fingers stray to her sex, pressing them between its moist lips
while she remained engrossed in the scene unfolding before her.

Without Jeavons releasing the
milk-filled breast or Sally relinquishing her hold on his stiffened
shaft, the butler turned the girl and manoeuvred her towards the
kitchen table. When her thighs touched its edge she leaned forward,
resting her breasts on its surface, her swollen belly hanging
beneath her and her back arching to thrust her buttocks backwards
and upwards. Jeavons disappeared into the shadows, to return an
instant later holding a bundle of twigs. He gave it a gentle flick
and Amelia saw droplets of water scatter across the red-tiled
floor, and she caught her breath. She had not seen such an
implement since she was a girl at school, when she had always
considered herself fortunate to have never felt its effects first
hand. But she had seen others punished by such means and was about
to again. For Sally Carpenter was going to be birched.

Jeavons positioned himself
behind and to one side of the heavily pregnant girl’s upraised
backside, partly hiding her from Amelia’s sight. She saw his arm
lift, Sally’s head turn at the moment it came down, and the way her
whole body jumped as the birch twigs kissed her bare buttocks.
Breathing hard, Amelia moved to the very end of the window where
she could just look past Jeavons to the jut of Sally’s right
buttock in time to see it twitch under another blow from the birch.
Through the thick window glass she heard a faint squeal, of pain or
pleasure she could not tell, but her sex responded with a little
flow of moisture and a familiar glow of arousal that demanded she
again slide a finger within.

Breathing hard, Amelia watched
transfixed as the butler dealt two dozen strokes with the springy
birch to Sally’s writhing bottom, the last six, Amelia was sure
from the way the girl’s cries became more audible, much firmer in
their delivery. Jeavons stepped to the table and laid down the
birch, affording Amelia a full view of his handiwork as Sally
remained bent over, the rapid lift and drop of her swollen stomach
showing how fast she was breathing. Over the whole surface of its
twin rounds, the skin of the pregnant girl’s bottom was bright
crimson, criss-crossed in places with lines of deeper red and
liberally dotted with little, dark-red spots where the buds on the
birch twigs had bitten into her tender skin. She stood slowly, the
cheeks of her pretty face tear-stained as she looked at her
tormentor.

Had she felt pleasure, Amelia
wondered? She certainly had been aroused watching it,
putting herself in the girl’s place, bent over in forced obedience,
humiliated as she was hurt. Her sex quivered at the mere thought
and she experienced a stab of guilt, certain it was wrong to feel
as she did. She saw Sally get to her knees before Jeavons, as she
herself had been forced to do with Charles. The pregnant girl’s
hand curled once more around his shaft and began moving rapidly up
and down its length, alternately concealing and exposing the blunt,
rounded tip. The butler squeezed one of her breasts hard and Sally
threw her head back, mouth opening in a silent moan as her milk
sprayed freely again. When he released the swollen teat, milk
continued to flow from its elongated nipple, running in a little
rivulet down Sally’s breast to drip onto her bulging belly and
trickle downward to her parted thighs.

From beneath lowered eyelids,
she looked up at Jeavons with an enticing smile, then reached down
a finger to take a drop of her own milk from her overflowing breast
and raise it to her mouth. She leaned towards his penis and pressed
her tongue, with the droplet of liquid on its tip, against the
shiny head. It seemed to Amelia that Sally’s tongue could curl
almost as far around the shaft as her fingers when the pregnant
girl licked it until it gleamed in the lamplight, sucking and
nibbling with her lips before she finally took it into her mouth.
So that was how it should be done, Amelia thought, eyes widening as
most of the hard penis slid inside the girls mouth, making one
cheek bulge.

Keenly watching Sally’s brazen
behaviour, Amelia let her fingers press more firmly into her own
moist opening. Jeavons was not thrusting into Sally’s mouth as
Charles had done with her. It was Sally who moved her head back and
forth to stimulate him and, from the look on his face, it was an
effective technique. But his impatience presently got the better of
him. He drew his length free of her lips and pulled her to her feet
with a firm grip on her leaking nipples, pushing her back until her
thighs met the table edge and she tipped backwards onto the wood.
Amelia saw her face twist as her weight pressed her birched bottom
against the tabletop, then Jeavons lifted her legs up and apart
until her thighs touched the sides of her massively swollen belly,
exposing her sex and the dark furrow between her buttocks.

Amelia thought Sally might
protest this sudden rough handling, but the girl only reached under
herself, placed two fingers at either side of her full-lipped sex
and stretched it apart in invitation. Fascinated, Amelia watched
Jeavons grasp the base of his penis and guide its swollen head
towards the shiny, pink opening amongst Sally’s generous pubic
growth. She saw them meet, how the tip of the broad shaft pushed
urgently against the glistening lips until they stretched from the
pressure and the hard cock sank its full length inside.

Sally threw her head back with
an ecstatic look on her face, her big breasts bouncing as Jeavons
began thrusting into her. Amelia had never seen such a thing before
and was surprised to find it stimulating. She knew the sensations
Sally must be feeling as the penis coursed over the tingling walls
of her sex. Confused images filled her mind - of lying on her back
with Victor astride her, of Charles forcing his entry as she knelt
beneath him, of Sophie’s head moving between her legs. She shivered
as her sex gave a little spasm, and she ran her fingertip along the
length of her slit until it came to rest against the hard bud of
her clitoris. Unable to stop herself, she moaned aloud.

It was with a curious sense of
disappointment that she saw Sally finally yield to the throes of
her orgasm and the butler’s rapidly thrusting hips subside. The
disappointment was soon replaced by curiosity as Amelia watched
Sally rise from the table only to be turned about by Jeavons and
pushed again face down onto its surface. Only then did Amelia sense
a movement in one dark corner of the room. She looked towards it
and saw a figure take a step towards the girl bent over the table.
Only the lower half of the figure was visible in the light cast by
the single overhead lamp. The rest was only a vague shape among the
shadows. What she could see, however, was enough to tell Amelia it
was a man, for he was as naked as the others and displaying a great
curving erection that brought the head of his penis into contact
with his stomach well above his navel. Amelia gulped.

Sally lay with her arms out,
palms flat against the tabletop with her face towards the window,
and her eager expression showed that her lust had not yet expended
itself. Jeavons was lying half across her back, and she shuddered
as his hands grasped her round, birched buttocks. Amelia pressed
her nose to the window as the butler’s fingers tightened on flesh
she guessed was burning fiercely and drew apart the two halves of
the girl’s bottom, stretching open the pink knot of her anus.

Breath catching in her throat,
Amelia darted a glance at the advancing figure of the man. Drawing
ever closer to the girl’s defenceless bottom, he curled a hand
around his long, thick penis. Surely he did not intend to force
that big, brutal shaft into her tender rear passage? The line of
lamplight had reached his chest. Another step and Amelia would see
his face. Her own buttocks clenched, her sex quivered and her
stomach was jumping. The man stepped forward.

A hand clamped over Amelia’s
mouth, jerking her away from the window. An arm encircled her body,
trapping her arms against her sides. She tried to scream, but the
sound was no more than a croak through the palm crushed against her
lips. Before she could even think of struggling, she was swept off
her feet by another pair of hands and the scene before her vanished
an instant before the figure stepped fully into the lamplight.
Something dark and thick enfolded her head and she was instantly
carried away.

She must have fainted at some
time. One moment she was being slung, belly down over the saddle of
a horse, the next she was landing on the floor with a painful
thump. The thick material wrapped around her head was jerked away
and she was blinking in lamplight. A door closed and a key scraped
in a lock. When her vision cleared, she was alone, naked once more,
and back where she had started: in the servant’s room at Watchnest
Hall.

She had failed.

 


* * * * *

 


It was still early when the door
suddenly opening made Amelia’s heart leap. Too fearful to sleep,
she was despondently gazing out of the window at the long shadows
the first slivers of sunlight were casting across the estate. She
turned quickly, raising her hands to hide her nudity from whoever
was about to enter, and then remembered it was not permitted and
dropped them to her sides.

“So, you couldn’t sleep either,”
Charles said. “That’s what haring around in the dark can do to
you.” His intimidating bulk made the room seem even smaller as he
stepped inside, pulling Sophie in with him.

“Hello, Amelia,” she said,
smiling, and the overlarge dressing gown she wore slipped from her
right shoulder, exposing the pert, little cone of one breast. Oh
Lord, Amelia thought, only hours ago she had sucked on that hard,
pink point! How could she have been so shamelessly wanton?

Charles hair was uncombed, and
he wore only trousers and a shirt he had not troubled to button.
Amelia lowered her eyes from the hair on his broad chest and gulped
at sight of the erection outlined in his fashionably tight
trousers.

“You see why I am here, Amelia.”
Charles grinned as she looked away. “It is you who keeps me from my
slumber, so you will have to provide me with a
diversion.”

She struggled to keep her arms
at her sides. He seemed to devour her with his gaze as it roved
over her full breasts, dropped to her taut belly, her hairless
mound and the little cleft beneath that swelled into the two fleshy
crescents of her outer labia, all bare and exposed. A quiver of
fear and excitement ran through her and she caught her breath, awed
at how easily her body’s desires could overcome her will. For,
already her sex was prickling and pulsing, demanding pleasure.
Desperately, she tried to suppress her lustful cravings.

“Spread your legs more.”

Amelia looked at Sophie, sure
Charles had brought her to add to her humiliation while he forced
her to obey his every shaming instruction. But the petite blonde,
one pointed teat still carelessly exposed, behaved as if nothing
out of the ordinary was taking place. With the heat of her blush
fiery on her cheeks, Amelia moved her feet apart, feeling her outer
labia separate and moist warmth on her inner thighs. Fleetingly,
she caught the scent of her arousal and fought harder to restrain
her treacherous passion.

Charles folded his arms and
looked into her eyes.

“Now touch yourself.”

“I will not,” Amelia said,
outraged.

“What’s wrong? Do you need your
little, ivory plaything?” He took the phallus from his pocket and
Amelia turned her head aside, all too aware of the effect the sight
of it had on her. “You like being made to obey, don’t you?”

“No.”

“You like a nice tight grip so
you can’t get away. To be tied nice and securely. Or a firm hold
while your backside gets a good drubbing. You like that too, don’t
you, a good smacking to get you all wet before the fucking
begins?”

Amelia’s thick mane of black
hair cascaded around her shoulders as she shook her head in
emphatic denial.

“Come here,” Charles
ordered.

When she was within his reach,
he pulled her to him, her stomach against his right hip, her sex
and thighs pressing his right leg.

“No,” Amelia repeated more
urgently.

Charles’s arm tightening around
her waist pulled her closer still. He took her right hand in his
left, pressing it to the hard bulge of his erection, and put his
mouth to her ear. “You can lie to yourself, Amelia, but not to me,”
he said softly. “I’ve seen you. I’ve seen the lust in those dark,
deep eyes of yours, and those delicious lips pouting with
eagerness. I’ve seen you writhing as you were fucked, and how you
thrash and moan when you come.”

“Oh, no,” Amelia groaned.

“Yes,” Charles breathed. “You
can’t hide it.” His hand strayed from her waist to rub her
buttocks. “I’ve watched you as I held you down and Victor spanked
this nice round arse of yours.”

Amelia remembered the pressure
of the unyielding table against her breasts and belly, and the
shock and fiery pain of Victor’s first blow as it landed on her
defenceless bottom.

“I’ve heard you whimpering while
you pushed back to meet my cock.” Charles stopped holding her hand
to his erection and cupped her breast, his thumb stroking her stiff
nipple. Amelia kept her hand pressed against the hard penis. “I’ve
watched you wriggling on my knee with your bottom bouncing while I
smacked it. I watched it turn red, and felt it glowing while you
wept and your cunt turned wet and hot. I saw you lying helpless on
the floor, looking up at me and wanting me to stick my cock in
you.”

He released her breast and
tilted her chin up towards him. The memory of the spanking was
spinning Amelia’s head as Charles crushed his lips greedily to her
parted mouth. She recalled Victor tearing her clothes from her, a
tight grip on her wrists, silken cords drawn tightly around her
ankles, the sting of a hard hand on her buttocks, the lips of her
sex stretching as she was penetrated. Amelia flung her arms around
her captor, pulling him tightly against her and clamping her thighs
about his leg as a feverish surge of passion flooded her. Her lips
tore free of Charles’s and she gave a long, shuddering moan,
bucking and grinding against his leg in an overwhelming orgasm.

Recovering her senses just as
suddenly, she forced her way out of his encircling arms and
stumbled backwards, trembling and horrified by what she had
done.

“Oh, you are a cruel brute to
use me so,” Amelia flung at him.

His flash of anger only lasted a
moment before it was replaced by a look of irony, emphasised by the
eyebrow he raised as he looked down at the damp patch where she had
spent herself on his trouser leg.

“You did it to yourself,” he
sneered. “You gentlewomen are all the same. When I was a
boy, they used to come into my father’s shop all the time, silly,
twittering creatures with barely a thought between them, buying
gloves they would probably only wear once. And my father had worked
day and night to make them ready in time. They patted my head and
told me what a nice boy I was, and then made jokes at my expense
they thought me too stupid to understand. But the days when I will
be patronised by your kind are long past.” He turned to Sophie,
wrenching his dressing gown from her slender body and pushing her
up against the wall.

“Oh, my,” she said, giggling as
he roughly caressed her breasts. Her head tilted back, eyes
half-closing, lips parting to emit a low moan. Sophie’s nipples
grew darker, hardening under Charles teasing and making Amelia
suddenly more sensitive to the weight of her own breasts and the
heat that simmered low in her belly. She wanted to look away, but
something stronger than her conscious will kept her eyes fixed on
what Charles was doing to the girl. His hand explored the taut bow
of her belly, and Amelia knew exactly the sensations his fingers
were feeling as they toyed with the sparse blonde curls decorating
Sophie’s mound and stroked the hood of her clitoris.

“Ooh, yes!” the petite girl
purred, arching her back and spreading her thighs.

Charles withdrew his hand.
“Touch yourself,” he instructed.

Sophie lifted her hand to her
mouth and slid her middle finger inside. It gleamed wetly in the
early morning sunlight as it followed the same path Charles’s had
and slipped into the moist slit of her sex. Sophie’s breath escaped
in a rush and her blue eyes widened then closed. Her tongue
flickered over her full lips.

“Oh!” Amelia said, not knowing
why. Her attention was fixed on the slender girl masturbating, on
the finger working in her sex, the flash of bright pink inner lips,
the little bud of the clitoris swelling and stiffening before her
eyes. “Stop it”, Amelia groaned. “Please, stop it.”

Charles gave her a superior
smile and bent to pull the belt from his dressing gown. The same
strange excitement she had felt when he had held her tightly for
the spanking made her heart race as he turned her and bound her
wrists behind her back. Amelia wanted to resist but her body seemed
bent on betraying her. Her sex was fluttering wildly as he tied the
last knot and pushed her to her knees beside the bed.

“Sophie, what did you and Amelia
do last night?”

“We made love,” Sophie said
breathlessly.

Amelia blushed scarlet at
Sophie’s revelation. Charles grinned down at her in triumph. The
prominent bulge of his penis seemed to demand all her attention.
Her anxiety increased as she felt the little control she had left
slipping away. “Let me go,” she wailed, but Charles paid her no
heed.

“You can see that Sophie has her
lessons in obedience too,” he said, gesturing at the girl who
continued fingering herself with no sign of self-consciousness or
embarrassment. “And you see they can sometimes be pleasurable.” He
knelt suddenly, seizing Amelia’s right breast, squeezing it hard in
his fist until tears stung her eyes. “And sometimes not.” His hand
went between her thighs, and before she could even think of pulling
away, his finger had penetrated her and withdrawn. “Though from
what I’ve seen, you may have difficulty telling them apart.”
Laughing, he held up the finger, and she cringed from the sight of
her glistening juices. Charles tugged on the belt binding her
wrists. “Is it tight enough, Amelia?” he asked, rising to his feet.
“You like it tight, don’t you?”

“No. No.” She tried to jerk her
hands free but the belt was tight and all she did was lose
her balance. Charles set her upright and turned to Sophie. On
either side of her busy fingers, the pink petals of her sex were
shining, coated with moisture that overflowed to gleam damply on
her thighs. Little droplets of perspiration clung to her breasts.
She whimpered with excitement when Charles pulled and stretched
each of her stiff nipples. As he did so, he fixed his eyes on
Amelia. Then he began to unbutton his trousers.

“Did you and Amelia kiss,
Sophie?” he asked.

The blonde girl panted.
“Yes.”

“Did you touch her?”

“Yes.”

And did she touch you?”

Amelia stared back into his
eyes, hating what he was doing, yet unable to look away. Sophie
moaned and nodded, lost in the sensations her fingers were creating
between her legs.

“Did she suck on your
titties?”

“Yes.”

“And play with your little
pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Did you put your tongue inside
her pussy?”

“Oh, yes!” Sophie breathed.

Charles smiled complacently.
Amelia knew he had already made Sophie tell him everything and that
his questions were just part of the wicked game he was playing.
Burning with shame, she struggled to ignore the little, tingling
pulses of arousal that the sight of the girl and the recollection
of what they had done were causing.

“And did Amelia put her tongue
in your pussy?”

“No,” Sophie said, sighing
regretfully. “No, she didn’t.”

Charles pulled her hand away
from her sex and she gave a little whimper of disappointment.
Slowly, his eyes never leaving Amelia’s, Charles guided the
blonde’s hand to his unbuttoned trousers. Suddenly eager, Sophie
reached inside. Amelia saw Charles’s eyes narrow, and at last
managed to lower her gaze from his only to see Sophie’s hand
reappear, its delicate fingers wrapped around the thick, arrogant
length of his cock. Then, just as Amelia had seen Sally doing with
Jeavons, Sophie began to move her hand along the swollen shaft,
working the skin up and down over its domed, purple head. The young
woman could only stare, half-disgusted, and half-fascinated by the
blatant exhibition taking place before her. Her skin felt flushed.
Her nipples, she knew without looking, were still hard and standing
out stiffly on her breasts. The confinement of her wrists, making
her arms useless to her, was having an unsettling effect as her
anxiety blurred with the desire tingling between her legs. She
caught her breath. Those same feelings had brought on her orgasm
only minutes ago.

“I don’t think Amelia was very
fair last night, Sophie,” Charles said. His breathing had quickened
and there were beads of sweat on his forehead. While the little
blonde’s hand worked his thick-veined shaft, his eyes fixed once
more on Amelia’s face. The wicked smile he gave her made her belly
flip, but even as she balked at his abuse, intense excitement
surged through her and warm moisture bathed the lips of her sex.
Cock wagging as it pulled free of the girl’s hand, Charles pushed
Sophie towards her. Amelia’s dark desires were suddenly impossible
to suppress as she stared at his rigid penis.

“Lie across the bed and raise
your knees.”

All eagerness and excitement,
Sophie flung herself on her back, bending her knees up and out and
planting her feet on the edge of the mattress. Still kneeling,
still bound, Amelia felt herself grabbed by the hair and dragged
between the blonde’s spread legs.

“No, Charles,” she gasped
despairingly. “Please don’t.” The ripe sex filled her gaze, its
fleshy vulva gaping to expose bright pink inner lips swollen from
Sophie’s excitement and glistening with her dew. The heady scent of
it filled Amelia’s nostrils. She felt her own sex suddenly contract
and another little spurt of moisture overflowed the hot opening
between her legs.

“So, you still won’t admit what
you really want,” Charles said and pushed her face down into
Sophie’s wetness. The girl moaned and wriggled her hips, liberally
coating the lower half of Amelia’s face with her juice. Her sex was
hot on Amelia’s mouth and Charles was pressing her very hard
against it so that she could scarcely breathe. She strained in vain
at the bindings on her wrists.

Charles knelt close beside
Amelia and spoke softly into her ear. “Lick her.”

 



Chapter 7

 


With a tear rolling down her
cheek, Amelia pushed out her tongue and hesitantly touched it to
Sophie’s labia. The blonde beauty whimpered and gave a little
shudder. Charles brushed the hair back from Amelia’s face.

“Lick her,” he repeated.

Again Amelia pushed her tongue
against the fleshy lips, and this time its pressure parted them and
she felt its tip stroke the rich, juicy folds within. Sophie
squirmed with pleasure, and Amelia felt answering tremors tease her
own pussy as the sharp tang of the blonde’s moisture filled her
mouth. Suddenly more eager, she probed deeper, moving her tongue
faster and sucking with her lips at whatever they touched.

“Do you find this degrading,
Amelia?” Charles asked quietly.

Of course she did. She was bound
helplessly on her knees, face crammed against the sex of another
woman, nipples titillated by a rough linen sheet and her bare
backside jutting out behind her.

“You feel humiliated,” Charles
continued and she felt his hand slide over her bottom until his
fingertips could have brushed her sex. It quivered in anticipation.
“But you like the feeling, don’t you?”

Amelia tried to lift her head
but he held her fast.

“Don’t stop.”

Her lips tugged on one of
Sophie’s swollen inner labia as a finger delved into her own hot
dampness and triggered small spasms of pleasure within.

Charles put his face next to
hers. “I’m watching you, Amelia. I can see everything. It’s so
degrading, isn’t it? But so exciting too; so pleasurable that you
don’t want it to stop.”

No, her mind cried
silently, but she knew it was not true. It was Charles who spoke
the truth. Amelia squirmed, moaning into the hot sex under her
mouth as his fingers pushed deeper and then he sought the bud of
her clitoris with his finger and thumb and began pinching it. Waves
of maddening delight washed over her.

“Do you know how vulnerable you
are?” he asked softly, and she did know and the knowledge was
terrifying but so, so exciting. “Your hands are tied,” Charles told
her, but she needed no reminding. “You’re helpless. Trapped by your
own desires. You can do nothing but submit.”

Submit! She orgasmed as he
spoke, soaking his fingers. On the backs of her closed eyelids,
bright lights were flashing and, at the same time, she found
Sophie’s clitoris and clasped her lips around it, drawing the hard
little point into her mouth and wriggling the tip of her tongue
upon it. Sophie gave a soft, whimpering cry and, raising her eyes,
Amelia saw the girl frantically rubbing and tugging at her little
breasts. Her eyes were closed and there was an ecstatic look on her
face.

The hand was gone from the back
of Amelia’s neck but she did not pull away. Her only fear now was
that Charles was deliberately taking her to the brink, only to deny
her the fulfilment of release. She sensed him kneel behind her,
felt his hairy thighs rubbing her smooth ones as he positioned
himself. The thrill as his broad penis pushed against her labia
made her catch her breath and an instant later she climaxed again
as the thick shaft pushed into her wet-lipped sex. Exultantly, she
felt the length plunge deep and her mouth came free of Sophie’s
pussy long enough to moan her delight. Then she clamped her lips
more firmly on the blonde’s hard bud, flogging the clitoris with
her tongue while the velvety ridges of her own vagina shivered and
spasmed under the thrust of the hard cock piercing her.

Groaning and gasping, Sophie
arched her back and lifted her hips from the mattress, rubbing her
ripe sex hard on Amelia’s mouth, her thighs aquiver. She gave a
sudden, wild cry and the outpouring of her orgasm spilled in a rush
over Amelia’s lips and filled her mouth with its sweetness. Moments
later, Charles’s short, urgent thrusts brought him to climax, and
with the fiery, sparkling ripples of her own orgasm coursing the
length of her vagina, Amelia felt the splash of his spunk within
her and collapsed breathless to the floor.

Sophie sat up and looked around
dazedly. Panting, Charles stood and pulled up his trousers. Amelia
rolled onto her side and with her lust spent, began to cry at the
enormity of it all.

“Oh, don’t weep, Amelia,” Sophie
said, leaning down to kiss her cheek. “That was wonderful.”

Amelia struggled upright. Her
thighs were wet with her juices and the spunk flowing from her
still quivering sheath. She shook her head but it did nothing to
clear her confusion. She groaned. “Oh, what is the matter with
me?”

“Are you really such an
innocent?” Charles demanded. “Do you imagine you’re the only one
who finds such experiences exciting? Sophie is the same, if to a
lesser extent, and I assure you, there are many others.”

“But it’s awful,” Amelia said
through her tears. “What you made me do was horrible.”

“Didn’t you want to do it? You
enjoyed it.”

Amelia lowered her eyes. It was
true. That was why it was so awful.

“I could make you clean me
again.” Charles took his softening penis in his hand and aimed its
greasy tip at her. “I’ve a notion you wouldn’t find that lesson
quite so exciting.” He laughed as she wrinkled her nose in disgust.
“Don’t worry. I’ve more of a fancy for a bath and breakfast. Then
Victor and I need to decide the appropriate punishment for your
night time escapade.”

“You shouldn’t punish me at
all,” Amelia said indignantly, knowing he only wanted to increase
her anxiety. “This is all wrong. You should let me go.”

“After the performance you just
gave?” Charles grinned at her blush. “Not a chance.”

“At least untie me,” she pleaded
as he pushed Sophie from the room and started after her.

“So you can play with yourself?
I think not.”

“Bastard,” Amelia said, but
softly and only when she was sure he had gone.

 


* * * * *

 


The bath was wonderful. Amelia
lay back, stretching her toes towards the taps, luxuriating in the
lightness of her body and the hot water lapping against her skin.
She had not bathed since the morning Jeavons had left the hall.
With what had befallen her since, it seemed like a lifetime
ago.

“Come on. Get on with it,” a
voice said impatiently from the open doorway. Amelia sank low in
the water until she was invisible to Judith. Pulling a face, she
stuck out her tongue in her former companion’s direction. Sophie,
who was bending over the bath with a bar of soap in her hand, gave
a burst of giggles.

“Hurry up, I said,” Judith
snapped, “and make sure you do a thorough job. Victor says you
stank worse than his horse when he brought you back last
night.”

Amelia felt heat flush her
cheeks.

“Sit up,” Sophie told her and
Amelia raised herself and let the blonde girl soap her back and
shoulders. Then it was the turn of her front and she spread her
arms and felt Sophie’s small hands rubbing smartly over her breasts
and stomach. There were two baths in the room and the girl had just
climbed from the other one at Judith’s instruction and, naked and
dripping, begun washing Amelia. She knew it had not been ordered
for her benefit from the lustful glances she and Sophie were
attracting from her one-time companion.

Judith’s bright-eyed scrutiny
made her squirm with embarrassment. It still amazed her that she
had never guessed the older woman’s secret during the years she had
been her companion. But how could she when her discovery that women
could take pleasure from other women had only happened the night
before? And that had been an aberrant act on her part, brought on
by her distress and the need to feel some affection after all her
suffering at the hands of Victor and Charles. Amelia did not
believe she was of the ‘Sapphic persuasion’ and the thought that
Judith could take sexual pleasure from the sight of her nudity
filled her with revulsion. Yet, even as the thought entered her
mind, Sophie’s hands massaging the slick film of soap into her
breasts were awakening her excitement. Her nipples hardened. Sophie
felt them under her palms at once, and moving to block Judith’s
view, she gave each of them a tweak and grinned. Anxiously, Amelia
gave a shake of her head.

“What’s going on there?” Judith
demanded.

“Nothing,” Amelia said. “We’re
hurrying.”

“Well, make sure you soap your
cunt thoroughly,” Judith said. “I know what you and that little
slut Sophie did last night.”

Amelia’s stomach turned over and
she gave Sophie a wide-eyed stare. The girl looked back
guiltily.

“Oh, she told me,” Judith
assured Amelia with a harsh laugh, “after I twisted her titties a
few times.”

Sophie blushed and Amelia gave
her a small, forgiving smile and lay back to rinse the soap from
her skin. Taking a deep breath, she stood up. As water streamed
from her naked body, she fixed her eyes on Judith’s and stared at
her one-time friend with all the contempt she could muster. But
when Judith’s gaze swept over her nudity, her new knowledge about
the woman’s proclivities made Amelia waver. She had a sudden
unsettling feeling that Victor’s permission allowing Judith to
punish the girls had already been extended to include herself.

“Get on with it. They’re waiting
for you,” Judith ordered.

Let them wait, Amelia thought,
but the hollow feeling in her stomach increased. Why had she not
had the sense to immediately knock on the kitchen window when she
reached the lodge? Then she would not have had to suffer the added
humiliation of having Judith see her a naked, helpless prisoner in
the servant’s room. From there, never once letting her out of her
sight, her erstwhile companion had fetched her first to breakfast
and then to the servants’ bathroom.

It seemed that Victor was
confident she could handle Amelia without any male assistance. He
was probably right. Judith was taller than she was, and at
twenty-six years old and well travelled in her employment as lady’s
companion, vastly more experienced. Though she was a schemer and a
traitress, Amelia could not deny she was attractive, with her green
eyes and long lashes, and her full lips that pouted so readily. Her
hair was light brown with a slight coppery tint that was most
obvious in sunlight. Her breasts were bigger than Amelia’s and her
hips fuller beneath a narrow waist. Amelia had no doubt who was the
stronger. And Judith had now equipped herself with what Amelia had
first taken to be a miniature walking stick but which she soon
realised was a cut-down parasol handle. It was a thin, knotty cane
about sixteen inches long, and as Amelia had learned when Judith
used it to urge her along to the bathroom, it stung like a bee.

Sophie was soaping the length of
her right leg while Amelia did the left herself. She touched her
hands gingerly to her buttocks, and to her relief felt no lingering
effects from her spankings. Abruptly, she clutched at Sophie’s hand
to stop it moving higher up her thigh. She could not afford to let
the blonde girl anywhere near her sex. It would be hard enough to
avoid becoming more aroused if she soaped herself there. As
gently as she could, she rubbed her hand over her sensitive belly
and thighs and finally slid it between her legs, acutely aware of
Judith watching intently. Still her sex twitched at her touch and
she shied from the stimulus. This was neither the time nor the
place to be playing with herself.

“Do it properly,” Judith
instructed, grinning. “Or I’ll have to do it for you?”

Horrified by the thought of
Judith laying hands upon her, Amelia rubbed harder, felt her outer
labia separate and the slick, soapy touch of her fingers on the
sensitive petals within. Trying hard to ignore their sudden
tingling and her acute embarrassment, she fixed her eyes on her
former companion. “Why are you being so cruel to me?” she asked,
suppressing a shiver of arousal.

“Because you’re a fool,” Judith
said derisively. “If you had paid more heed to me and less to that
stupid maiden aunt who brought you up, you wouldn’t have ended up
so pathetically afraid of every stranger who crossed your path. And
you wouldn’t have spent every moment hiding from them in this
place.” She curled her lip. “You might even have gained enough
sense to have given up your ridiculous attachment to Watchnest Hall
and been gone long before Victor arrived. Then you wouldn’t be in
your present predicament.”

“She was my great-aunt,
and it’s not right you should speak ill of her,” Amelia protested.
After her parents’ deaths, she had been cared for by her Great Aunt
Matilda until the old lady died when Amelia was seventeen. She
would have been alone if Jonathan had not come to her rescue.

“Nonsense. It’s she who made you
the timid little mouse you are, never taking you to any sort of
social function, or even allowing visitors to call at her
home.”

It was true that what Amelia
remembered most vividly about the somewhat distant but kindly
woman, was her frequent, dire warnings that gentlemen on occasions
could be far from gentle, and if Amelia gave such beasts the chance
they would make her submit to the most coarse indignities. Often,
Amelia had lain in her bed at night and wondered what such
indignities could be. As she had grown to womanhood, she had
realised that she had a shrewd idea, and the thought would set her
tingling so that she had to relieve her emotions by rubbing hard on
her most secret place. Then, safe in the knowledge she was fully in
control as she pleasured herself, the little knot of trepidation
the thought of men caused her would disappear and she would be calm
again. Amelia had to admit that Great Aunt Matilda’s enigmatic
warning, though it made her curious, had also made her more than a
little wary of the opposite sex.

Her doubt must have shown on her
face, for Judith gave a derisive snort. “I see you know it too,”
she said. “What a silly little thing you are. You deserve
everything that is going to happen to you.”

“And what is that?” Amelia asked
with a shudder of trepidation.

“You’ll find out soon enough,”
Judith said.

Rinsed of soap, Amelia stepped
from her bath, refreshed physically but with her emotions in
turmoil. Sophie towelling her dry was fully as stimulating as
Sophie soaping her and she quickly took over the job herself. She
wanted a clear head for what was to come, whatever it might be.

“Right, let me see those cunts,”
Judith snapped.

“Noo!” both girls chorused,
earning each of them a stinging stroke across the fronts of their
thighs from Judith’s little cane.

“Don’t you defy me,” she barked.
“Get bent over, and I want those lips held open so I can see what
sort of a job you’ve done, or you’ll answer to Victor.”

Thoroughly cowed, Amelia swapped
an apprehensive glance with Sophie and they both turned and bent at
the waist. Immediately the short cane flickered in Judith’s hand
and two sharp intakes of breath followed the sound of two sharp
smacks on bare bottoms.

“Spread yourselves, I said.”

Amelia reached back at the same
time as Sophie, and despising herself for so meekly contributing to
her own humiliation, placed her fingers either side of her outer
labia and drew them apart. From the corner of her eye, she watched
Judith lean forward. The pink tip of the older woman’s tongue
played slowly over her red lips as she peered between Sophie’s
thighs before leaning closer and taking a long sniff. Sickened,
Amelia looked only at the floor as her former companion’s attention
turned to her. Shame burned her fiercely at the realisation that,
as well as breathing in her woman-scent, Judith could see all the
intimacies of her most secret place far more clearly than she ever
had herself. It revolted her.

“They’ll do,” Judith pronounced,
straightening. “Though knowing what sluts you are, I don’t doubt
they’ll be dripping and stinking again before very long.”

“Oh, that isn’t fair,” Sophie
protested as both girls stood and faced their antagonist. “You
can’t - ”

A slap to her pointed, little
breast silenced all but her yelp of pain.

“I can,” Judith said flatly.
“Tell me, Sophie, how long is it since I last had you?” Her eyes
met Amelia’s and she gave a superior smile.

Rubbing her smarting breast,
Sophie shook her head.

“A good three weeks, I fancy,”
Judith answered for her, her gaze still locked on Amelia’s. “I
think tonight, after you have been punished we had better renew our
acquaintance.”

Clearly not at all pleased at
the prospect, Sophie lowered her eyes. Judith looked away from
Amelia at last but she had delivered her message with stark
clarity. Amelia’s belly gave a flip of fear. Her former companion
could just as easily have chosen her.

As Sophie reached for her
clothes, Judith tapped her cane on one of the blonde’s conical
breasts. “Don’t trouble to dress. I’m sure Victor would just have
you strip again to punish you.”

Her playfulness long gone,
Sophie let her shift fall, trying unsuccessfully to hide her
resentment. Much to her surprise, Amelia was given a robe to wear.
She belted it around her waist with an immense feeling of relief at
finally being allowed to cover her nudity. It lasted only until
Judith had shepherded the two girls to the drawing room.

Victor and Charles were in front
of the fireplace, looking towards the long, high windows, through
which bright afternoon sunlight was streaming into the room. The
men did not immediately turn. Their interest was fixed on two young
women standing before the windows. They were dressed identically in
white dresses of the thinnest Indian cotton, and they were plainly
naked underneath. Both stood with feet apart, their hands clasped
at the backs of their necks, and the sunlight behind them shone
straight through the fine material, revealing the shape of their
legs and even the tones of their skin. The two men were eyeing them
appreciatively.

Amelia had no trouble guessing
which girl was which. Belinda was in her early-twenties, she
estimated, and half a head taller than the eighteen-year-old Jane.
Both were beauties, which was no doubt why Victor had chosen them.
They wore their hair up, held in place with white silk ribbons and
their faces were skilfully made up. Powder and rouge, kohl and
lapis lazuli had been lightly but cleverly applied to cheeks, lips,
eyebrows and lids to accentuate the girls stunning natural beauty.
As her bare feet padded on the rich Persian carpet, Amelia saw both
girls’ eyes turn briefly in her direction. There was a look of
infinite misery on Belinda’s lovely face and Jane’s powdered cheeks
were streaked with tears.

“Remain as you are,” Victor
instructed them in lordly fashion, turning his attention to Amelia.
As she walked, the tips of her breasts rubbed against the material
of her robe and she was very aware of how bare her sex was beneath
it. With her stomach fluttering, she halted before her captors.

Victor fingered the cover of the
notebook that lay on the table, looked up gravely and gestured to
the armchair that faced the fireplace. Amelia followed the gesture
and her heart gave a leap. There were clothes on the chair - her
clothes.

“I suggest you put them on,”
Victor said.

Amelia seized the dress and held
it joyfully to her breast. Then she stopped. It was Victor she was
dealing with. “Why?” she asked warily.

He smiled without humour. “My
dear young lady, while Charles and I greatly enjoy the sight of
your sweet and lovely body, I scarcely think you can be presented
naked to an officer of the law.”

“Law?” Amelia’s heart leapt
again and hollow fear filled her. “What do you mean?”

“Why, since your little escapade
last night makes it clear you don’t wish to keep to our agreement,
we must pursue another course of action. Charles and I rode over to
see the magistrate this morning to take advice on how matters
stand. It seems we must deliver you up to his constables
ourselves.”

Amelia felt faint.

“Come along, Miss Barron,” she
heard Charles say, as though from a great distance. “Put your
clothes on.”

Slowly Amelia lowered the dress
she was holding, then put it back on the chair. She had to swallow
hard before she could form the words. “Don’t hand me over to the
law,” she said, voice cracking.

“There is always the chance you
will be found not guilty,” Charles suggested. His tone said the
opposite.

“Of course, if you aren’t, your
life will be one of brutal toil and great danger,” Victor added,
“with no prospect of improvement. However, if you want to avoid the
cells and the prison ship, I am prepared to give you another
chance.” He smiled his predator’s smile and wagged a finger at her.
“I should warn you before you make any decision, that if you choose
to remain here, in this place Judith tells me you love so dearly, I
have been studying the subject of….” Victor paused to choose his
words, “…the proper disciplining of young women.” He lifted the
black notebook from the table. “An interesting topic and one I find
I have dabbled in very much as an amateur. This will not be the
case in future and you should be aware of the fact. If you expect
to be treated with the courtesy and respect usually accorded to a
gentlewoman, you should not remain with us, for that is no longer
your position. As a felon, and I must say, a singularly arrogant,
selfish and unrepentant one, you will have the lowest status in my
household.” Victor paused for breath, his face flushed. “Instant
obedience will be expected from you in all things and if you fail
to give it, and there will most certainly be occasions when you do
fail, I will, you may be sure, see that you are punished.”

Amelia shivered at the mention
of punishment.

Victor spread his hands. “There.
The decision is yours.”

“It is a poor choice you offer
me, sir,” the young woman said. She spoke very deliberately but her
mind was in a whirl and an awful dread filled her.

He shrugged. “Bad or worse. It’s
up to you. Most criminals aren’t given the chance to choose their
sentence.”

Amelia looked around. The Hall
was still hers in her heart. If she left, there would never be a
chance to regain it. Victor had spoken the truth about prison and
transportation. She might not survive either of them. And she would
not be at Watchnest Hall when Jonathan came to rescue her. Her legs
trembled at the thought of the pain and humiliation Victor had
promised - the coarse scrutiny of her nudity by her captors, their
touch on her body, their hard hands on her tender bottom. Jonathan,
she thought, Jonathan will come.

“I will keep our agreement,” she
said in a hoarse whisper.

“I can’t hear you,” Victor
said.

Amelia raised her head and fixed
her eyes upon him. “I will keep to our agreement.”

“Take your clothes off.”

 



Chapter 8

 


Without the slightest
hesitation, Amelia unfastened her robe and flung it aside, horribly
conscious that the other hapless girls Victor had ensnared and her
faithless former companion were watching her every move. Though her
hands at once ached to hide her nudity, she held them reluctantly
but firmly at her sides while Victor gave her an appraising stare.
Beside him, Charles Dunkerley watched her, arms folded.

“Much better,” Victor said,
showing his predatory smile. “I like it so much more, Amelia dear,
when I can see those nice, pointed tits and that pretty little cunt
of yours. You don’t suit clothes at all.” He laughed as Amelia
grimaced at his crudity. “Let me quote from this book. You recall
it was in that old trunk you found in the attic? It’s really quite
fascinating. I thought you must have read it?”

The young woman shook her head
and felt her breasts shake.

“The subject,” Victor
read, and then looked up. “That is you, Amelia. The
subject should be kept naked at the outset. This emphasises the
difference between her status and that of those around her, who are
clothed. It will serve also to heighten her awareness of her body,
since she will be open to stimulations that, if permitted clothing,
she would be unable to experience. Nudity also makes the
vulnerability of the subject clear to her. She will quickly realise
that her condition centres attention upon her and that that
attention, whether sight or touch or something more, cannot be
avoided or escaped. Should the subject show any inclination to
conceal or cover her nakedness she should be immediately
punished.” Victor looked up, clearly expecting to catch Amelia
in the act of hiding her nudity. Her hands remained resolutely at
her sides. She had been listening with increasing astonishment as
Victor read, for all too accurately it described the way she was
feeling.

“A fortunate coincidence that I
decided to take back my property and it resulted in you being
without clothes. That follows the guidance here exactly.” He smiled
wolfishly. “Of course I didn’t know that at the time.” Looking down
at the notebook, he continued. “By these means the subject will
be in no doubt that it is her master who wields complete power over
her and that it is he and only he who will provide, or not provide
for her, as he chooses. She must be taught that her own wishes mean
nothing, that only the will of her master is important and must be
obeyed without question. Should she demur, should she refuse an
instruction or withhold her obedience in any way, it is vital that
she at once be made to submit.”

Submit! That word rang out
clearly above all the others spinning Amelia’s head. A shiver ran
down her spine and made her sex tighten.

“Punishment,” Victor
quoted, “is an essential factor in enforcing the subject’s
submission and in emphasising to her that she is not in control,
but rather that she is under control. The subject’s reactions to
this situation will provide evidence of the extent to which she
displays the desired inclinations and by what methods it is
appropriate to proceed further.” Victor reached into his pocket
and took out a piece of paper on which Amelia’s signature was
clearly visible. Using the signed agreement to mark his place,
Victor closed the notebook and laid it on the table.

“Well, did you find that
interesting, Amelia?” he asked, moving closer. She stood still,
eyeing him nervously as he looked her up and down. “So pretty,” he
said and stroked his fingers over her left breast, gripping the
out-thrust teat more firmly when she flinched. “Well, did you?”

“No.”

“Did you listen?”

“Yes, I did. It’s disgusting.
It’s cruel,” Amelia said with loathing.

“Perhaps you don’t think you
display the inclinations the book mentions,” Victor suggested.

“No, I don’t,” Amelia said with
greater conviction than she felt. In fact, the words had greatly
alarmed her. Her breath escaped with a hiss as Victor’s fingers
circled the pink point of her nipple and it began to swell.

“Hmm, perhaps,” he said with a
chuckle. He released her breast and put his forefinger to her
cheek, turning her head until her dark eyes met his. “The book says
punishment is essential. Do you think you deserve punishment,
Amelia?”

“No,” the young woman said, her
stomach shrinking to a tight knot.

“But you did run away,” Victor
said mildly. “I think that must be seen as an act of disobedience.
Wouldn’t you agree?”

Amelia was silent.

“And you did involve Sophie in
your scheme, and she will have to be punished for it.”

“She had nothing to do with it,”
Amelia said quickly.

“She was very foolish and will
have to pay the penalty,” he said with a stern glance at the
blonde. “But I don’t see how you can deny it. You are
a thief.”

“No, I’m not.”

“You are a thief,” Victor
repeated. “Caught in the act. You made an agreement, offered in
good faith to allow you to avoid paying for your crime, and at the
first opportunity you broke that agreement and ran away. And you
don’t think any of it deserves punishment? I confess I am at a
loss.”

Feminine laughter reminded
Amelia that Judith was still standing in the doorway and she half
turned towards the sound. Thus, she was off guard when Victor’s
hand closed on her breast. She gasped in pain as he pinched her
nipple hard.

“No, Victor, please,” she cried,
wincing as he pulled the point of her breast upwards until she was
standing on tiptoe. Somewhere close a girl sobbed - Jane, Amelia
guessed.

Victor let her go. She reached
up and rubbed her buzzing nipple but stopped immediately when she
felt it begin to harden again.

“In prison they would beat you
for trying to escape,” Victor continued. “How many strokes do you
think you would get? On a prison ship, the slightest transgression
would earn you a flogging at the gratings. Imagine being stripped
and tied in front of your fellow prisoners and your back being
opened by two dozen from the cat. Yet here at Watchnest Hall you
think you should not be punished at all.”

Flustered and nervous, Amelia
gave in. “All right Victor, I agree. I should be punished.”
Alarmingly, the thrill that ran through her as she spoke was not
purely fear.

Victor grinned broadly. “Indeed
you should.” He moved aside the armchair where Amelia’s clothes lay
unused. “You recognise this, of course.” The old trunk from the
attic rested on the carpet. “But I fancy you overlooked what was
beneath it during your explorations.” He indicated a tall wooden
case about three feet wide but no more than eight inches deep,
leaning against the wall beside the fireplace. Its front faced away
from Amelia but brass fittings around its edges showed it had once
been fixed to a wall. Victor gave another devilish grin. “Charles
and I came across it the other night but decided it could wait
until we’d examined the trunk. I find them both equally
fascinating, my dear, as I’m sure you will.”

With an awful foreboding, the
young woman watched Victor open the case.

The sound of horses’ hooves on
the drive interrupted him. “Who the devil’s this now?” he demanded
in annoyance, pushing Jane and Belinda aside to look through the
window.

Amelia craned her neck. “Mr.
Sweet,” she said, watching the man dismount, and a flicker of hope
rose in her breast “Tobias Sweet, the estate manager. He is
Jonathan’s man.”

Victor grabbed Amelia’s wrist,
jerking it behind her back and clamping a hand across her mouth. He
motioned to Charles. “Get her out. I’ll deal with this.” He turned
to Judith. “Out of sight and take the rest with you. He mustn’t see
any of you here.”

Replacing Victor’s grip with his
own, Charles hurried Amelia from the room with Judith close behind,
pushing the three other girls ahead of her. Amelia was discouraged
when they made no effort to resist or escape as they were ushered
towards the kitchen at the back of the house. Behind her, there was
a knock at the front door. Charles forced her towards another door,
opened it and hurried Amelia down a long stone ramp into the depths
of the cellar, with the others at her heels. The place was huge,
running almost the whole length of the Hall. Even in summer, it was
cold, and Amelia felt goose pimples rise on her bare skin as
Charles let go of her.

“Don’t trouble to shout,” he
said. “No one will hear. We checked.”

Dejected but puzzled, Amelia set
off in the direction he indicated, blaming the coolness of the air
for her shivers. Only the part of the cellar nearest the door was
ever used. The rest stretched away into darkness, and apart from
Amelia’s own brief exploration, had for a long time been left to
its own devices. The stone-flagged floor was cold on her bare feet
as she left the light from the doorway and walked into blackness.
She sensed, rather than saw, the great barrel-vaulted ceiling high
over her head that held up the massive weight of the hall, all of
it resting on immense stone pillars at least three times wider than
Amelia’s outstretched arms. They extended back a dozen or more feet
into the darkness on either side to form huge supporting walls. She
remembered that on her right the spaces between were filled with
stacks of barrels that had probably been there a hundred years. On
the left, each space had been walled up to make a number of
storerooms.

Charles struck a match and lit
two lanterns that hung from hooks on either side of the door to one
of the rooms. They were the only light in the whole place. No
daylight had entered there since the day the house was built.
Charles took the lanterns and opened the storeroom’s door. Amelia
peered in apprehensively.

“Inside,” he ordered. When only
Amelia hesitated, he pushed her through the doorway after the
others.

“No,” Amelia cried as she saw
the place. The walls were bare stone. Fresh straw had been
scattered thickly on the floor. Apart from a huge oak pillar that
lent its own support to the cellar roof, it was empty.

“Don’t lock us in here,” Amelia
begged, turning back to the door, the meek obedience of the other
girls adding to her fright. They seemed to obey every order without
hesitation. Charles blocked her and pushed her back. She clasped
her hands anxiously at her breast.

“Shut up,” Judith snapped,
giving her another push. “Your last accommodation was obviously not
to your liking. Victor thought this might be more suitable.”

“It’s cold,” Amelia complained,
though there were a hundred more important objections she could
have made.

“You’ll be all right,” Charles
said. “Sit.”

Meekly, Amelia sat beside the
three other girls, drawing her knees up to her breasts until she
realised she was exposing her pouting sex to her captors. Charles
and Judith swapped sly smiles as she changed position. Hanging the
lanterns on convenient hooks, Charles leaned against the wall
beside the door and regarded her.

“You are monstrous,” Amelia
accused.

He ignored the comment and
continued to stare at her nudity with a sardonic expression on his
face. Amelia sat with her legs to one side, knees bent and feet
pointing behind, envying Jane and Belinda their clothing, however
skimpy. She pressed her thighs together, and uncomfortably aware of
both Charles and Judith’s eyes upon her, tried to turn her upper
body so her breasts were less visible.

“You didn’t pay much attention
to Victor’s book did you?” Charles said. “Otherwise you would have
remembered the bit about punishment if the ‘subject’ tries to
conceal herself.”

Amelia’s belly fluttered.

“Get up on your knees,” Charles
said.

She thought his order was
addressed only to her and was surprised when the other three girls
also scrambled into position.

“Sit back.”

Amelia sat back with her heels
pressing into her buttocks and the others did the same.

“Hands at your sides, Amelia,”
Charles said as, without her being conscious of it, her hands
strayed to cover her breasts. “And widen your legs.”

With a gulp, she moved her knees
apart, noting she was the only one to move. It seemed that unless
someone was called by name, the instructions applied to all of
them. Straw prickled her thighs and outer labia, and she tried hard
to ignore the sensation, feeling a sudden warmth on her skin. That
was wrong. The cellar was cool.

At first she met Charles’s
appraising stare with a resentful one of her own, but when his gaze
dropped to her bare sex she looked away.

“Hold your head straight,
Amelia.”

A shiver of trepidation ran up
and down Amelia’s spine and the terse, authoritarian tone of her
tormentor’s words made her raise her head.

“Brush your hair back over your
shoulders.”

Amelia obeyed the commanding
voice and swept her long, dark hair back from her face. Sophie did
the same to her blonde curls, but the girls with their hair tied up
did not move. Amelia’s face was hot with blushes and she cringed
inwardly with embarrassment at what she was being made to do. She
was acutely aware of the three girls witnessing her humiliating
obedience and of Judith watching all of them, her eyes bright in
the lamplight and a satisfied sneer curling her lip. Lord, what
sort of wicked game was this? She did not even know the rules. Yet,
she could not show defiance so soon after promising to keep the
agreement with Victor. She had tried his patience once. Next time
he might really turn her over to the law. Whatever happened to her
could not equal the horror of gaol or the brutal life of a convict
in the colonies, nor fill her with the same dread she felt at the
thought of being separated from her beloved home. Better the
indignity of her captivity at Watchnest Hall than the awful unknown
of the world beyond.

“Come kneel by me, Amelia,”
Charles told her, gesturing to his left. “Arch your backs,” he
instructed the others. When Amelia was in position, he put a hand
to the back of her neck. “You too.”

She tried not to grimace, strove
to keep her face impassive, to ignore her shivers, the straw
tickling her sex and the air cool on her gently perspiring, naked
body. Arching her back pushed out the taut globes of her
high-nippled breasts and she saw Judith eyeing them, and felt a
tremor of apprehension. She looked down at the two soft-skinned
rounds. Their tips had become dark, reddened points, elongated and
erect. Once aware of it, Amelia could feel how they were pulsing.
She swallowed hard at the realisation that her sex was beginning to
do the same.

Charles tapped his fingers on
her neck. “Watch them,” he snapped. “Belinda, kneel up.”

Still with her sad expression
but showing no other emotion at having been singled out, the young
woman lifted her buttocks from her heels and straightened her arms
at her sides.

“We don’t want that nice dress
getting dirty in this old cellar. You had better take it off.”

Blank faced, Belinda unfastened
the dress and pulled it over her head, careful not to disturb her
elaborate hairstyle.

“Would you oblige me, Judith?”
Charles held out a hand and Judith passed him the parasol handle,
which he held out to Belinda. With blushing cheeks, she draped the
dress over the cane and he hung it on a nail in the wall. “Now,
little Janey, you had better do the same.”

Amelia saw the shudder that ran
through the young girl as she pulled off her near-transparent dress
and held it out. It joined Belinda's on the nail, and Charles eyed
the girl’s body with a smile playing at the corners of his
mouth.

“Why Jane, I had almost
forgotten what a fine pair of tits you have. Judith has been
keeping you to herself far too much lately.”

The girl lowered her eyes as two
large tears overflowed them and ran down her scarlet cheeks.

“Oh, do stop snivelling, you
little wretch,” Judith snapped. “I warn you, you are wearing my
patience very thin. Am I going to have to chastise you again?”

Jane’s gaze flickered fearfully
towards the older woman and she sniffled back her tears and squared
her shoulders. Her lower lip quivered.

“I’m sure you young ladies have
learned a little about our new servant girl already,” Charles said,
“especially you, Sophie. But this unforeseen interruption to
proceedings gives us the opportunity for more formal introductions,
which seem appropriate since I suspect you will be seeing rather a
lot of each other in the coming weeks.” Charles stepped away from
Amelia and faced down the line of three girls. “Kneel up,” he
ordered, and Sophie and Jane rose into the same position Belinda
had already adopted. “Hands up.”

All three girls raised their
arms, intertwining their fingers as they clasped their hands
together at the backs of their necks. The position lifted the full
swells of Belinda’s and Jane’s breasts and accentuated the up-tilt
of the little, pink-tipped cones that were Sophie’s.

“These young ladies, Amelia, are
Victor’s bunnies, a term he uses most fondly, as I’m sure they will
attest. With a degree of effort on the part of Victor, Judith and
myself, and a measure of discomfort to themselves, they have
attained the appropriate level of obedience for gentlewomen
of their present station. I recommend you pay close attention, for
you may be sure no less will be expected from yourself.” Charles
eyes fixed on Amelia and, just as when he had made her take him in
her mouth, she felt their strange, hypnotic hold that prevented her
from looking away. “I think you had better assume the same
position.”

Feeling very unsettled indeed,
Amelia did as he bade her, conscious of the soft hiss of Judith’s
escaping breath as her new posture raised the jutting fullness of
her breasts. But she could not break from Charles’s gaze and it was
not until he turned his attention to Belinda that Amelia dared move
her head enough to watch her former companion from the corner of
her eye. Judith wore a thin silk blouse that clearly revealed how
erect her nipples had become, and Amelia had the uncomfortable
feeling that it was not the coolness of the cellar that had
provoked such a reaction. Nor could that be blamed for the slow
stroking of Judith’s fingers on the thin, fawn linen of her skirt
where it covered her thigh, or the lustful glitter in her eye.
Amelia looked away.

Charles pressed the short cane
onto the upper swell of Belinda’s left breast, indenting the flesh
so the dark, brownish-pink of her nipple tilted up. “This is
Belinda,” he told Amelia. “Belinda, welcome Amelia to our little
group.”

“Welcome to our little group,”
Belinda said without emotion. Her voice was soft, its tone and
accent indicating she was a young woman of some culture and
education, as Amelia considered herself to be. She nodded an
acknowledgement, trying to express her sympathy for Belinda’s
plight in the look she returned her.

Charles laughed softly. “Not the
most enthusiastic of greetings, my dear, but it will suffice.” He
began rubbing the cane over Belinda’s nipple as he continued.
“Belinda is Victor’s bum-bunny, you know. He says he has never
filled a finer, more responsive rectum in his life, and from my own
experience I have to agree.”

Amelia winced at the words so
cruelly delivered, and saw Belinda do the same and her cheeks blush
crimson in humiliation. She had never heard of a bum-bunny before.
Nevertheless, having learned that a cock could fill her mouth as
well as her sex and almost witnessed Sally Carpenter’s rear
entrance penetrated, it was not a great leap of imagination to
guess what Belinda had had to suffer to earn the title. Amelia’s
buttocks clenched reflexively at the thought and she saw that, for
all the young woman’s shame, the nipple Charles was agitating had
swollen to erection while he spoke.

“Sophie you already know,”
Charles continued as he took a step down the line and smartly
tapped the petite swell of one of the girl’s breasts with the cane,
“thanks to her fondness for disobedience and going where she was
specifically instructed not to. Something that will shortly result
in her receiving a well-deserved bottom-warming”.

Sophie pulled a face, rubbed her
pointed, little teat where the cane had reddened it and gave
Charles a resentful glance.

“Still!” he barked and the
blonde returned her hand to her neck and looked to her front again.
“Now, bid Amelia welcome.”

“Welcome to our little group,
Amelia,” Sophie said, smiling as their eyes met. She alone did not
seem overawed by Charles or as humiliated by his treatment, but, as
Amelia knew, she had been in Victor’s power much longer than the
others.

Charles took another step down
the line. “And this is little Jane,” he announced, “young and until
very recently, innocent, little Jane.” He pressed the cane into the
side of her left breast. Though she was the youngest, Jane had the
biggest breasts of all the women present. Rosy-nippled, they thrust
out firmly with the taut resilience of youth and shook slightly as
the girl shied from the pressure upon them. “Like you, Amelia, Jane
hasn’t yet attained the level of obedience which Victor and I
require. Victor saw fit to entrust her education in the matter to
Judith. Stand up, Jane, and show Amelia how your instruction is
proceeding.”

Stifling a sob, the girl rose
and obeying the gesture Charles made with a circling finger, turned
her back.

“Oh, Judith how could you?” The
words escaped Amelia without thought for the consequences. A slap
to the side of her head almost toppled her into the straw, and a
second later Judith’s hand clasped hard over her left breast,
squeezing until tears overflowed Amelia’s eyes.

“Don’t you dare question
anything I do, you insolent bitch,” Judith hissed. “You have no say
in what happens to anyone here, and you should have realised by now
that includes yourself.”

Rubbing ruefully at her breast,
Amelia looked again at Jane’s bare bottom. Its pale, curved
smoothness would have been flawless but for the vivid red stripes
and dark bruises disfiguring the elegantly rounded globes of both
buttocks. And beneath the evidence of what was obviously a recent
beating, Amelia could see fainter criss-crossing lines of pink and
fading greenish-yellow bruising that told of previous, equally
harsh punishments. It was to her credit that her first reaction was
one of sympathy for Jane, though it was rapidly followed by the
unnerving realisation that there was no earthly reason the same
could not be inflicted on her if it suited her captors.

“You see what you may expect,
Amelia, should your renewed willingness to keep your agreement with
Victor prove insincere,” Charles said, as though he had guessed her
thoughts.

Amelia knew he was looking at
her and she glanced in his direction, glad to have an excuse to
turn from the ugly weals on Jane’s bottom. That, she assumed, was
what Sophie had meant when she said she had had worse. Amelia’s
mouth was dry as she nodded agreement.

Charles answering smile was
cold. “Good. I’m glad it has had an impact on you as well as Jane.”
He laughed at his puerile joke. “And now Jane can resume her
position and greet you like the others have.”

Back on her knees with her hands
clasped at her neck, the girl spoke haltingly, but Amelia detected
the same genteel accents that characterised the speech of Belinda
and Sophie. They were no different from her, nor probably from the
other girls Sophie had mentioned, who Victor had so callously
consigned to the brothel when he had no further use for them.
Amelia shuddered. It was an unnerving thought. She had always
assumed that gentlewomen like herself would receive the respect and
deference that was their due, whatever the situation in which they
found themselves. Victor and Charles had already demonstrated how
mistaken was that belief.

“Well, young ladies, let me now
introduce Amelia, formerly the occupant of this fine residence,
which is now Victor’s property. She is also, as you have probably
already gathered, a thief, a teller of falsehoods and an extremely
naughty little wanton who cannot resist playing with herself at
every opportunity.” Charles grinned cruelly at Amelia’s look of
mingled shame and indignation. “Do you know she even had an
imitation cock she liked to push up her greedy little pussy
whenever her licentious urges came upon her? But Victor and I have
put a stop to that, haven’t we, Amelia?”

Face burning and studiously
avoiding the eyes of her fellow prisoners, Amelia said nothing.
Charles hand was a sudden blur. The cane cut smartly down onto the
inner curve of her right breast.

“Ow! Ooh!” Amelia dropped her
hands to clasp at the fiery sting.

Charles smacked the cane on her
fingers. “No one told you to move.”

Biting back another cry, Amelia
quickly resumed her position, quelling the need to rub at the
buzzing pain.

“I’m waiting for your answer.
Didn’t I say there was to be no more playing with yourself?”

“Yes, you did,” Amelia hurriedly
agreed, eyeing the short cane warily and seeing Charles
self-satisfied smile at her response.

“But not so these young ladies.
I’m sure Judith will be as entertained as I to see a little
masturbation.” All three girls stared wide-eyed at his cruel smile.
“Yes,” Charles confirmed, “get your hands down between your legs
and slip your fingers in those pussies. And we want to see some
enthusiasm, or more than just Amelia’s and Sophie’s bottoms are
going to be sore by the day’s end.”

Amelia’s belly did a little flip
at the reminder that her punishment had merely been postponed and
not prevented by Tobias Sweet’s visit. She was not surprised when
Sophie’s hand moved quickest to delve between her thighs. Belinda
was slower, a turning down of her mouth betraying her reluctance
and a flush of colour to her cheeks her shame. Jane reacted with a
whimper and tears, but Judith’s impatient snort set her hand
sliding over her taut belly and hairless mound to slip a finger
half-heartedly inside.

“I said with enthusiasm,”
Charles snapped, waving the cane. “Come on. Lean back. I want to
see those little cunts being properly worked on until they’re good
and wet.”

Even Sophie blushed at his
words, though Amelia wondered if it was as much from excitement as
embarrassment. Loathing the cruelty Charles showed in forcing the
poor girls to degrade themselves, she nevertheless felt compelled
to watch them perform something she had only ever before
experienced first hand. There was a curious fascination in looking
on and knowing exactly what the girls were feeling as they moved
their fingers inside themselves. It was so familiar, that Amelia
felt her sex respond with a tingle of excitement, aided by the
tickling straw in which she knelt, that teased her labia with every
deeply in-drawn breath.

It was obviously having its
inevitable effect on the girls too. All were breathing fast, their
breasts rising and falling rapidly in a way Judith and Charles must
surely find provocative. Belinda’s eyes had half-closed as she
rubbed between the swells of outer lips as smooth and hairless as
Amelia’s own. Sophie’s head was thrown back and her mouth open,
giving short, sighing gasps as she avidly fingered herself. Jane
had screwed her eyes tight shut, but her mouth too had parted and
she could not restrain her soft moans.

It surprised Amelia that the
girl’s sexes, so recently no more than dark, mysterious slits, now
appeared so different. Sophie’s inner lips were narrow, glistening
slivers of bright pink on either side of her slender fingers.
Belinda’s were fuller and more thickly swollen, their red hue
tinged with the same brownish coloration that suffused her nipples.
Jane’s outer labia were more prominent than both the other girls,
swelling like two halves of a peach while her generous inner lips
gleamed a deep red. Amelia saw that for all her unwillingness, the
girl’s clitoris had risen from its covering and was shining as
moistly in the lamplight as Sophie’s and Belinda’s. It gave her a
sudden feeling of relief and a good deal of comfort to discover she
was not alone in succumbing so readily to the passions that were
forced upon her. Belinda and Jane must hate their tormentors as
much as she did, yet clearly were just as much captives of their
carnal desires as she. Amelia was sure it was not the lesson
Charles had intended her to learn from watching the girls
masturbate.

They were all panting, and
little beads of perspiration showed on their foreheads and the
upper curves of their breasts, despite the coolness of the cellar.
The woman-scent of three aroused sexes hung richly in the air,
filling Amelia’s nostrils at each breath. Her raised arms were
aching, but that was not the reason her fingers twitched on the
back of her neck as her sex quivered in response to the young
women’s approaching climaxes.

“That will do,” Charles
announced, and when the busy fingers did not immediately withdraw,
he emphasised the order with a sharp smack of the cane to the
nearest out-thrust breast. Belinda cried in pain and quickly pulled
her hand from between her thighs, not as Amelia expected, to soothe
her stinging teat but to once more clasp it with the other and
raise both to the back of her neck. It was a measure of the
obedience Charles could enforce on his helpless victims, and Amelia
sensed the cruel pleasure he derived from denying the girls
fulfilment just as he had done with her.

“That’s quite enough excitement
for you young ladies,” he said. “I think it’s time Judith and I had
a little amusement too. We’ll start with some cock sucking.” He
stood with the crotch of his trousers brushing Belinda’s nose. She
lifted her eyes to his, a slight narrowing at their corners her
only sign of emotion. “You know what to do.”

Amelia watched appalled as
Belinda unfastened Charles’s trousers, reached inside, and with
some difficulty withdrew his long, thickly swollen cock. It was
even more daunting to see her immediately and without need of
further instruction, circle the penis with her finger and thumb,
aim it at her mouth and run her wet, pink tongue along its length.
Amelia cringed inwardly with embarrassment, partly at witnessing
the thoroughly demeaning act but more in sympathy for the girl
being forced to humiliate herself in front of everyone. For long
minutes there was silence except for the moist, salivating noises
of Belinda’s busy tongue, occasional grunts from Charles and,
alarmingly close to Amelia’s left ear, the soft sound of Judith’s
fingers rubbing ever more quickly on her linen-clad thigh. She
could see Jane’s fearful eyes flickering between her mistress and
Belinda, who had taken the broad dome of Charles cock-head into her
mouth and was slowly moving her head back and forth upon it.
Sophie’s attention was on the cock, her expression all
anticipation. She was not to be disappointed.

“Very good, Belinda,” Charles
said, pulling his engorged penis free of her mouth and moving on to
the little blonde. She needed no urging to close her full lips over
the shaft, heedless of Belinda’s saliva shining wetly along its
length. “And now I think Judith would appreciate some attention
from that agile tongue.” Charles gave a grunt as Sophie’s teeth
scraped gently over the taut-skinned head of his cock, then tapped
the cane on Belinda’s shoulder when she did not immediately obey.
Under its threat, she scrambled through the straw to kneel at
Judith’s feet. Amelia’s belly tightened as she sensed from the look
of disgust and indignation on the girl’s face this was something
she neither desired nor was used to doing.

“Why thank you, Charles. It is
so rarely this pretty creature can be prised away from Victor that
I cannot recall when I last had such an opportunity.” Judith bent
and rolled one of the girl’s nipples between a finger and thumb,
then led her by her breast and still on hands and knees to the oak
pillar in the middle of the storeroom. Amelia saw the flash of
anger in the girl’s eyes, quickly concealed, and watched, horrified
yet fascinated, as Judith leaned back against the wood, arching her
spine to push her hips forward. She gestured for Belinda to
unbutton her skirt. Fumbling only a little, the young widow quickly
had the garment unfastened from hem to waist and Judith separated
it, revealing she wore nothing beneath. A neatly trimmed triangle
of short, brown, copper-tinted hair crowned her mound and, as she
parted her thighs, her posture proffered her pouting vulva to the
girl waiting before her. Already it glistened, moist and dewy, with
the swelling pink of her erect clitoris rising at its apex and,
hanging below, darkly pink and fleshy, her exposed and elongated
inner labia.

“Tongue!” Judith barked. Belinda
slowly shuffled towards the ripe sex, her misery plain on her face.
At the last moment, she turned her head and her woebegone eyes met
Amelia’s for a split second. “Tongue!” Judith repeated. The girl
shivered as she turned back, and Amelia responded with a shiver of
her own as she watched the pink length of Belinda’s tongue push out
and saw her grimace as its tip made contact with the nether lips of
her tormentor.

Judith’s hand seized the back of
her head, forcing the girl’s face between her thighs, and the long
sigh her former companion gave told Amelia that the tongue had
penetrated her and was moving within. Judith turned glittering,
slitted eyes in her direction, and for a moment Amelia sensed in
them the same frightening, hypnotic power she had seen in
Charles’s. With an effort of will, she dragged her gaze away, only
to confront the sight of Jane opening her mouth to allow Charles’s
penis to invade it. Tears streamed down cheeks glowing scarlet with
shame as the girl struggled to accommodate the thick meat being
forced between her lips. Amelia turned from the pitiful sight and
met Sophie’s eye. The blonde gave her a wan smile and a tiny shrug
of her shoulders, as if to say there was nothing they could do.

And she was right. They could
only kneel where they had been told to and listen to the wet noises
of Belinda lapping at Judith’s pussy and Jane slurping on Charles’s
cock, punctuated by occasional sounds of pleasure from their
lustful antagonists. Through it all, Amelia remained acutely aware
her arousal had not at all diminished but had merely been overlaid
by the embarrassment, pity and disgust she was feeling. Her sex
still prickled maddeningly, and she longed to take her hands from
her neck and seek out the source of her frustration. Only the
certainty of punishment from Charles, or worse from Judith, kept
her in check.

“Forgive me, Judith,” Charles
said somewhat breathlessly, “but I fancy Jane’s instruction in the
art of fellatio has inevitably been rather neglected under your
auspices.”

“I must agree with that
observation,” Judith replied, laughing as she ground Belinda’s face
more firmly against her sex while making short, thrusting movements
of her hips that Amelia noticed made her breasts sway heavily
beneath her silken blouse. “I make no claim to be equipped to fully
educate her in that area, though she gets some practice on my ebony
facsimile before it fills her. But you will have a chance tonight
to improve her performance, if you wish, since I will be making
sport with Sophie.”

“Then I will certainly take the
opportunity to do so,” Charles said.

A stifled whimper of despair
escaped from around the thick cock in Jane’s mouth, and Amelia saw
Sophie give a little moue of dissatisfaction at the reminder she
would have to perform for Judith. It seemed incredible that Charles
and Judith could converse so impersonally about their victims when
they were present in the same room, caring not at all for the poor
girls wishes or feelings, as though they were no more than tools to
be used. No, not tools, Amelia realised: toys, just like her own
ivory dildo, there to provide pleasure in every way they could and
then be put aside until the next time their captors’ lusts
awakened. But the girls were not inanimate objects. They were
people with hopes and desires and emotions of their own that had
all been crushed and subjugated, solely to satisfy the wicked lusts
of their tormentors. And – her belly clenched in renewed fear – she
was no different to the others, as trapped as they were and just as
defenceless. Once more, the awful horror of being wholly and
helplessly in the power of others wrung her heart and filled her
with such grim foreboding that tears stung her eyes.

Perhaps her heightened fear made
her senses more acute, for something at that moment made her look
in Judith’s direction. Eyes heavy-lidded with passion met her own,
and she knew with a dreadful, gut-churning certainty that set her
heart racing, one of the things that terrified her most was about
to happen.

Judith gave Belinda a dismissive
push, sending her sprawling onto the straw-strewn floor where she
covered her tearful eyes with a forearm. Her mouth and chin, and
even her nose, shone wetly in the lamplight, heavily coated with
the older woman’s juices. Amelia swallowed hard as her former
companion crooked a finger at her.

“Now, Amelia. Your turn.”

 



Chapter 9

 


“Cock sucking. Splendid!” Victor
stepped through the doorway, already unbuttoning his trousers and
beaming happily at the scene before him. “Why is your mouth not
being employed, Amelia?” he demanded. “Not from any reluctance on
your part, I’m sure, you lascivious little minx.” Without any
appreciation of what had been about to unfold, he strode to her
kneeling figure, pulled out his erection and aimed it at her
lips.

It was not quite relief that
filled Amelia when she jerked her gaze from Judith’s frustrated
glare to see Victor’s fat cock looming before her. The idea of
taking the ugly, thick-veined thing into her mouth was utterly
distasteful. Her tongue flicked nervously over her lips at this new
and unexpected humiliation, the action plainly misinterpreted as
eager willingness by Victor who, the moment her mouth opened,
pushed his swollen penis into it. Amelia almost vomited at the feel
of the hot, swollen cock violating her but she dared not show
reluctance, let alone defiance. Fighting her revulsion, she let it
slide back and forth between her lips, clamping them around it as
Jane was still doing with Charles. And, to her utter abasement,
even as Jane sucked, her eyes fixed upon Amelia, as did Sophie’s,
and Belinda was watching from under her raised forearm. Worse by
far, as Judith ordered Belinda back between her thighs Amelia saw
her face alight with triumph at witnessing the depth of her former
employer’s degradation. She closed her eyes tightly and her
awareness of the hard flesh in her mouth intensified, even as the
last vestigial sparks of her own arousal were quenched by her
shame.

She could not escape Victor’s
awful attentions. Amelia told herself that perhaps if she pleased
him, her punishment, whatever it may be, might be less severe.
Summoning her memories of Sally Carpenter’s very willing
performance at the lodge, Amelia did her best to emulate it. For
several long, repugnant minutes she licked and sucked Victor’s
shaft, moving her mouth back and forth along its length, rubbing
the head against the insides of her cheeks and even nibbling gently
on its tip as Sally had done with Jeavons. It must have worked.
Victor gave a series of soft, sighing grunts and suddenly a gush of
slimy fluid filled her mouth. Despite her experience with Charles,
Amelia was not so skilled or so enthusiastic as to try and swallow
it. She managed to pull away and spat Victor’s come into the straw
beside her, gagging with nausea at its glutinous texture and salty
taste. Nearby, someone was making similar spitting and sputtering
noises, and she saw Jane on her hands and knees, puking out Charles
spunk, and her heart went out to her companion in misery.

“Tolerable for one so inexpert,”
was Victor’s verdict on her performance.

“This one needs practice too,”
Charles said, tapping Jane back to the posture of subjugation with
a few cursory smacks of the cane to her bottom, which persuaded
Amelia she would be prudent to also resume the position. She
lowered her eyes from Victor’s grin.

“Never mind. We will have ample
opportunities to provide it for them.” He turned away. “Meanwhile,
Sophie can clean our cocks with her clever, little mouth.”

While Sophie licked and sucked
the last gobs of come from the men’s flagging penises, Amelia’s
attention was drawn by the increasingly frantic snuffling and
gurgling noises Belinda was making into Judith’s crotch. The older
woman held the girl’s head with both hands, rocking it up and down
in time to short, urgent movements of her hips. Judith’s head was
back, eyes almost closed, gasps and moans escaping her parted lips
as her passion mounted towards its climax. Victor and Charles
watched with avid interest as she easily overcame Belinda’s
struggles and crushed the girl’s mouth harder against her sex. Her
thighs quivered suddenly, clamping tightly on Belinda’s cheeks, and
she gave a long, juddering groan, bucking and writhing against the
girl’s face in the intensity of her orgasm.

Knowing just what Judith was
feeling, Amelia felt her sex respond with a twitching and tickling
she fought hard to suppress. It was not right to be excited by such
a sight, especially with Belinda still suffering in Judith’s wicked
grip.

Only when her breathing returned
to normal did Judith release her victim, who slumped into the straw
with a moan that held nothing of either pleasure or fulfilment.
Judith’s smile as she flicked her skirt back into place was painful
for Amelia, an expression of pure happiness and enjoyment the girl
had last seen at a time when she had still imagined they were
friends. With a pang of regret, she looked away.

“I trust Belinda performed
satisfactorily,” Victor said, glancing at the girl who leant on one
elbow alternately wiping at the gleaming coating of juices covering
most of her face or spitting those that had filled her mouth into
the straw. Amelia wrinkled her nose at their ripe, musky scent, so
like her own.

“Oh, most definitely,” Judith
replied with a light laugh. “It’s a while since I last enjoyed her
ministrations but I’m pleased to say she has forgotten nothing of
what I taught her.” Her smile even extended to the subject of the
conversation as she addressed the prostrate girl. “Like the others,
you will have to remember to swallow, but you performed very
prettily indeed, my dear.”

Looking overwhelmed by her
ordeal and with her elaborate hairstyle in disarray, Belinda gave
no sign of satisfaction at her tormentor’s praise.

It was only when Judith looked
at Amelia that the edge of cruelty reappeared in her smile. The
girl turned from it with a knot of apprehension tightening her
belly. Inadvertently, Victor had saved her from her former
companion’s wicked and wholly unwanted lust, but only at the cost
of her having to perform something equally demeaning and unwelcome.
Nevertheless, she would sooner suck Victor than submit to Judith’s
unnatural desires. At least he had never pretended to be
anything other than her enemy. The knowledge did not take away the
sour aftertaste of his spunk lingering in her mouth. And she knew
that, like Tobias Sweet’s visit, Victor’s intervention had only
delayed the inevitable.

Yet despite her uncertain
future, as she was shepherded from the gloomy cellar Amelia’s heart
felt lighter than when she had entered. She no longer seemed so
alone in her predicament, and her new companions’ behaviour,
ignominious though it had been for all of them, had demonstrated
that her body’s response to the sexual manipulations of her captors
was not unique. Even so, Amelia was determined that during the
punishment she would all too soon be enduring, she would do
everything in her power to resist the dark desires it would surely
stir within her.

She had a nerve-racking wait.
When they emerged from the cellar, Victor decided they would have
dinner before anything further was done. All of the girls were
required to have a hand in preparing the meal, but her struggle to
perform the unfamiliar tasks she was set did not distract Amelia
for even a moment from her dread of what was to come.

She and Sophie were made to
stand unmoving, legs apart and hands at the backs of their necks,
looking on while their captors ate a leisurely dinner served by the
other two girls. The clock had just struck eleven when, after being
made to help clear away the dishes, Amelia and an equally nervous
Sophie returned to the dining room with Judith and her vicious
little cane as escort. Dry-mouthed, her muscles rigid with tension,
Amelia jumped at the sound of the doors slamming behind her.

“Get on,” Judith ordered,
pushing her and Sophie forwards when they both hesitated. Victor
sat in a high-backed dining chair with Jane and Belinda, who he had
not permitted to dress since their abuse in the cellar, kneeling on
either side, their hands clasped behind their necks. Their faces
showed the same level of anxiety as that which was tightening
Amelia’s belly into an unbearable knot of apprehension. The drapes
on the window were open and Amelia saw that the long, summer
twilight had almost given way to full darkness. The night was warm
and the brightly glowing lamps added to the heat in the room. Why
then was she shivering?

A tap on each of their bottoms
from Judith’s cane brought Amelia and Sophie to a halt. Victor had
the leather-bound notebook that Amelia was rapidly learning to hate
open on his knee. She saw the tall wooden case that he had brought
down from the attic leaning against the end of the dining table,
and gulped as the shiver that ran down her spine ended in a sudden
contraction of her sex. Victor looked up from the book and a wicked
smile played around his lips.

“Punishment,” he said, and
Amelia saw how he savoured the word. He read aloud. “Punishment
should be administered, firstly, when it is judged that the subject
has been disobedient, tardy or displeasing. Secondly, whenever it
pleases her master to do so. This will not only help to enforce her
obedience but also ensure she remains in a state of constant
uncertainty and apprehension, and therefore more receptive to
instruction. Though there will be times when, knowing she has
committed a transgression, she will expect to be punished, the
subject will also be continually aware that punishment may be
delivered at any moment, even though she has committed none.
Whether any distinction is made between the two when the punishment
is administered is entirely up to the subject’s master, though to
do so may encourage more rapid progress.

In this situation it can
reasonably be assumed that the subject will do her best to be
pleasing, though it is also possible that, depending on the extent
of her proclivities, she may deliberately seek to be punished for
her own gratification. She should be closely observed for any sign
of this, since before such indulgence is allowed, if indeed it is
ever allowed, she must have learned thoroughly that she is
completely in her Master’s power and entirely subject to his
will.”

Amelia’s wide eyes met Victor’s,
and the fluttering in her belly increased. She was stunned by the
book’s words. Who was the author, she wondered, who could in such a
matter-of-fact way describe the methods to treat an innocent victim
with such cruelty? The thought struck her suddenly that the
notebook, along with all the other contents of the trunk, had been
in Jonathan’s home and they must therefore, have at some time been
in his possession. Maybe it was a souvenir of one of his trips
abroad, like so much else she had found in the attic, Amelia
speculated. Or perhaps they had been the property of one of the
Barron ancestors. The butler’s colourful stories had suggested
there had been several ‘black sheep’ in the family during its
chequered history.

“The type and severity of the
punishment,” Victor quoted, “should of course, be entirely
at the whim of her master.” He put down the book and stood up.
“Type and severity,” he repeated. “We agreed, did we not, Amelia,
that your attempt to break our agreement was deserving of
punishment?”

Amelia had no choice but to nod
acquiescence. Her throat was constricted and her heart was beating
fast.

Victor reached behind his back
and produced a black, leather strap that shone menacingly in the
lamplight. “This will be the instrument of your punishment,” he
announced. “You may examine it if you wish.”

Amelia caught her breath. She
had expected to receive another spanking. Instead, she was facing
the unknown. Her tormentor stood and stretched it between his hands
until it creaked. Riveted to an eight inch, chequered wooden
handle, it was about two inches wide and two feet long, made from
two strips of leather sewn together down their centres and along
their edges. She dared to put out her hand and feel the thing. It
was quite stiff and the stitching felt coarse under her fingers.
Its touch sent a shiver through her that again reached her sex, and
she quickly drew back wishing with all her heart that Jonathan
would come and save her.

“Well,” Victor said impatiently
as he took off his frock coat and began to roll up his
shirtsleeves.

Amelia gave a start. She had not
heard what he said. Her eyes darted to Charles who stood
impassively beside Victor’s empty chair, one hand resting on Jane’s
bare shoulder. Suddenly, the sense of her own nudity was strong
inside her, and once more she felt and understood just how
vulnerable she was.

“Are we to wait all night?”
Victor growled. “Over the table with you.”

When Amelia still hesitated,
Charles stepped forward, taking her hand in his and leading her the
few steps as though he was escorting her onto a dance floor.

“Don’t do this,” she said
hoarsely, but even before the cold table edge touched her naked
thighs, her sex had begun to tingle.

“Punishment is an important
factor.” Victor repeated the notebook’s words.

Breath coming in shallow gasps,
Amelia steeled herself and bent forward.

“Flat to the table,” Victor
instructed. “Arms out.”

The terse order sent a thrill of
fear racing through her and the tips of her breasts pulsed as she
crushed them against the wood. Its hardness pressed back against
her when she stretched her arms out to either side level with her
shoulders and laid her palms down flat. The muscles of her bottom
contracted suddenly with tension. Amelia was frightened -
frightened of Victor, of the pain, of the pleasure, of herself. In
dreadful anticipation, she awaited the first blow.

“You will notice,” Victor said,
and the young woman almost screamed aloud at the way he dragged out
the awful moment, “that you are not restrained in any way. No cords
bind you. No hands hold you in place. You have agreed your
punishment is deserved, and I expect you to take it without the
need for restraint. I expect you to obey my will.”

Amelia knew that the predator’s
smile was on his face. She laid her right cheek on the tabletop,
saw Charles watching her and turned her head, only to see Judith’s
gloating gaze fixed unwaveringly on her degradation. Amelia closed
her eyes. Her heart was hammering, and she knew the shaking of her
legs was making her bottom quiver. There was a soft, innocent,
swishing noise. Stinging pain seared across her buttocks. She shot
bolt upright with a cry, clutching her rear and dancing from foot
to foot with her breasts jiggling.

“Oh, it hurts so!” she whined.
“Please, you cannot expect me to endure it.”

Victor stood with the strap
dangling from his hand. “Have we an agreement?” he demanded.

Amelia sucked in her breath. She
had made her choice. Grimly, she resumed her position, presenting
the firm, smarting rounds of her buttocks to her tormentor.

“Superb,” Victor said in
admiration. “Your arse really is a delight, my dear. You cannot
imagine how much I am going to enjoy this.”

Amelia hated him.

“What do you say, Charles? Are a
dozen strokes sufficient?”

Amelia’s jaw clenched tight.
Twelve! She saw Charles give an almost imperceptible nod, and the
soft swish, so harmless sounding, made her stiffen at the instant
the strap struck. Stinging pain flared again across her bottom.
With a guttural cry, she pressed her palms hard on the tabletop and
controlled the urge to leap upright. As the third stroke landed,
she tried to relax her body in the hope it would lessen the pain,
but her muscles ignored her just as her sex was ignoring her and
beginning to quiver. The fourth blow struck squarely on the centre
of both bottom cheeks with a ferocity that utterly defeated
Amelia’s efforts to keep still. Squealing shrilly, she jumped up,
frantically rubbing her blazing bottom, and she made a rush for the
door with no idea in her head but to escape the awful pain. Judith
caught her in a second, twisted her arms behind her and manhandled
her back into position.

“So you still defy my will,”
Victor said. “You seem determined to flout the terms of our
agreement at every opportunity. Is this the measure of your
gratitude for me sparing you imprisonment?”

“I’m sorry,” Amelia said, tears
flowing freely. “I can’t bear the pain. Please don’t hit me so
hard.”

Victor gave a snort of
annoyance. “Do you expect to dictate the severity of your own
punishment? I thought it was clear to you who now commands at
Watchnest Hall.”

“Oh, it is,” Amelia cried
earnestly. “You are its Master. I don’t dispute it. It is only that
the strap hurts so very much. I haven’t strength to bear it.”

He considered her, absently
swinging the leather back and forth. “You disappoint me. After the
way you fought to prevent me gaining my rightful inheritance, I
expected you to show greater determination. Very well.” Victor’s
shrug of resignation lit a glimmer of hope in Amelia’s breast that
he would forego the rest of the punishment. “If you cannot hold
yourself still, someone else will have to do it for you. Perhaps
you would oblige, Judith?”

With her tiny spark of hope
instantly crushed, Amelia felt an added weight of despair at the
humiliation of being held in place for her beating by Judith. The
older woman’s grip on her tightened and Amelia found herself forced
down over the hard tabletop.

“Gladly, Victor, but I prefer to
observe Amelia receiving her deserts, and there are two young
ladies here I believe will learn a salutary lesson from performing
the task. Jane, Belinda, to the far side of the table this instant.
Amelia, you will grip the table edge.” Judith’s cane lightly
flicked the backs of Amelia’s thighs until she stretched her arms
out and closed her fingers over the far edge of the table. “Good.
Now, girls, you will each take tight hold of one of Amelia’s arms
at the wrist and above the elbow, and however hard the disobedient
little hussy struggles, you will not permit her to break your
grasp. And if you do, you can be certain you will take her place.”
Amelia imagined the cruel smile that must surely be on Judith’s
lips as she spoke the threat. Her belly flipped when Belinda and
Jane gripped her arms, and a sudden tingling fluttered up and down
her sheath. She groaned in despair. Even the tightening of her
fellow prisoners’ hands around her flesh was enough to stir her
perverse desires.

“Forgive me,” Belinda said
softly.

“And me,” Jane said between
sobs.

Amelia’s chin was resting on the
table, and she could see both girls’ faces just by raising her
eyes. Their bleak expressions of resigned acceptance only
heightened the fear churning her belly.

“Please do proceed, Victor,”
Judith invited.

“Thank you, my dear,” Victor
said and gave a long sigh. “Ah, such provocation!”

The young woman sensed his arm
rise, saw Jane’s tear-filled eyes snap shut, and felt the leather
land like a thousand red-hot needles on her skin. She gave a cry,
body writhing and bottom wriggling at the scorching pain, and felt
the hands holding her tighten in response. The sharp crack of the
strap landing on her flesh was a much different sound from the slap
of a palm against her skin. The pain too was different, much
fiercer and more immediate than a spanking would have caused her,
and somehow more impersonal without the direct contact of her
chastiser’s hand on her bare bottom.

“Ooh, please!” she cried as the
terse smack of leather on flesh was immediately followed by another
blaze of pain across the helpless rounds of her buttocks. It was
futile to beg, but Amelia could not help it as Victor methodically
laid his cruel strokes over the whole of her out-thrust backside,
working his way from the top of the dark cleft bisecting her
burning globes to the tiny creases in her skin where thighs and
buttocks joined. Amelia cried her pain aloud at every blow,
twisting continually in a vain effort to escape the searing
leather.

She jerked against the hands
holding her helpless under the fiery lashes, and as they tightened
in response a sudden spasm teased her sex and nipped her sphincter
just as the next blow landed. Her shriek was followed by a groan as
pain and pleasure began to mingle. Each stroke that followed
intensified the now familiar melding of hurt and arousal, and each
fiery stripe on her bottom translated itself into an equally fiery
pulse of excitement between her legs. Amelia fought on, knowing it
was a lost battle but trying her best until the power of her dark
desires overwhelmed her in exactly the way she had feared they
would.

The feel of the hard surface of
the table changed. It was no longer just a table. It had become
part of the instrument of her punishment and Amelia revelled in the
uncompromising pressure of unyielding wood against her hard-tipped
breasts and quivering belly.

“She’s getting wet.” Judith’s
voice was full of wicked amusement, and Amelia cringed inwardly in
shame at the truth of her words. She could feel the juices bathing
her outer labia and her inner lips swelling to peep in pink,
glistening invitation from between her thighs. She squirmed under
another stroke, feeling the table edge bite into her hairless mound
and the bud of her clitoris stiffening, and her unruly pussy
quivering in response to the girls’ grip that held her in her
undignified posture and forced her to submit. Submit! The word
whirled around inside Amelia’s mind. She opened her eyes in fear of
fainting and saw Belinda grimace and Jane flinch as another cruel
lash scorched her tender-skinned bottom and tore another cry of
torment from her lips.

“In my enthusiasm I have lost
count,” Victor said. “How many is that, Judith?”

“Sixteen, I believe,” Judith
answered. “You were enjoying yourself so much that I thought better
of telling you that you had exceeded your stipulated number of
strokes.”

Victor laughed. “It’s Amelia’s
fault. Her lovely bottom is just too much temptation to
resist.”

Despite her pain and arousal,
Amelia felt a surge of indignation at such injustice, instantly
replaced by anguish as she heard the hiss of leather through the
air. The crack of the strap landing was far louder than before, and
the broad, scorching stripe of pain across her already blazing
buttocks much worse. Only then did she realise that Victor had been
holding back. Amelia’s cry was louder too, and her head jerked up
from the table, eyes widening with the sudden, fiery shock. In the
black window before her she saw her reflection, lips parted, a look
of interwoven pain and passion on her face. Tears overflowed her
eyelids as the fire blazed across her flesh and made her writhe and
struggle vainly against the hands that held her fast. Vision
blurring, she noticed something round and white appear in the
window, lit by the lamps within. Blinking away her tears, Amelia
saw, indistinctly and for only a fleeting moment, the face of a
man, looking directly at her. It vanished. Dumbfounded, she stared
at the spot where it had been.

“Now you, Charles,” Victor
said.

Amelia’s stomach gave a leap and
her sex tightened as Victor’s hand roved mercilessly over her
throbbing buttocks. With a gasping cry, she turned her horrified
eyes up to him.

“Yes, my girl, a punishment from
each of us. I think that is fair. After all, we both had the
inconvenience of stumbling around in the dark looking for you.”

Amelia’s emotions were in
hopeless confusion. Though she feared more pain and humiliation,
her quivering arousal had not abated at all. From the corner of her
eye she saw Charles take the strap from Victor’s hand. She did not
know if it was the sight of the leather or of his stiff cock
straining his trousers that made her tremble. She looked at Victor,
who smiled wolfishly and began to unbutton his waistcoat, standing
aside so that Charles could swing the strap freely. Amelia closed
her eyes. A shocking blaze of pain made her cry out. This time she
had not heard the sound of the leather cutting the air. Her bottom
was already burning and sore from Victor’s treatment, hotter even
than her sex. It must be glowing as red as the embers of a fire.
Yet Charles’s cruel blows, delivered with more force than Victor’s
had been, only increased her arousal. With each fiery stroke
provoking an answering surge of excitement between her thighs,
Amelia knew her battle was utterly lost.

Charles worked the vicious strap
downwards, landing each stripe a little below the last one until
all of the tender, tortured flesh was seared and fiercely stinging,
and Amelia was shrieking and sobbing and moaning at the same time.
Once, he hit her low and Amelia felt the cruel kiss of leather
score her bare thighs and the waft of the air it displaced on her
sex. She did not count the blows - her lust-filled mind could
concentrate on nothing but pain and the urgency of her desire.
Glorying now in the tight grip of her companions and her shameful
position of subjugation, Amelia spread her legs wider and arched
her back to present her pink and pouting sex to her tormentors.
Even as she did so, the tiny inner kernel of sense and logic that
was all that remained to her, castigated her for her weakness.

She was given no chance to dwell
on it.

“I must have her now.” Victor’s
voice was throaty with desire.

Amelia craned her neck, and her
heart leaped in alarm as she saw his fingers curl around the thick
shaft of his penis. He was going to use her. There, before all the
others, he would sexually assault and shame her. And her rebellious
sex, paying no heed to the horror that filled her, was twitching
with eager anticipation.

“Oh, no!” she groaned, looking
desperately into the faces of the girls holding her fast to the
tabletop as she tugged half-heartedly against their grasp. Belinda
met her eyes, a film of moisture in her own as she gave a little,
helpless shake of her head.

“Nooo!” Amelia wailed as the
pressure of Victor’s fat cock-head against her dewy, nether lips
sent a shiver of expectant excitement the full length of her sex.
His long cock slid between the slick, quivering membranes of her
sheath, and with a whimper that was half-despair and half-delight
Amelia surrendered to her passion.

Victor reached under her,
squeezing her breasts hard, jerking her backwards by their
firm-fleshed rounds to meet his hard thrusts. The impact of his
thighs and belly on her tortured buttocks stoked their fire and
throbbing to new heights, yet Amelia knew the cries escaping her at
each driving lunge were much more of pleasure than of pain. Her
climax overtook her almost at once, with a furious roiling and
rippling in her belly and sex that made her sheath clench tight
about the thick cock inside it. She heard Victor give a long growl
of pleasure, hating him for enjoying the assault on her, and even
as she writhed in ecstatic release, hating herself for succumbing
to her base desires.

He took her with long, vigorous
strokes while Amelia wriggled under his assault, senses swamped by
the awful, wonderful, intermingling of pleasure and pain her mind
now craved as much as her body. Her joyful cry as the hot splash of
his come triggered another wrenching orgasm betrayed her passion to
everyone. Though she cringed inwardly in shame, she could not stop
herself from continuing to thrust her sex onto Victor’s twitching
cock.

“By heaven, what a fine fuck you
are, Amelia,” Victor said as he withdrew. “I always took you for a
prig from your superior airs those few times we met.” He chuckled.
“But my word, what you were hiding underneath.”

The smart of Amelia’s
humiliation seemed almost as bad as that of her leathered backside
at his words, the more so as her guilt at her feckless behaviour
rose up once more to torment her. But not, she was horribly aware,
enough to still the tingle of excitement thrumming in her
pussy.

“Will you take her, Charles?”
Victor invited with what to Amelia was a horrid casualness. She
gave a strangled cry and a jerk as Charles pinched one of her
stinging buttocks.

“I think not,” he said. “I will
shortly be entertained by Jane. I believe I prefer to reserve
myself for that encounter. Besides, I don’t wish to make Judith
wait any longer for her turn disciplining our new servant.”

“What?” Amelia tore free of
Belinda and Jane with a single, frenzied jerk, and spun in
open-mouthed shock to face her antagonists. Judith paid no
attention to the two girls who had carelessly allowed their hold to
slacken. Her hard, glittering stare was only for Amelia, whose gut
churned horribly at the idea of receiving a beating at the hands of
her former companion. But with Victor and Charles standing either
side of her and Judith directly in front, there was no escape.
Amelia’s fragile emotions cracked and her little remaining strength
deserted her. Tears welled up in her eyes as she looked from Victor
to Charles.

“I hope I am not about to hear
any protestations, Amelia,” Victor said sternly. “After your
insults and your inexcusable assault upon her person, Judith has
every right to deal out a little retribution.”

Amelia knew that nothing she
could say would make any difference. Nevertheless, as a despairing
tear rolled down her cheek and splashed onto the upper curve of her
breast, she tried. “Oh please, my poor bottom can’t stand any
more.” Her whining plea sounded pathetically servile, even to her
own ears.

Judith gave a derisive laugh.
“Of course it can. But it won’t have to, Amelia dear. There are
plenty of other places that make equally satisfying targets. Your
thighs, for example, back or front, or the soles of your feet, as
favoured by the Turk. Or the little curve of your belly, or…” she
paused to lick her lips, “those nice, pointed tits of yours.”

The cruel glint in her eye made
Amelia look desperately towards the room’s securely closed doors as
her belly twisted in terror and alarm.

 



Chapter 10

 


The cruel glint in Judith’s eye
made Amelia look desperately towards the room’s securely closed
doors as her gut twisted in terror and alarm.

“Be good enough to take a firm
hold on Amelia, gentlemen, while I find a suitable implement.”
Judith went to the case leaning against the end of the table. “The
strap, you see, Amelia, would not be appropriate,” she said
conversationally. “Too unwieldy. What is needed is accuracy and
precision. Ah, the very thing!”

The tightening of the men’s
hands on her wrists and upper arms caused Amelia no excitement as
she stared with increasing dread at Judith reaching into the case.
Appalling horror struck like a fist in her belly as she realised
the woman who had once been her closest confidante was entirely
serious in her intention.

“No, you can’t mean it.” she
cried. “It is monstrous cruel. Please, Victor, I don’t deserve to
be treated like this. Stop her.”

“Why would I do that? It is
Judith you offended and for her to decide.” He laughed. “And you
did say your bottom has had enough.”

“But - ” Amelia’s objection died
on her lips as something swished menacingly through the air.
“Aaagh-oow!” A scalding burst of agony tore at her right breast,
and Amelia fought vainly to tear her arms free and fend off the
stroke that suddenly slashed down onto the other. She shrieked.

“Keep a good grip, gentlemen,”
Judith cautioned, “and her arms tight behind her so she must offer
up her tits for their punishment.” She struck again with the
slender, vicious willow switch she had found in the case, smacking
its springy, pencil-thin length into each of the undersides of
Amelia’s breasts in turn, making her writhe and scream with pain.
“Jane, Belinda, come kneel by Sophie where you can see,” Judith
ordered. “And make sure you pay close attention.” She waited until
the girls had obeyed. “Now, now, Amelia, why are you making such a
fuss? Those were scarcely more than love-taps. I can hit much
harder than that. You should thank me for being so lenient with
you.” She cupped Amelia’s left breast in her palm, lifting its
weight, and the movement of the burning flesh made the younger
woman whimper. “Why, your nipples have softened. Don’t you find
this exciting? Or is it just bottom smackings that make you wet,
you little slut?” She bent her head and closed her lips over the
point of the breast, drawing its tip into her mouth and sucking
hard.

“Oh please, Judith,” Amelia
begged, then howled in pain as Judith sank her teeth into the
hardening nipple.

“I said thank me, you wretch,”
Judith snarled, stepping back and swinging the switch harder than
before. Two fresh, fiery tracks flared across Amelia’s breasts, and
she shrieked again and kept on shrieking as Judith dealt another
half dozen agonising strokes to each of her bouncing globes.
Weeping hopelessly, she felt her chin lifted, and she stared
through her tears into her former companion’s face.

“Thank me.”

“Th...thank you, Judith,” Amelia
managed to gasp out between sobs. She would have done anything to
stop the pain.

“Not good enough.” The switch
flashed upward in Judith’s hand then down, scoring deep into the
flesh just above Amelia’s right nipple. The scream she gave had not
ended before another was torn from her twisting lips as her left
nipple erupted with pain.

“You will call me ‘Mistress’
from now on, Amelia,” Judith instructed. “Now, try again.”

Breasts throbbing agonisingly
and buttocks still aflame from their cruel leathering, Amelia had
no inclination to argue. “Thank you, Mistress,” she said, voice
cracking.

“A splendid idea,” Victor said,”
and if Judith is to be ‘Mistress’ Charles and I will both be
‘Master’. Go and kneel with the others, Amelia.”

Suddenly released, Amelia’s
first reaction was to press her hands to her tortured breasts,
which she quickly recognised as a mistake when it intensified their
awful throbbing. Mind whirling from pain and shock, she took her
place with the other girls, kneeling on the carpet between the
table and the fireplace, wincing as raising her hands to her neck
added to the torture in her breasts.

“Do you understand what I said,
bunnies?” Victor demanded and his face split into a broad grin at
the chorus of ‘Yes, Master’ with which they responded. “And there
is still the matter of another naughty bunny in need of
chastisement,” he continued, turning a gleaming eye on Sophie.
“Perhaps you would care to do the honours again, Judith?”

“With pleasure,” Judith replied
and Amelia knew she meant it quite literally.

Wanting only to curl up and
nurse her pain, she had to watch as her former companion laid
twelve hard, resounding strokes with the strap across Sophie’s
narrow bottom. To Amelia’s surprise, the slim girl bore the
punishment with a good deal more fortitude than she herself had
shown, holding her position bent over the table with far less
wriggling and crying out, even as her pale buttocks turned a fiery
scarlet under the merciless leather. Amelia could not help but be
envious when Sophie was allowed to rejoin the other girls after
having received less than a third of the punishment she had had to
endure, but she felt only admiration for the young blonde’s
strength and courage. It had far outdone her own.

“I trust that was a lesson well
learned by all of you,” Victor said as Sophie dashed away her tears
and knelt beside Amelia. “Discipline is going to be a good deal
more strict from now on, and will be enforced in a similar manner
to that you have experienced tonight. So, if there is any further
disobedience, from any of you, you know what to expect. Is that
clear?” Victor exchanged grins with Charles as all the girls gave a
hasty ‘Yes, Master’. “Yes, I like the sound of that. Can’t think
why I didn’t order it sooner. And I much prefer you bunnies without
your clothing. From now on, for as long as we’re here you can all
follow Amelia’s example and go naked.” He frowned at the little
sounds of dismay that greeted his announcement. “I hope I don’t
hear any objections to my decision.” Victor rubbed his hands
together gleefully. “After all, am I not master in my own
house?”

Amelia imagined how swiftly his
smug, self-satisfied smile would vanish if Jonathan Barron were to
suddenly walk through the door. Though she yearned for it more than
anything, it did not happen.

“I believe our plans for the
rest of the night don’t involve Amelia,” Victor said. “Perhaps you
would be good enough to put her safely away, Charles.”

His choice of words was not lost
on Amelia. An image of herself wrapping her ivory toy in a
handkerchief and placing it in a drawer came immediately to her
mind.

“Indeed, Victor. But first I
intend to ensure our lascivious little miss doesn’t spend all night
playing with herself, which I don’t doubt she will unless
restrained.” Charles went to the tin trunk and from the speed with
which he found what he sought Amelia knew he had made it ready
earlier. “Stand up, Amelia,” he ordered and her stomach turned over
as she saw what was in his hand. Turning her gaze from the wicked
smile on his face, she rose despondently to her feet and he pulled
her hands behind her back. Fresh tears welled up as he buckled
leather cuffs joined by a short chain to each of her wrists.

“Excellent, Charles,” Victor
congratulated. “The book mentions something about that.” He picked
it up and thumbed through the pages. “Now, was it under
‘Restraints’? Ah, here it is!” He mumbled through the words for a
moment then read aloud, “… will also demonstrate to the subject
that, as with all other aspects of her condition, she is entirely
dependent on her Master for any sexual pleasure she is permitted,
providing an additional incentive for her compliance and
obedience. You see, there is a distinct logic in ensuring
Amelia is not permitted to pleasure herself without
permission.”

Amelia understood the book’s
reasoning all too clearly and the knowledge was very disquieting.
Though her pain had abated only slightly and her shame not at all,
she had felt a renewed tingling in her sex since the moment Charles
had tightened the leather cuffs on her wrists. He knew very well
the effect securing her hands behind her would have and, at the
same time, doing so had denied her any chance of relieving her
passions.

“Come along.” He took her elbow,
picking up Judith’s discarded parasol handle from the end of the
table as they passed. Amelia stiffened suddenly as she halted at
the closed doors, and Charles slid the short cane up between her
thighs from behind, pressing it against her sex. The swells of her
outer labia opened at the same time as the door and Charles pressed
harder, urging her forward.

“Oh no, please!” she begged as
she realised where he was taking her. The cane’s pressure increased
until she was walking on her toes to relieve it, as Charles
conducted her through the kitchen and the door that led to the
great, black cavern of the cellar. A lantern, already lit, hung
beside the door, and by its insignificant glow Amelia was forced
back to the storeroom they had visited earlier in the day.

“Since you obviously didn’t want
to stay in your previous accommodation, we thought this might be
more to your liking,” Charles said sardonically.

The cane’s touch vanished, and
he gave Amelia a push that made her stagger across the
straw-covered floor and fall to her knees. She looked back to the
doorway. Charles had begun unbuttoning his trousers. Pain, fear and
a tremor of arousal combined to make Amelia tremble in the dark
chill of the cellar room.

“My cock wants a goodnight
kiss,” Charles said. “Come here.”

Belly churning, she stared at
the fat, pink-headed slug of his penis hanging from his flies, and
as his erection began to grow so did the flutter of excitement in
her sex. She knew he was simply amusing himself by humiliating her,
but if she refused he would use the cane and her poor bottom and
breasts had already suffered more than enough. It was too difficult
to stand up with her hands fastened behind her and she shuffled
towards him on her knees. He took a step towards her and the head
of his swelling penis almost poked her in the eye. A pearly drop of
moisture shone on the tiny slit at its tip. Amelia’s throat
tightened.

“Why are you so cruel to me?”
she asked, hoarsely.

“I treat you no differently from
the rest,” Charles said. His lip curled. “You’re all the same -
empty-headed, upper-class females who’ve never had to do a day’s
work in your lives. Yet all you have is disdain for those of us who
have to make an honest living.” He reached down, tilting her chin
so she had to look in his eyes. “It’s still there, isn’t it, that
haughty arrogance?” His laugh was almost a snarl. “You’re kneeling
there bare-arsed with your tits sticking out and you still think
you’re superior, don’t you? Well, who has the upper hand now,
missy?”

Amelia recoiled from his sudden
anger. His eyes narrowed as hers widened, and he recovered
himself.

“Never mind, little wanton. All
you need to know is that I am your master. Now kiss my cock as I
told you.”

Fearful of his temper, Amelia
pressed her lips to his cock-head, nauseated when he smeared his
sticky pre-come over them but not daring to pull away. He drew back
at last, laughing.

“Now I have to go and give
little Janey a good fucking. You can think of us while you lie here
in the dark.”

“Oh, not in the dark, please!”
Amelia begged, but he had already turned away. The lantern-light
dimmed then disappeared completely. The door slammed, the bolt slid
home and she was alone in total blackness.

Charles found Victor sitting on
the sofa in the drawing room with Belinda face down over his knees.
The crimson glow of her upturned buttocks told its own story.

“Just a brief chastisement,”
Victor explained, puffing on the cigar he held in one hand while he
moved the fingers of the other inside the girl’s sex. “Judith
reminded me that despite her warning, Jane and Belinda allowed
Amelia to break their hold on her. I take it our new servant is
comfortably settled?”

“Just so. We won’t be chasing
around the countryside after her tonight.”

“And you can be sure Sophie
won’t be aiding and abetting her,” Judith added from her armchair
beside the fireplace. The blonde knelt on the carpet in front of
her, head down and haunches raised, presenting her sex towards the
older woman. Judith flicked the willow switch that had so sorely
tortured Amelia’s breasts across the girl’s already leathered
bottom. “Keep those fingers moving in that pussy. And don’t imagine
those titties of yours are too small to get the same treatment
Amelia’s did if you aren’t instantly obedient tonight.”

Charles sat down in the other
armchair and beckoned to Jane, who knelt with her hands behind her
neck in the middle of the room, her doe-eyes bright with moisture.
She did not rise but crawled to him as he had had her do on the
previous occasions he had enjoyed her. It was pleasing that she
remembered. A glance at her bottom showed it was as reddened as
Belinda’s. Charles had her kneel beside his chair and explored the
lush fullness of one of her breasts.

“You didn’t finish telling me
about Sweet’s visit over dinner, Victor,” he said. Instead, Victor
had rambled on about the damned notebook again.

“Nothing much to tell,” Victor
replied. He stubbed out his cigar, still working his fingers in
Belinda’s sex. She was making soft, sighing noises and wriggling
her bottom very prettily. “Sweet brought the accounts for me to
look over. He spent the time explaining where the money comes from.
He’s a knowledgeable fellow. I told him he could stay on and to
keep up the good work.”

“That’s probably best for now,”
Charles agreed. “There was no mention of our guest?”

“Not a word. I don’t think
anyone has much interest in Amelia.”

“No one but us.”

Victor laughed, and Belinda gave
a gasp and a heave as he pinched her clitoris. “But we are
very interested. I’ve been thinking, Charles. I wonder if
it’s such a good idea to sell the place right away.”

“You have some other means of
paying me?” Charles demanded, ignoring Jane’s whimper as his hand
involuntarily tightened on her teat.

“And me?” Judith added.

“No, but there could be benefits
in you waiting a little while. Instead of spending just a couple of
weeks here as we intended, we could stay the whole summer. There’s
never anything interesting happening in London at this time of
year, and we would be away from the stink and the typhoid fever.
And there are additional attractions here, are there not? Our
little bunnies, naked and available all day long?”

“I intend to enjoy the
attractions of Paris,” Judith said, giving him a pointed look. “I
have already seen more than enough of Watchnest Hall.”

There was a moist, sucking sound
as Victor pulled his finger free of Belinda’s sex and waved it to
emphasise his point. “But not as its mistress. Or as the
mistress of its former mistress.”

Lips pursed, Judith watched
Sophie fingering herself.

“And you, Charles,” Victor
continued. “You have no pressing court cases awaiting your talents.
Surely you cannot object to spending the summer as a gentleman of
means should?”

Charles frowned and transferred
his grip to Jane’s other breast. “If I had the means, I
might not. But I have debts, as you do yourself, Victor, and the
bailiffs will not wait indefinitely.”

“But they’ll never find us
here,” Victor said, grinning. “No one knows where we are. And I’ve
been thinking about how we can make some money. Quite a lot of
money, actually.”

“How?” Charles asked.

“Not yet. Give me a chance to
finish working it out. Suffice to say that book I found has given
me some ideas, and if I can sort them out in my head, the few
hundred I’ve made selling girls to the brothel will look like very
small beer indeed.”

“But meanwhile, Judith and I
need what you owe us, Victor.”

“And you shall have it, rest
assured. Only agree to wait, and if I haven’t established a damned
fine, money-spinning scheme long before summer’s end, I’ll sell
Watchnest Hall and the estate and pay you both. Meanwhile you may
share what we took from the girl as down-payment.”

Charles eyed him dubiously.
Victor’s plan to sell girls from debtors’ prison to the brothel was
meant to have made him a small fortune. Perhaps it would have, if
he had not spent the money the moment he had it. Jane’s heavy
breast was warm in his hand and her nipple had hardened under his
manipulations. He wanted to fuck her. And he wanted to hurt
her.

“Very well,” he said. “If Judith
agrees, I am prepared to wait a short while.”

Victor looked at the woman.
“Well, Judith? The estate will see to all our wants while we are
here. And the girls will see to all our desires.”

Judith looked up from her study
of Sophie’s gyrating buttocks and smiled. “I suppose Paris can wait
‘til autumn. There is a certain appeal to putting Amelia in her
place. And keeping her there.”

“Capital.” In his delight,
Victor dealt a hearty slap to Belinda’s upturned backside. “Now,
I’ve a fancy to indulge in the Sin of Sodom with my favourite
bum-bunny, so I will bid you both goodnight. I must say, it is very
satisfying to lie in Jonathan Barron’s own bed, knowing his protégé
is completely in my power. There were times I thought it might
never happen, the way the little wench fought us through every
court.”

“It’s fortunate she never
learned to apply the same determination to any other aspect of her
pathetic existence,” Judith observed, “else she would not have been
so easily tamed.”

“Fortunate too that she seems to
enjoy being beaten as much as she does being fucked, I think,”
Charles said. “And that she has a limitless appetite for both.”

“Limitless?” Victor stood up,
rolling Belinda onto the carpet. “I’ve a mind to find out if that’s
truly the case. With a little help from this.” He picked up the
leather-bound notebook. “Come, Belinda.”

Charles watched him leave,
followed almost immediately by Judith and a very resentful-looking
Sophie. He mused briefly about the scheme Victor was cooking up. In
the three years he had known him, only one of Victor’s moneymaking
ventures had had any real success - his inheritance of Watchnest
Hall. And that had mostly been due to the efforts of Charles
Dunkerley. Despite the girl’s accusations, Charles had found no
evidence of Victor being involved in Jonathan Barron’s
disappearance, or of any fraud on his part. Not that it would have
made any difference if he had. He had gladly sacrificed his few
remaining scruples when he found Victor could provide him with
exactly what he liked best - helpless, young gentlewomen, ripe for
abuse. He leaned back and unfastened his trousers, looking down at
Jane quivering in trepidation at his knee.

“Here, little Janey. Time for
some cock-sucking practice.”

 


* * * * *

 


Amelia lay on her side in the
blackness of her prison, wishing she had some of Sophie’s salve to
ease the pain in her throbbing breasts and bottom. Not that it
would have done her any good. She tested her strength against the
manacles on her wrists and found it wanting, then shied from the
tremor that ran through her – half fear, half excitement – as she
was once more reminded that her hands were trapped behind her until
someone else chose to set them free.

Her sex had already begun
pulsing and a little ripple of arousal tickled her sheath. Groaning
her frustration at being helpless to do anything about it, Amelia
thought of the wicked pleasure Judith had taken in dealing the
vicious blows with the willow switch to her defenceless breasts.
The recollection dampened her ardour and she was glad. She had not,
she was well aware, been at all successful in controlling the
diabolical lust her torments had brought to the surface. If
anything, she had succumbed even more rapidly when facing the
frightening unknown of the strap than when she was spanked. The
knowledge was discouraging. A fresh wave of humiliation made her
shudder at the way she had responded so eagerly to the sight and
touch of Victor’s hard cock. She must be strong, Amelia told
herself. She must not give in to her unruly passions.

Bone tired, still she could not
sleep. Yet, it was not pain or the shock of her cruel treatment, or
even her shame that prevented her. In all that had happened, she
had had no time to dwell on the other thoughts clamouring for
attention in her racing mind. Most immediate was the face she had
seen at the window. It had only been a blurred and fleeting glimpse
but Amelia was sure she had not imagined it. It meant that someone
else knew she was there and in Victor’s clutches. But whose face
was it and could they, would they, do anything about what they had
seen? Lying in total darkness, naked, hurting and alone, Amelia
desperately hoped so.

She wondered too about Jeavons,
until recently her trusted butler and mentor, and what he was doing
at the lodge when he had told her he was going to Gloucester. He
was no great friend of Tobias Sweet, and Amelia could think of no
reason why he would stay at Sweet’s home. And what had led to him
indulging in such lewd behaviour with Sally Carpenter the night she
had seen them through the lodge’s window? He had always seemed such
a sober individual, as befitted his butler’s role, and it had been
shocking to see him so obviously excited by Sally’s ample charms.
Not that she was in a position to criticise, Amelia reflected
ruefully.

Then there was the other man who
had been in the room. A brief glimpse was all Amelia had had, but
judging by his size and stature it had not been Tobias Sweet, and
she could not imagine that kind and considerate individual
indulging in the sort of behaviour she had witnessed. Then again,
she had believed the same of Jeavons and been proved wrong. Was the
butler perhaps the owner of the trunk? Then why would he have left
it behind? The image of him pulling Sally’s birched buttocks apart
came to her mind, and her sphincter tightened at the thought of
what must have happened next and increased the burning of her
tormented bottom.

The rustling of straw broke her
train of thought. She lifted her head and listened, holding her
breath. Were there rats in the cellar? The rustling grew louder.
Whatever was causing it was bigger than a rat. From out of the
darkness, something warm suddenly touched her flank. With a
startled cry, Amelia drew back but it slid over her hip, up her
ribcage and closed tightly around her arm.

It was a hand.

 



Chapter 11

 


Another hand seized Amelia, and
she felt herself twisted face down and the pressure of a knee in
the small of her back. She screamed as a broad palm smoothed over
the raw skin of her buttocks and a finger slid down the crease
between them towards her sex.

“No.” she cried. “No more,
please.” Her swollen labia, still slick with juices, yielded at
once to the pressure of the finger, and Amelia gave a cry of
resentment as she felt herself penetrated. “Haven’t you abused me
enough tonight?” she wailed, belly down in the straw.

There was no reply, only the
even sound of breathing as her invisible tormentor explored her
intimate place. She moaned softly as his touch began her inevitable
arousal. Tired and sore as she was, the edge of her passion had
been blunted, but she could not fail to respond to the expert
teasing of the fingers probing her. Soon, tremors of helpless
passion were quivering and rippling through her sheath, and she was
on the verge of orgasm when he began tweaking and rubbing the
elongated bud of her clitoris. Amelia came less vigorously than she
had become used to but still with a trembling rush of delight that
left her slumped and panting in the straw.

“Good,” a voice whispered, and
she felt the man’s hot breath on her ear. Then she cried out with
shock and outrage as his finger pushed against the tight pucker of
her anus. Squirming frantically, Amelia managed to avoid the
digit’s efforts to penetrate her there. It did not persist.

“Who is it?” she demanded.
“Which of you? Victor? Charles? Can I have no peace even here?”

Her arm was released. The weight
lifted from her. As suddenly as it had happened, it was over.

“Who is it?” Amelia demanded
again. There was no reply, only more rustling of straw and a low,
scraping, grinding noise that lasted only a few seconds.

“Who’s there?” Amelia listened
for long moments. There was nothing. She had not heard the door
open or close, but Amelia sensed that somehow she was once more
alone. With a sob, she rolled onto her side, bewildered, angry,
humiliated. Once again, she had succumbed to her lust after the
briefest struggle. She was its prisoner. There was nowhere she
could escape. She felt the leather manacles about her wrists,
confining, constraining, a symbol of her captivity, a constant
reminder of the wicked servitude to which she had condemned
herself. Not for the first time, she wondered if she had made the
right choice.

She slept fitfully until her
fatigue was no longer enough to overcome her pain, and then she lay
awake with no knowledge of the passing of time in her pitch-black
prison. The feel of the restraints on her wrists and knowing why
Charles had put them there concentrated her attention on the place
between her legs that was denied to her. Soon, she could think of
nothing but the tingling tremors that were teasing her sex and her
maddening inability to do anything about them.

Ironically, it was Judith who
spared her further torment.

“Good morning, Amelia. I trust
you slept well in your new accommodation.” Her insincerity was
plain in her voice. Dazzled by even the dim lantern light after
hours in darkness and struggling to get to her knees without having
her hands to help her, Amelia did not reply and earned a spiteful
swipe of Judith’s cane across her flank. “Answer, girl, as is
proper in a servant.”

“Yes,” Amelia lied.

“What?” Judith raised the short
cane.

“Yes, Mistress,” Amelia answered
quickly, suddenly aware of the vulnerability of her aching
breasts.

Judith gave a superior smile.
“That’s better. I hope you are learning your place. You’ve
obviously always been a slut. It is now your duty to become an
obedient slut.” She laughed. “Imagine how surprised I was when I
found out you played with yourself. I never thought ‘Miss Prim and
Proper’ even thought of such things.”

As Judith escorted her to the
kitchen, Amelia remembered telling her about the occasion when she
had been called the name. They had both laughed about it then but
there was no humour on Judith’s features as she freed Amelia from
the leather manacles. Relieved at being released from the
restraints and the disturbing feelings they caused, Amelia glanced
down at her wrists and gave an appalled cry as she caught sight of
her breasts. They were criss-crossed with narrow, red ridges and
purpling lines of bruising. Jerking her gaze from the horrid
evidence of Judith’s cruelty, she found herself looking into the
eyes of her antagonist and saw them narrow as a malevolent smile
creased the older woman’s face.

“I told you last night - only
love taps,” Judith said. “Now sit.”

Amelia sank gingerly onto a
hard, wooden chair at the kitchen table, glad to discover it did
not greatly increase the soreness in her bottom. Sophie put hot tea
and bread and butter before her. All the girls were there, all
still naked as Victor had dictated. It was strange to see them
going about routine domestic tasks without any clothes. Belinda
seemed to be the only one who knew anything about cooking and the
others were acting as assistants under her direction. Sipping her
tea, Amelia looked through the kitchen window and realised the sun
was high. It must be close to noon, yet the girls were just
preparing breakfast. Amelia forced the wad of bread in her mouth
down her throat with difficulty, not wanting to think about what
might have kept them all up so late. Besides, the increasing
pressure in her bladder was suddenly demanding all of her
attention.

“Please, I have to go to the
lavatory.” She cringed inwardly with embarrassment as all heads
turned towards her.

“Later,” Judith said.

“But I can’t wait,” Amelia
protested.

“You’ll wait if I say so.”

“Really, Judith, I must go now.
I cannot...”

“Don’t you answer me back.”
Judith snatched up a long wooden spoon. Moving quickly behind
Amelia, she grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head back.
“You’re not in charge now, Amelia,” her one-time companion hissed
in her ear. “It is Victor who is master here and I who am mistress.
If he hasn’t yet convinced you of that, then I will. Get your tits
on the table.”

“Nooo!” Amelia wailed as Judith
jerked on her hair, rocking her body back and forth until her ribs
were against the edge of the wood and her breasts rested on its
surface. Still holding Amelia’s hair, Judith moved to one side.
Amelia clasped her hands protectively over the upper curves of her
tender globes.

“Move those hands or I’ll break
your fingers,” Judith hissed in her ear.

With a strangled sob of fright,
Amelia obeyed and Judith smacked the bowl of the spoon down hard on
her left breast.

“Ooow!” She jerked reflexively
away but not quickly enough to avoid the spoon striking her right
breast with equal force. She cried out again and tears stung her
eyes at the fierce pain surging through both fleshy mounds.

Then she wet herself.

It came in a gush she had no
power to prevent, squirting onto the seat beneath her, then up
again in a spray that soaked the whole of her front as high as her
chin and spattered gleaming droplets that stained the skirts and
bodice of Judith’s blue muslin dress. Judith leapt back with a cry
of disgust. Amelia just sat there, ashamed, stunned and horrified
that she was pissing herself in front of everyone and that even now
she could do nothing to stop the flow.

“You dirty girl,” Judith spat.
“You horrid, filthy little creature.” She lashed out with the
spoon. The meaty smack of it landing on Amelia’s breast was
followed at once by a howl of agony from the helpless girl. She
cowered, raising her arms protectively as Judith lifted the spoon
again.

“You did that on purpose, you
bitch,” Judith accused.

“No, please! I couldn’t help it.
I didn’t…. I swear…. Please, Judith.”

The expected blow did not come.
Amelia looked over her shielding arms and saw a mirthless smile had
replaced the raging snarl on her former companion’s flushed face.
Her in-drawn breath escaped with a rush as the last dribbles of her
urine trickled onto the chair.

“No, I’m not going to punish you
now,” Judith said. “This calls for something far more memorable.
For both of us.”

“I’m sorry, Judith. Really I am.
I told you I had to go. I didn’t mean to.” Amelia heard her
desperation clearly in her voice as she remembered the agony of
having her breasts flogged.

“Shut up.” Judith leaned down
until her face was inches from Amelia’s. “You’re useless, Amelia.
You can’t even hold in your own piss. You’re only good for one
thing. And you seem to have forgotten I’m not ‘Judith’ to you any
longer. Who am I?”

“The Mistress,” Amelia sobbed,
her breasts still throbbing terribly.

“Right. Your mistress,”
Judith said. “You had better not forget again. Now, we can’t have
you sitting idle all day just because there’s no cock for you to
ride on. You’re going to have to work if you want to eat. Do you
hear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amelia
said.

“Sophie, fetch me a clean
petticoat and my primrose muslin dress from my room,” Judith
ordered. “And you can clean up your mess,” she told
Amelia.

The girl was still busy with
cloths and mop and bucket when Sophie returned. Without a sign of
self-consciousness, Judith stripped off her piss-splashed clothes
in front of them all and put on the clean ones. As soon as Amelia
had finished wiping down the chair, Judith sent her off to the
servant’s bathroom to clean up. She washed carefully, fresh tears
welling up as her reflection in the mirror revealed all too clearly
the vivid, throbbing, red marks left on her breasts by the spoon
and the ugly, frightening stripes the switching had caused.

“Hurry up!” Judith’s sharp voice
called through the open door. “You’re to wait at table.”

Jane had to wheel in the trolley
with the serving dishes and Amelia had to carry in the plates and
cutlery. To set the table she had to walk self-consciously past
Victor and Charles in the drawing room, feeling their eyes upon her
every inch of the way as they followed to take their places. Only
the two men were to eat there.

“You will serve Charles, Jane,”
Victor said when everything was set out. “Amelia, you will be
serving me.” He grinned and the young woman’s belly tightened.
“Earn your keep,” he told her.

When the plates were filled,
Victor had both girls kneel, hands behind their necks, in full view
of the two men as they ate.

“Spread those knees further,” he
ordered, “and lift your tits so we can see them properly”.

It seemed to Amelia that the
men’s attention was much more for Jane and herself than the food on
their plates. She spent the entire meal acutely aware of her
nakedness in just the way she had heard described in Victor’s
notebook. It shocked her that someone could study and observe, and
describe so coolly and clinically the means to her subjugation. To
do it, she realised, there must have been an original ‘subject’, a
young woman in the same situation as she was, perhaps also trapped
by her signature on a piece of paper and the threat of a worse fate
beyond the walls of Watchnest Hall. Maybe there had been more than
one. Her mind grappled with the vision of dozens of helpless,
beautiful women, paraded nude before their captors and learning
that only the will of their masters was important. But who at the
Hall could possibly have involved themselves in such a loathsome
business? The thought that it could have been one of her ancestors,
however distant, made her shudder.

At that moment, Amelia was
summoned to serve Victor from the cheese board, holding a plate for
him while he cut a generous slice, and very conscious of the heavy
sway of her breasts as she leaned forward. She began to straighten
up.

“Just stay where you are,
missy,” Victor ordered, and she felt his fingers on the back of her
leg, just above the knee. She stiffened, her breath escaping with a
hiss as Victor’s hand slid slowly up her inner thigh until his
knuckle pressed her vulva and began to rub, parting her outer labia
and making contact with her moist inner sex. She felt her warmth
there increase and could not suppress the tingling that accompanied
it. The darker side of her nature began to reveal itself to her
once more.

Amelia looked down as the
fingers of Victor’s other hand began stroking the sensitive,
depilated skin of her mound. The brush of the fingertips tickled
and Amelia gave a quiver that made her breasts shake. She was not
disgusted when she saw Jane kneel at Charles’s command and her
mouth begin moving rhythmically on his long shaft. His head turned,
lust-filled eyes meeting Amelia’s, and she felt a blush rise to her
cheeks. Victor’s gently rubbing fingers reached the hood of her
clitoris and she went rigid as the pressure on the latent bud sent
a jolt through her belly. She made a little startled noise and felt
her eyes widen as two fingers of his other hand slid deep between
the velvety ridges of her sheath.

Suddenly, her hips were moving
of their own accord, thrusting down onto Victor’s probing fingers,
forcing her swelling clitoris against his maddeningly teasing hand
as intoxicating excitement swept her away. She panted, gyrating
wildly, gripped by the overpowering need for pleasure and the
unbridled delight of approaching release. The fierce thrills in her
belly grew more intense, and she could feel a mounting heat in her
sex as the prickling and tickling that heralded her orgasm teased
its tender membranes. Abruptly, Victor’s hands pulled away, and
Amelia was left, breasts heaving and thighs aquiver, staring at his
leering grin.

“If you want to come my little
serving wench, you must first suck me off,” he said. “Do it well
and I will permit it.”

He was already unfastening his
trousers while the anger and resentment in Amelia’s breast warred
with the acute embarrassment in her head and the driving need in
her pussy. She glanced at Jane’s head bobbing ever more quickly
over Charles’s swollen penis, and sank to her knees before Victor.
With a pang of guilt, Amelia acknowledged that her dark lust had
won again. Then she guided the broad, redly-gleaming head of
Victor’s cock into her mouth.

Once more, she drew on the
stratagems she had seen Sally Carpenter use when pleasuring
Jeavons. Soon Victor was sighing contentedly under the
ministrations of her flickering tongue, nibbling lips and the warm,
wet maw of her mouth as she worked it back and forth on the hot
flesh of his cock. Even when Victor gave an occasional jerk of his
hips, almost forcing it down her throat and making her gag, it was
less nauseating than her first encounter with his cock, quite
tolerable in fact with the pulse of her own sex warmly buzzing
between her thighs. She reached a hand down to rub there but Victor
pinched one of her hard nipples.

“Not until you please me.”

Driven by her urgent desire,
Amelia redoubled her efforts, gliding her fingers up and down his
iron-hard shaft as she tongued the cock-head clasped firmly between
her lips. She heard Victor’s sudden gasp, an animal grunt and
thick, warm fluid spewed into her mouth. Gagging, she would have
drawn back but he held her head tightly.

“Mind you swallow all of it,” he
said thickly.

Nausea returned suddenly but the
tingling heat in her sheath helped overcome the churning of her
stomach. Coughing a little, Amelia tilted her head back, the tip of
the cock still within her mouth as she gave a gulp and felt the
salty slime slide down her throat. At Victor’s urging, she drew on
the cock again, sucking in the last driblets of his come,
swallowing them and managing to keep them down despite a sudden
heave of her belly. As she obediently licked the slackening penis
clean, Amelia became aware the sounds behind her had changed, and
turning her head a little, she saw Jane bent over the table and
Charles thrusting hard into her from behind. Jane’s face was turned
towards her and though there were tears on the girls cheeks, her
eyes were heavy-lidded with passion and the moans and whimpers
escaping her were certainly not of pain or despair, despite the
rigorous attention she was receiving. She was even giving little,
tentative backward thrusts of her body to meet the unrestrained
lunges of Charles’s long cock, and when he began the sudden,
convulsive thrusting that accompanied his orgasm, her groans were
almost as loud as his. When at last Charles slid his cock from
Jane, she rose shakily, the expression on her lovely face clearly
showing she was stunned by the feelings that had overtaken her. The
big nipples on her firm, full breasts were bright red and still
erect as Victor rose, reached out and tweaked one. She flinched a
little but managed to refrain from bursting into tears.

“Well done, Jane,” Victor said.
“You are learning, though it will be a while before your
performance meets the standard we require of you.” He turned from
the girl’s bewildered gaze to Amelia. “You did well too,” he told
her, “though Judith informs me you have just misbehaved most
shockingly.”

Resentment and frustration rose
up in Amelia. He was going to deny her the orgasm she so
desperately craved.

“But you did perform adequately,
so you will have your reward,” Victor said. For once, his smile
seemed to hold no malice. Even his eyes, hooded and as dark as her
own, did not hold the glint of cruelty she was used to. A strange
mingling of relief, elation and gratitude flooded Amelia as she
realised she had pleased him. Immediately, the feeling revolted
her. Self-disgust welled up in her that she could feel anything but
loathing for the perpetrator of all her woes. Then she felt nothing
but the fire of her arousal, and without her willing it her hand
strayed to her prickling sex.

“Not yet,” Victor said, grabbing
her wrist. “First you will clean Charles’s cock. Only if I find
that satisfactory will I allow you any pleasure.”

It was the notebook again,
Amelia realised. Victor was demonstrating his control over her, and
with the scent of sex heavy in the air and her whole body crying
out for release, she could only admit he had the upper hand and
obey him. She knelt without argument, quelled the urge to retch
that the sight of Charles’s greasily glistening, half-erect cock
caused her, took it on the palm of her hand and began licking it.
The mingled flavours of Charles’s spunk and Jane’s juices coating
the flaccid flesh had a distinctive, tangy sourness that Amelia
blamed her arousal for making seem almost pleasant. Once again, the
tiny inner part of her that remained rational, suffered terribly
the indignity and humiliation of the demeaning act. Once again, the
dark, devilish part of her nature that was dominant when she was
aroused ignored it, even when the two intently watching men made
comments about her skill and technique, and ways of improving them.
Charles’s penis began to harden again as Amelia ran her tongue over
it. It seemed strange that, totally at the mercy of her captors
though she was, it was she and not they who had the power to
provoke their desire.

Amelia sat back on her heels,
her task complete. The hard curve of Charles’s cock rose arrogantly
in front of her. It seemed to pulse with potency, and tremors of
excitement teased her sex in response. Anxiously, she looked up at
Victor, her guilt rising up once more at the eagerness she knew was
plain on her face. He bent suddenly and grabbed her around the
waist with both hands, laughing at her cry as he lifted her and sat
her on the edge of the table. Carelessly sweeping a space among the
dishes, Victor laid her flat on the crisp, linen tablecloth,
grasped her right leg and raised it high. Charles took Amelia’s
left leg and did the same. She felt the firm grip of the men’s
hands on her calves, holding her legs wide with the curve of her
bottom and her quivering sex exposed at the table’s edge. Her hand
slid uncontrollably down her belly.

“No.” Victor slapped it away.
“You’re not going to do this yourself, my dear, though I own
that’s a sight I intend to enjoy very soon. Now we will have
a demonstration of what Judith’s training has accomplished in her
pupil. Jane, come and show us what you have learned. Lick Amelia’s
pussy.”

“Oh no, don’t make her,” Amelia
begged. Even with her need like a fire in her belly, she could not
bear the humiliation of Charles and Victor watching her enjoy the
caresses of another woman, nor the idea of Jane sobbing miserably
as she was forced to do the caressing. Yet, Jane was not sobbing
and showed no sign of misery as her misty, hazel eyes looked into
Amelia’s. The stiff, rosy peaks on the young girl’s jutting breasts
betrayed that she was still aroused. There was even a hint of
boldness in the glances she gave Charles and Victor before she bent
her head and made Amelia catch her breath in excited
anticipation.

Jane had learned much from
Judith, Amelia discovered, as the first tentative touch of the
girl’s tongue quickly became a skilful and wildly stimulating
exploration of her most intimate place. Slender fingers teased the
hard nub of her clitoris and warm lips tugged firmly on the
sensitive petals of her inner labia while Amelia shuddered with the
rippling ecstasy of the tremors filling her sex. Jane seemed to
take it as a signal to intensify her efforts and, as the girl’s
ardour increased, Amelia’s pleasure reached intoxicating heights.
Her hands roamed over her own body, smoothing across her wildly
trembling belly, squeezing her breasts until their throbbing pain
reawakened, pinching her aching nipples to almost unendurable
erection. She writhed, head tossing and her body squirming in the
fiercely exciting grip that held her firmly under Jane’s wriggling
tongue and flickering fingers. Heart hammering, Amelia could think
of nothing but her heightening pleasure, as the quivering in her
pussy and clitoris grew faster and more intense until it became one
great, spasming wave of delight that burst over her and smashed her
flat. She bucked madly against the unyielding wood of the table,
hearing her joyous cry as lights exploded behind her eyes and jolt
after jolt of fiery pleasure overwhelmed her.

Amelia lay still, conscious only
of her twitching pussy and heaving breasts, the gradually slowing
thump of her heartbeat and the ripe scent of her sated sex hanging
heavily in the air around her. She opened her eyes, blinking at the
sight of the girl who had so thoroughly pleasured her framed
between her upraised legs, face shiny with Amelia’s spent
juices.

“Oh Jane, thank you,” she said
dreamily. There was a stunned expression on Jane’s wanly smiling
face, as though she could not quite believe what she had just done.
Amelia felt herself released, and Victor lifted her from the table
and set her on legs that were still trembling. He was laughing.

“Well done, my little bunnies,
well done. What marvels you are. What a performance. You have quite
astonished me, both of you.”

His words added to the warm glow
of satisfaction Amelia was feeling after the delicious release of
her pent-up desire. She exchanged looks with Jane and could see
that she too was pleased by Victor’s praise. Suddenly it felt like
a fist had slammed into her belly. Awful, cringing humiliation
overcame Amelia, mingling with revulsion and self-disgust. How
could she? After all the pain and shame and torment she had
suffered at his hands, how could she possibly be pleased because
Victor had praised her wanton response to his vile abuse? It was
obscene. It was perverse.

“My dear girl, you really are
delightful. No one could ever doubt this is what you were born
for,” Victor told Amelia as he sat down. Then laughing heartily, he
grabbed her by the hips and planted a kiss on the bare mound above
her sex. He let her jerk free and she staggered back, flustered and
embarrassed, with her gut still wrenching in unbelieving horror at
her reaction to his approval. Automatically, she raised her forearm
across her breasts and a hand over the place his lips had
touched.

“No, no,” Victor said, still
laughing, “no hiding yourself, my dear. The book is most strict
about that.”

Wishing she had the courage to
lash out at his grinning features, Amelia moved her hands. Victor
stood, and she took a backward step.

“No need to look so worried, my
nervous filly,” he said. “Charles and I have business to attend to.
We’re going to take another ride over this excellent estate of mine
and see how good it really is. Though I confess, I am sorely
tempted to spend the afternoon enjoying those very enticing charms
of yours.”

Amelia hated him immediately.
His estate, indeed!

“But I think I shall conserve my
strength for this evening,” Victor continued, the cruel twist of
his lips revealing he was the predator again, “since I must once
again exercise my arm for the sake of your chastisement.

“Oh, no!” Involuntarily,
Amelia’s buttocks clenched and she felt suddenly and deeply her
appalling, vulnerable nudity.

“Oh, yes!” Victor insisted. “You
may have performed very well for Charles and I, but you have
greatly displeased Judith, and your latest act of disobedience
cannot be allowed to go unpunished.”

“But please, I…”

“Enough. I am Master here.”
Victor snapped his fingers. “Now, away to the kitchen with both of
you and get Judith to set you to work.”

Amelia fled from his
presence.

In the kitchen, Judith wrinkled
her nose. “I suppose you’ll have to bathe again but that can wait.”
A familiar-looking linen bag landed on the kitchen table, giving
off a distinctly metallic clink. “Sophie, fetch some cloths.”

Sitting on the chair Judith
indicated with her pointing cane, Amelia untied the neck of the
bag, reached in and drew out a short length of dull, iron
chain.

Judith pushed a cloth under her
nose. “Polish them. I want them all shining like new.”

Bewildered by the odd task she
had been set and still thoroughly disturbed by her response to
Victor’s plaudits, Amelia put the chain and the cloth together and
began to rub, trying hard to ignore her sore buttocks and throbbing
breasts. She was acutely aware of her former companion’s stern eyes
fixed upon her as she polished the wrought iron links. The first
chain had six of them, each about twice the size of a finger ring,
though thicker and oval in shape. After rubbing for some time, she
stopped to examine her handiwork and realised her task was going to
be a long one.

All afternoon the young woman
sat polishing chain after chain, all identical except for the
number of their links. Some were as short as three in length and
others as long as forty, and there must have been twenty chains in
the bag. Most had a clip like that on a dog lead on one or both
ends. Amelia wondered briefly if there was a point to her work and
what purpose the chains might serve, but she was too shocked and
frightened by her latest response to Victor to care very much.

Shock and fright had been her
response to all the treatment she had received since Victor’s
arrival at the Hall, she thought despondently. That, and an
insatiable appetite for sex that was far from the ideal behaviour
of a well-brought-up young lady. But that had been true before the
disaster that deprived her of her freedom. She could not imagine
any of the young ladies with whom she was acquainted pleasuring
themselves with an ivory phallus as she had happily done – except
those other unfortunates who had also fallen into Victor’s
clutches. Nevertheless, she had not been prepared for the deep,
dark and frighteningly devilish desires that revealed themselves
whenever she experienced humiliation and pain at the hands of
Charles and Victor.

Sophie had hinted and Charles
had told Amelia outright that she was not unique in being excited
by such things, and she had seen the other girls react similarly;
most recently Jane, whose passion had clearly overcome her usual
tearful reluctance when she had been made to pleasure her. It was a
relief of a sort to know that perhaps she was not the only girl who
experienced that strange blending and blurring of pain and
pleasure, humiliation and arousal. It was not she alone who felt
the tingle of desire between her legs and the thrill of fearful
anticipation in her belly when the bonds tightened on her wrists.
The strong voice of command demanded she submit. Submit!

Amelia looked up hastily and met
Judith’s distrustful eye. Immediately she slowed her furious
rubbing on the chain she was holding, uncomfortably aware of the
increased warmth between her legs. She had felt pleasure,
more than she had ever known before, and there was no point in
denying it. That did not make it any less awful or take away her
shame afterwards when her lust was gone and the memory of her
shocking behaviour remained to haunt her. And the knowledge that
she had done such things with her enemies, those she hated for
destroying her happy existence and stealing Jonathan’s home, made
it all so much worse. Yet, she knew when next she stood helpless
and naked before those same enemies, the diabolical enigma that
ruled her passions would surface again and overpower her will.

So be it, she told herself,
summoning her resolve. She found pleasure in things most young
gentlewomen would undoubtedly think were abhorrent and perverse.
That, it seemed, was her nature. But she was an intelligent,
rational woman. Three months of servitude was what Victor had
decreed, but every moment need not be spent in abject subjugation.
In time, she could learn about this devil that lurked inside her
and discover a way to overcome it.

She refused to believe Jonathan
Barron was dead. She would master her diabolical lusts and when
freedom came, she would find Jonathan, wherever in the world he
might be. Then Victor would answer for his wrongdoing and she would
have her home as it had been before. But that was only if Jonathan
did not come to her rescue first. And Jonathan would come,
she told herself with a fervent, desperate hope. He must!

She heard the jangle of harness
and glanced up to see Victor and Charles passing the window as they
returned from their ride. Enviously, she thought of them exploring
the leafy lanes and grassy pastures of the estate in the warm,
summer sunshine. Only a few days ago she could have done it
herself. Now all she could do was what she was told. She remembered
the previous night, when she had been so roughly handled in her
dark cell, and wondered which of them had done it and why he had
not identified himself.

Judith’s hand appeared suddenly
from behind her, startling her as it closed over one of her aching
breasts. “Stop daydreaming,” her self-appointed mistress snapped.
“You call that a shine? You’re hopeless. Do them again.” She leaned
close and Amelia felt her warm breath on her ear. “It’s as well
you’re good for fucking, Amelia,” she said softly, “fucking
and flogging, because you’re good for nothing else.” She
kept her cheek close to Amelia’s, fingers stroking the girl’s
smooth-skinned teat, lifting its firm weight and letting it fall
back into place, then teasing the pink cone of the nipple. Too
afraid to push Judith away, Amelia felt her cheeks flush hot as she
saw the other girls had stopped preparing dinner and were
watching.

“Back to work,” her former
companion told them, then lowered her mouth to Amelia’s ear again.
“I’m going to have you, Amelia,” she whispered. “You know that,
don’t you? Just as I’ve had all the others. It’s only a matter of
time. And you simply cannot imagine how much I’m going to enjoy
it.”

The hollow feeling in Amelia’s
stomach increased and so did the hatred in her heart as Judith let
her go, laughing wickedly. Despondently, she picked up her cloth
and began polishing chains again. The afternoon stretched on and
on, with her disquiet at her feelings, half-dread, half-excitement,
steadily increasing at the thought of the punishment the evening
would bring. The more she dwelled on it, the more tangled her
emotions became. Finally, she refused to think about it any more
and only longed to get it over and return to her bed of straw in
the darkness, where no eyes could see her nudity or read the
passions on her face.

She wished it even more when,
soon after dinner, Victor and Charles appeared in the kitchen and
her belly went suddenly tight when in Victor’s hand she saw the
willow switch that had so cruelly tortured her breasts. She was
thankful when she was not immediately bent over and beaten but only
ordered with the other girls to the servant’s bathroom, where
Victor made them all kneel.

“In position.”

The girls spread their knees and
joined their hands behind their necks. Judith entered, dressed in a
Chinese patterned silken robe. Wordlessly, Victor passed her the
switch. Her lip curled malevolently.

“Amelia, into the bath now.” She
pointed with the switch. “Jane, into the other one. Stand straight,
both of you. Keep those hands at your necks.”

Swapping wary glances with Jane
as they both obeyed, Amelia saw the girl’s full breasts were rising
and falling with the same rapidity as her own. Judith came closer,
flexing the switch between her hands.

“We have a long evening ahead of
us,” she announced, which only added to the nervous fluttering in
Amelia’s stomach. “We do not want a recurrence of dirty
little Amelia’s behaviour of this morning.” Her teeth bared and
there was amusement as well as cruelty in her smile. “So we intend
to assure ourselves that you young ladies empty your
bladders before the proceedings begin.”

Amelia stared at her in stunned
disbelief.

 



Chapter 12

 


“Come on,” Judith urged, making
no attempt to suppress her wicked laughter. “Feet apart, lean back.
Victor wants to see his bunnies piss.” The switch cut the air with
a threatening hiss. “So piss you will.”

Nothing happened. It was
impossible, Amelia thought. Even if her bladder was ready to burst,
she could not do it, not with Charles and Victor looking on,
grinning and with erections straining their trousers. Not with
squirming embarrassment churning her stomach and sending a fiery
flush of heat to her cheeks. Judith flicked the switch, lightning
fast.

“Oow!” Jane’s hands dropped to
the bright red lines that suddenly marred the white skin on the
fronts of both her thighs.

“Hands up,” Judith barked,
striking again just below Jane’s rubbing fingers.

Whimpering, the girl obeyed and
immediately cried out as a third stroke stung her.

“Now, piss.”

“Mistress, I can’t. Please,
really I can’t,” Jane whined plaintively.

“You can.” Judith moved behind
her and smacked the thin willow rod across her backside. “And I can
keep hitting you until you do.”

Amelia winced at the sound of
the switch biting into Jane’s flesh and the girl’s anguished cries.
At any moment, she expected to feel the wicked implement scorching
her own bottom and the memory of the agony her breasts had suffered
forced a decision upon her. She took a breath and strained. A
gentle pattering sounded on the bathtub below her and droplets of
liquid splashed her bare feet. Judith appeared beside her, grinning
broadly, and Amelia turned her head aside as the first faltering
trickle of her urine became a gushing stream that splattered
against the far end of the bath.

“There, Jane, Amelia has had the
sense to be obedient.” Judith’s gloating voice was like salt in an
open wound to Amelia as cringing humiliation racked her. She closed
her eyes in a futile effort to blot it out, and heard the spatter
of piss splashing in the other bathtub as, taking her cue from
Amelia, Jane also managed to let go.

“Open your eyes, Amelia,” Judith
instructed. “You are swaying about like a drunkard.” She emphasised
the order with a slash of the switch across Amelia’s left buttock
that made the girl’s breath hiss through her teeth. Only then did
she realise how tightly her jaw was clenched. She stared fixedly at
the wall above Victor and Charles, desperately trying to ignore
their presence, but all too aware how they must be enjoying the
sight of her degradation as she meekly pissed to Judith’s order. At
last, the spray from between her legs faltered to a dribble and
then to nothing.

“Finished so soon?” Judith asked
above Jane’s continuing splashing. “I warn you, if I see a single
drop squeeze out of you later, you’ll be sorry.”

Sure she was blushing to the
roots of her hair, Amelia did not react to her former companions
laughter, just stood forlornly, hands clasped to the back of her
neck, with her own urine puddling around her feet. Even a glimpse
of the men’s thick erections in their tight trousers failed to
ignite the faintest spark of arousal as she ached with the depth of
her shame.

When Jane’s squirting finally
ended, Judith gave orders in rapid succession. “Out, Amelia. Kneel
on the floor. Belinda, take her place. Jane, stay where you are.
Sophie, get in with her.”

The girls scrambled to obey,
striving hard to avoid the sting of the switch. Its tip suddenly
prodded Amelia’s breast.

“Knees wider. Keep your head
up.” Judith stepped back and looked from Belinda to Sophie. “Well?
We’re waiting.”

Sophie was standing in front of
Jane in the bathtub, hands on hips and back arched, looking daggers
in Judith’s direction. Amelia thought that perhaps it was not the
first time she had been made to perform this particular act.
Belinda must be standing in the puddle Amelia had made but her
usual stoical expression betrayed nothing of how she felt about it.
As glittering arcs of piss erupted from both girls, Amelia saw
Judith’s attention was firmly fixed on her, kneeling vulnerably on
the black and white chequered tiles between the two tubs. The
malicious cast had not left her eye. She stepped towards Amelia as
soon as Belinda and Sophie had finished urinating.

“So, you would piss on me, would
you?”

Amelia looked up at her former
companion and gave an emphatic shake of her head. “No,” she said,
“Mistress, no. I never meant…”

Judith grabbed her hair, tilting
her head back further. “Shut up. I don’t care whether you meant it
or not. You slighted my dignity in front of the others.” Amelia
could not have counted how many assaults on her own dignity she had
suffered in recent days. “Listen, you slut, you’re going to keep
completely still, understand? If you make the slightest move,
Victor has assured me that whatever other punishment you receive
tonight, I will personally be giving you a dozen with the switch on
each of your fat tits. You remember how it feels, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amelia said
hastily.

“Then if there’s any sense in
that stupid head of yours, you’ll do as you’re told, won’t
you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amelia
repeated, the fear gnawing at her hollow belly increasing with
every rapid beat of her heart.

Green eyes glittering, Judith
unfastened her silk robe and pulled it apart. She was naked
beneath, the nipples on her heavy breasts hard points of deepest
red. As the sudden, awful knowledge of what she was going to do
struck, Amelia felt her eyes widen and would have turned her head
away but for Judith’s fierce grip on her hair.

“Remember what I said,” her
former companion warned and raised her leg to place a foot on the
edge of one of the baths, exposing the pink, moistly-gleaming gash
of her sex to Amelia’s horrified gaze. Judith’s hand slid through
the neatly trimmed triangle of her bush and with two fingers she
spread the fleshy swells of her outer labia. Behind her, Victor and
Charles moved closer, craning their necks for a better view. If she
was aware or even cared, she gave no sign. Her eyes were only for
Amelia. Her mouth twisted into a triumphant smile. “Poetic justice,
Amelia,” she said, huskily. “You pissed on me. Now I’m going to
piss on you.”

Amelia took a deep breath and
closed her eyes. An instant later, the hot splash of Judith’s urine
sprayed her eyelids. Despite Judith’s threats and hair pulling, the
girl could not help but try to avoid the sickening gush of piss
that squirted over her face, though she dared not rise from her
knees or raise her hands to ward off her tormentor. The penalty for
such defiance would be far worse than her present suffering. It
could hardly have lasted more than a minute, but to Amelia the
stream of urine seemed to go on and on, with every twist and bob of
the head she gave to escape it countered by Judith’s tight grip on
her hair. It stopped at last and she released the stale air from
her lungs with a gasp of relief. At the same moment, Judith let go
another spurt of piss, straight into Amelia’s open mouth. Retching
horribly, she heard her former companion laughing at the success of
her trick and had to endure a final dribbling of the sour, acrid
fluid onto her lips. It ran down her chin to drip onto her breasts
and then into the tepid pool of piss in which she knelt. Released,
she hung her head, hiding tears of shame and resentment.

“Now you will bathe,” Judith
announced. “Victor, Charles, you may wish to have brandy and cigars
in the drawing room until the bunnies are ready.”

“No, indeed,” Victor replied. “I
think the sight of our bunnies bathing will be far more
stimulating.”

So even the performance of her
ablutions had become a spectacle for her captors, Amelia bitterly
reflected as she was forced to join Belinda in the tub and the
girls took turns soaping one another’s bodies under the lustful
eyes of their masters and mistress. If only Jonathan would come,
she thought despairingly.

With hair brushed and shining
and her skin aglow from the brisk towelling Victor had dictated
each girl receive at the hands of the others, Amelia followed her
companions as Charles and Victor led them from the kitchen. A sharp
swipe from the switch reminded her who was bringing up the rear and
she quickened her pace. Her surprise at finding herself in the
library must have shown on her face.

“Victor discovered you sluts
have been dripping come all over his carpets,” Judith told her with
obvious relish, and pointed at the stone-flagged floor. “That won’t
happen here.” Her former companion pushed Amelia into the line of
girls standing in front of the desk, and like them she raised her
hands behind her neck and stood with her feet apart. It was an
action that was becoming automatic when she faced her captors.

The library was very familiar to
Amelia. She had spent many pleasurable hours there, searching among
the volumes on the bookshelves or reading her adventure novels at
one of the four long tables that, together with several chairs, two
wide day-couches and Jonathan’s desk, were the only furniture.
Forty feet long and thirty wide, the room had once been the great
hall of the house before later additions and modifications had seen
its use altered. Now, most of its walls were covered by bookshelves
that reached from floor to ceiling, though here and there were gaps
where portraits of the Barron family hung. Amelia remembered one in
particular, of a man who looked very like Jonathan, dressed in the
Cavalier fashion of the English Civil War, and there was another of
a woman quite startlingly resembling herself, reclining nude on an
eighteenth century couch. On each of the shorter walls of the room
were four tall windows and in that facing west there were wide,
double doors that opened onto a patio overlooking the formal
garden. Amelia had often sat there to read on sunny evenings such
as this one, sometimes alone, sometimes in Judith’s company.

The thought of her one-time
companion’s treachery brought the young woman sharply back to
reality. Never, even in her wildest fantasies, had she imagined she
would one day stand in this room, with all its fond memories, naked
and trembling, and at the mercy of her enemies. She felt a flash of
temper as Victor sat proprietarily at Jonathan’s desk, which stood
near the doors to the patio, and began reading the open notebook
that lay there. Amelia noticed the flowers she had put in a vase on
the desk just a few days earlier were beginning to wilt. The
minutes seemed to stretch interminably until even Belinda was
shuffling her feet with apprehension. At last, Victor carefully
marked his place and laid the book down. Amelia knew without
needing to see, that his bookmark was the agreement signed by her
own hand, condemning her to three months of bondage under his
ruthless regimen. Lord, she would never stand it! She stiffened as
Victor looked up but his stern gaze was not for her as she had
expected but for Belinda, and she understood at once the reason for
the young woman’s restlessness.

“I confess I am surprised,”
Victor told the brunette beauty. “After so many weeks of obedience,
I expected better of you.” His eyes narrowed menacingly. “And I
will have it.”

“I apologise, Master,” Belinda
said, and for the first time Amelia heard a quaver of emotion in
her voice. “It was only that I wasn’t ready. If I had had warning I
would not have moved.”

“You should always be ready,”
Victor growled and, whatever the cause of his displeasure, Amelia
knew he was being unreasonable. “I can see I have been too relaxed
in my dealings with you. I foolishly imagined your gratitude for
being free from debtors’ gaol was sufficient guarantee for your
continued good behaviour.”

Amelia’s resentment stirred. He
was using the same kind of twisted argument with Belinda that he
had used with her.

“Well, I know better now. And
thinking back over recent days, I believe there have been several
other manifestations of the kind of truculence you showed when you
first joined my bunnies. No, no denials,” Victor said in response
to Belinda’s vigorous headshake. “I have seen those little looks of
defiance you give when you think no one is watching, and so has
Judith.”

Of course, her former companion
would have had a hand in the matter, Amelia thought grimly.

“And I have noticed too that
you’ve shown a noticeable diminution of enthusiasm while serving me
of late. That, above all, is not to be tolerated. It is clear to me
that I should have beaten you when you misbehaved.”

“But you did beat me,” Belinda
said indignantly, her recollection of events clearly at odds with
Victor’s.

“Not sufficiently, it seems, or
this evening’s proceedings would not be necessary. And hand
spankings and the strap have plainly not addressed the problem
adequately. Something that will make a more permanent impression is
needed, it seems.” He laughed softly, baring his teeth.

“You caned me,” Belinda said,
failing to keep the accusation from her voice.

“And I will cane you again,”
Victor snapped.

Amelia sensed the shudder that
ran through the brunette beauty. From the corner of her eye she
could see beads of perspiration on her upper lip and knew they were
not caused by the warmth of the summer evening.

“There is one advantage in the
situation, however.” Victor looked at Amelia. “You will doubtless
think yourself familiar with this room, my dear, but it has aspects
of which I’m sure you are unaware.” His forefinger tapped the
notebook. “The need to punish my refractory bum-bunny gives me an
opportunity to demonstrate them.” He rose and walked round the
desk.

All the time Victor was
speaking, Amelia had been nervously aware that Charles and Judith
were somewhere behind her, but only after obeying his order that
all the girls about-face did she realise they had not been standing
idly. They were beside the library table that stood nearest to the
desk. All four tables were identical – a good twelve feet of solid
mahogany, their surfaces covered with dark green leather except for
a six-inch band around their edges. Amelia had long ago noticed the
hinged brass rings within circular cutouts at their corners and at
intervals along their edges, and similar rings fixed just above the
foot of each table leg. She had always thought they were mere
decoration, if she had thought about them at all. Now, with growing
astonishment, she saw they had a purpose, and one she suspected was
far more sinister than anything she could have imagined. For the
rings in the centre of the table’s long edges and at its nearest
end were raised upright and leather cuffs like the ones Charles had
used to secure her wrists lay on the tabletop. With a start, Amelia
saw beside them several of the chains she had spent all afternoon
polishing.

Belinda went without protest
when Charles summoned her. “And come closer, the rest of you, where
you can see properly,” he ordered.

Amelia obeyed with a mixture of
curiosity and unease she was sure the other girls were also
feeling, and realised that for the first time she was to see a
punishment carried out without any newly-inflicted pain of her own
to distract her. She shivered.

“Stand here.” Charles indicated
a place about ten feet from where Belinda stood with her thighs
against the table’s edge and her hands still clasped behind her
neck. Her back was to the girls, making her expression invisible
but Amelia knew only too well the anxiety that must be churning in
her stomach and making her heart beat faster. As if to confirm it,
the girl’s right leg trembled when Charles buckled a leather cuff
around her ankle. Was Belinda feeling the quickening tremors of
arousal she would have experienced at that moment, Amelia wondered?
With the girl’s left ankle similarly cuffed, Charles and Judith
began fastening her wrists in the same fashion, and Victor produced
a long, cylindrical leather cushion Amelia had last seen on one of
the library’s day couches. He laid it on the end of the table, and
at his word of command Belinda bent and laid her belly upon it,
stretching her arms towards the central brass rings on each of the
table’s long edges. Charles selected a short chain and fastened it
to Belinda’s right ankle cuff while Victor did the same to the
left. She made a low, breathy sound as the men drew her ankles wide
and clipped the chains to the rings at the feet of the table legs.
The outer lips of her pouting sex separated slightly, then came
together again as she tightened her buttocks.

Oh heavens! Amelia thought as
her pulse quickened and a warm glow began spreading low in her
belly. How could she possibly feel stimulated at the sight of
Belinda being bound into helplessness by the hands of her
tormentors? They looped chains through the brunette beauty’s
wrist-cuffs and fastened Belinda with her arms stretched taut
across the green leather of the tabletop. Then, with a knowledge
Amelia was sure could only have come from the horrid notebook,
Victor reached under the table and turned something rapidly. The
near end of the table began to lift, and two big, brass screw
threads showed in the widening gap between the top and the frame as
the surface tilted at an angle, down which Belinda faced. The
chains holding her ankles to the table legs strained as tightly as
those on her wrists, and she moaned as Victor increased the pull on
her limbs until the cushion under her belly was nearly flattened.
She was virtually immobile.

Amelia’s warm glow had reached
the lips of her sex and they began to prickle as she eyed the firm
jut of Belinda’s buttocks and the sex beneath, seeking the gleam of
moisture that would betray the girl’s arousal. There was none.
Amelia felt a twinge of disappointment. She had seen all of the
girls at the peak of sexual excitement in the most humiliating of
situations, but she had the feeling that, unlike herself, it was
despite and not because of what they were going through. Even
Sophie, who admitted to being aroused by spanking, did not react as
Amelia did to harsher punishment.

“Now you see the table used for
its true purpose, Amelia,” Victor said. “Does it surprise you?”

It did. Amelia knew her shock
must be plain on her face as she stared at Belinda, bound to an
innocent piece of furniture that had somehow become an implement of
torture. All along, it had been in her own home, right before her
eyes, and Amelia had been totally unaware. She swallowed hard.

“Now the instrument of
correction.” Victor rubbed his hands together and further
confounded Amelia by going to an alcove next to the big, ancient,
stone fireplace. Within it, affixed to the wall, was the tall
wooden case Victor and Charles had brought down from the attic. It
was the same shade of mahogany as all of the library furniture and
it fitted the alcove exactly, as if by design. Amelia thought of
all her Barron ancestors whose portraits decked the walls of the
Hall and wondered who among them could have been so detestable as
to devise the library’s heinous hidden purpose. Then Victor opened
the case, and Amelia’s stomach shrank as she glimpsed the array of
straps and whips and canes that filled it. A sharply in-drawn
breath from beside her revealed that Sophie had seen them too.

Victor selected a three-foot
cane thicker than his middle finger and tapped its bamboo length on
the tabletop in front of Belinda. She gave a half-stifled cry of
anguish, reflexively tugging at her chains, and the muscles of her
buttocks visibly tightened.

“By rights it should be a
rattan, my girl,” Victor said sternly. “If any of the others could
cook my breakfast tomorrow, it would be.” He positioned himself
behind her and his bright eyes briefly turned to the line of girls
before he raised his arm high.

Amelia caught her breath and her
belly flipped as the cane flashed downward and landed with a
sickening crack on the apex of Belinda’s taut bottom. The firm
flesh yielded under the blow, then bounced back leaving a vivid,
bright-red stripe disfiguring the girl’s flawless skin. She made no
sound beyond a strangled grunt and her tightly strained body could
barely move in reaction to the impact. Victor swung the cane again,
and Amelia wanted to turn away as it cracked down to score a second
fiery streak across Belinda’s defenceless buttocks. But that same
perturbing fascination that had kept her at the window to watch
Sally Carpenter’s birching held her fast, and try as she might, she
could not tear her eyes from Belinda’s suffering. And the whole
length of her sheath was quivering and her belly all aflutter at
the certain knowledge it would soon be her turn.

Four more vicious stripes marred
the soft skin of Belinda’s bottom before anything more than a
half-smothered yelp was wrung from her lips. With the next
ferocious crack of cane on flesh, she gave a shrill, agonised cry
of pain. Another wicked stroke made her shriek louder and another
louder still, her tormented cries increasing in pitch and volume
with every crimson streak the vicious bamboo carved into the
honey-coloured cheeks of her bottom. Even after another dozen hard
strokes, Victor showed no inclination to end her ordeal, continuing
to thrash the cane down onto her wildly bouncing buttocks with his
teeth bared in a manic grin. The whole of the lovely widow’s bottom
was a criss-cross of fierce, fiery red when Victor at last brought
her torture to an end with a blow of even greater savagery. Belinda
screamed, jerking ineffectually on her taut chains before subsiding
into deep, tortured sobs.

“Tears, Belinda?” Victor bent
low beside her face. “A rare occurrence in you. But then the
punishment was somewhat harder than you have grown used to, wasn’t
it?”

“Yes, Master.” The, rich, brown
hair covering the girl’s face muffled the words.

Victor smoothed it back to look
at her tear-stained cheeks. “But apt I think, to calm your unruly
temperament.”

“Yes, Master,” Belinda said,
sniffling.

“Then you should thank me for
doing so.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Amelia sensed something of the
stoical Belinda she had grown used to in the girl’s responses. Once
more, she looked at her bare slit but detected no sign that the
beating had been anything but painful for her.

“Then you will not, in
future, be so impertinent as to try and evade my entry.”

“Never, Master,” the lovely
brunette promised.

Victor passed the cane to Judith
who had watched the proceedings with her face flushed and her
breasts rising and falling rapidly beneath her silk robe. A sudden
frightening thought set Amelia’s knees trembling. Would Judith
again be the one to punish her? She was distracted by Victor
turning what she guessed was a hand-wheel to lower the tabletop to
the horizontal. There was a gentle clink of metal as the chains
stretching Belinda slackened slightly and she gave a soft groan of
relief. Victor took off his frock coat and removed a small bottle
from a pocket before laying the garment aside.

“Sophie.” He pointed to his
bulging trousers and Sophie hurried to kneel at his feet, deftly
unbuttoning him to wrestle the rearing erection from within and
immediately guide it into her mouth.

“Lick,” Victor ordered,
uncapping the bottle and pouring a little of its viscous contents
onto the fore and middle fingers of his right hand. He re-stoppered
the bottle and put it down beside the coat, Sophie’s lapping tongue
barely faltering on his straining shaft, despite his movements.

“Ooh! Aagh, Master!” Belinda’s
chains rattled and her thighs jerked against the table edge as
Victor ran his left hand over the raised, red ridges on her
buttocks. Amelia could guess from her frenzied wriggling how
fiercely they must be throbbing. “Please. Ooh! Ow!”

Victor ignored her cries,
deliberately rubbing his hand over each ravaged bottom cheek before
sliding his finger and thumb slowly down the crease between them
and spreading them apart to reveal her little, puckered
rosette.

“That will do, Sophie.”

The blonde returned to her place
in line, leaving the long curve of Victor’s cock glistening with
her saliva. Belinda’s out-thrust buttocks flinched as he stretched
her sensitive rear opening, and Amelia gasped in shocked
understanding as his forefinger thrust into the girl’s defenceless
anus.

“Just a little,” Victor said,
turning his oily digit within Belinda’s sphincter. “Just enough to
ease my way.”

“Oooh, Master!” She squirmed
under his probing, then bucked suddenly when his middle finger also
forced its way into her. Amelia too was squirming, though inwardly,
thinking of the terrible humiliation Belinda must feel at suffering
the unnatural penetration of her most private place with everyone
looking on. The tingling in her sex intensified, and she gulped as
Victor’s hand began moving quickly, alternately sinking his fingers
to the knuckle and then withdrawing them from Belinda’s pink little
knot. He spread them inside her, momentarily exposing the
darker-hued flesh within to Amelia’s absorbed gaze, and she saw how
the lips of the girl’s sex contracted and relaxed in time with her
flexing anus. Victor blocked her view as he positioned himself, but
with Belinda’s anguished cry echoing from the library’s high
ceiling, Amelia did not need to see to know that Victor’s single,
brutal lunge with his hips had driven his cock to the hilt into the
young widow’s tight rear passage.

At first, he took her with long
slow thrusts, but their speed and vigour soon increased. Each one
tore a cry from the hapless girl that made Amelia wince as she
imagined the pain of every slap of Victor’s belly against Belinda’s
cane-savaged buttocks. But the brunette beauty’s suffering as his
thick meat plunged deep into the tender tissues of her bowels was
beyond Amelia’s knowledge or imagination, and she was glad of
it.

Yet, very soon Belinda’s
response to Victors callous sodomising began to change. Her cries
grew less frantic and the lengthening intervals between them were
filled not only by the rattling of the chains on her writhing limbs
but also by long, breathy moans and half-stifled whimpers. And her
raw buttocks no longer shrank from contact with Victor’s belly.
Belinda was thrusting back to meet his ever-quickening lunges,
seeming oblivious to her pain. And she was oblivious, Amelia
realised with a sudden clarity that was immediately swamped by
astonishment. Belinda was enjoying it. It was not the beating that
had aroused her but Victor’s forceful penetration of her tight
anus. Whatever the cause, the result could only be that same
deliciously intoxicating blending of pain with pleasure that Amelia
was herself coming to know so well.

Victor came with a loud grunt, a
convulsive jerking of his hips and a long-drawn sigh of
satisfaction. When his frenzied thrusting ended, he kept his cock
buried inside Belinda while she continued to writhe and buck in the
throes of orgasm. And she was orgasming, Amelia had no
doubt. Victor had not so much as laid a finger on Belinda’s sex,
but as he pulled his flagging cock from her anus with an obscene
sucking sound, Amelia saw her red-brown, swollen inner lips were
shining wetly. For a moment, a droplet of her dew clung to the
engorged tip of her clitoris, and then dripped to land with a tiny,
silent splash on the flagstones beneath her. Perhaps she and
Belinda were not so very different after all, Amelia thought.

She knew she should feel nothing
but disgust at the sight of Victor’s spunk oozing from the young
widow’s redly-gaping anus, yet her sex was twitching enviously at
her body’s recollection of the wriggling delight the girl must have
felt. As Victor restored his flagging penis to his trousers and
Charles released Belinda from her bonds, it was all Amelia could do
to keep her hands at her sides and still the fidgeting fingers that
were yearning to delve between her damp thighs. Her turn was
coming.

Belinda rose slowly, very
obviously refrained from pressing her hands to the cruel welts on
her buttocks, and she painfully turned to rejoin the other girls.
Victor stopped her with a cupped hand over her breast.

“Superb!” he said, lifting her
chin until her wide, tear-brimmed eyes met his. The ball of his
thumb rubbed the point of her erect nipple. “You are superb, my
dear. Before you joined us, buggery was no more than an occasional
diversion. But with you it is an incomparable experience.”

“Thank you, Master,” Belinda
said, almost inaudibly.

Amelia’s heart went out to her
as, with her blush visibly darkening and her teeth bared in pain,
she shuffled back into line. Was she pleased by Victor’s
praises? Was her belly roiling in self-disgust at feeling
gratitude to one who had just treated her so evilly? The thought
was like a splash of cold water in Amelia’s face. Her arousal waned
as logic reasserted itself, and with a chill of fear she realised
how eagerly she had been anticipating the abuse her captors
intended for her - and she did not even know what it was.
Self-loathing rose up inside her. How low had she sunk that she was
ready to endure any cruelty for the sake of the sexual release that
would come at its end? A wild urge to run overcame her. She turned
and looked towards the doors that would lead her to the garden and
freedom. The key was in their lock. A stinging slap on one buttock
jerked her back from the edge. Breathing hard, Amelia turned back
to meet Victor’s admonishing gaze.

“I… forgive me, Master,” she
said, meekly.

“Must I remind you again of the
fate awaiting you in the Antipodes?” he demanded.

“No, Master.” Amelia’s buttocks
clenched tight.

“Come along, Sophie,” Victor
said sternly.

“No, Victor,” Sophie cried, eyes
widening in alarm. “I’ve done nothing. You can’t mean to beat
me.”

“You heard me read the book to
Amelia,” Victor replied. “I need no reason to punish you but in
this instance I have one. Judith reports you were impertinent last
night.”

“I was not,” Sophie protested,
glaring at Judith.

“You were,” Judith snapped.
“Just as you are being now with that insolent look on your face.
You seem to have forgotten your place here, my girl. It’s high time
you received a reminder.”

“No, Victor,” Sophie pleaded as
he pulled her to the table. “Please. A spanking is one thing, even
the strap, but don’t hit me with the cane.”

“Hush now.” Victor swiped the
implement across her narrow backside, making her dance on her toes
with her hands clutching her rear. “Not another word. I told you I
meant to tighten discipline. And I am not going to hit you
with anything. That is Judith’s privilege, and you shouldn’t
provoke her further.”

Sophie’s eyes darted to Judith
and her mouth opened, but she closed it without further protests.
There was moisture in her eyes and fear on her face. Charles and
Victor arranged her unresisting figure differently on the table.
Amelia suspected it was just to demonstrate that there was more
than one way of doing it. The lovely blonde was laid face down on
the green leather, with the cylindrical cushion placed low under
her abdomen and her arms and legs stretched towards the edges of
the table. The posture raised her pert little buttocks high and,
like the rest of her body, they were quivering with fear. She
seemed very small and frighteningly vulnerable, especially when the
men clipped long chains to the cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and
stretching her limbs to their limits, secured them to the brass
rings. Sophie turned her head, trying to see what was happening
behind her as Judith took the cane from Victor and gave it a couple
of practice swings. The hiss of its passage through the air was
enough to provoke a cry from the terrified girl.

Amelia was surprised. The young
blonde always seemed to accept her punishments with composure, yet
she was showing a particular antipathy for the cane, perhaps even a
dread. Then Amelia remembered Sophie had been caned bloody in the
brothel, and she felt a pang in her heart at what Sophie must be
suffering even before her beating began. She saw her flinch as
Judith’s fingertips stroked her tight bottom cheeks, and a fresh
surge of hatred for her wicked former companion had Amelia’s fists
clenching at her sides.

“Here comes the first stroke,
Sophie,” Judith warned, but Amelia knew she only meant to heighten
Sophie’s terror. The cane was a blur as it slashed down. Amelia
shuddered at the solid, meaty crack as it scored into Sophie’s
narrow buttocks and the petite blonde screamed in torment. Scant
seconds later, she cried again as a second stroke bit deep into her
tender flesh with the full force of Judith’s arm behind it. Sophie
writhed horribly in her taut chains, and her piteous cries grew
louder and more frantic with every vicious cut from the cruel
bamboo. They only seemed to goad Judith, who grinned jubilantly and
flogged Sophie until her tight, round globes bounced continuously
back and forth, and her agonised shrieks grew ever more desperate.
Amelia lowered her eyes from the girl’s angry, red-striped
buttocks, her stomach jumping in revulsion and with the fear that
she too would feel the cane from Judith’s hand.

“That will do,” Judith said
breathlessly, lowering her arm. “I don’t want her incapable.”

Sophie looked as if she might
swoon when she was released. Sobs still racked her as Charles
plucked her from the table and set her on her feet. She looked up
at him, eyes shining, cheeks wet with tears, then laid her blonde
head against his chest. He put an arm around her as she wept, but
could not resist cupping her little striped bottom with one large
hand. She cried out in pain.

“There, there, never mind,” he
soothed. “But you did deserve it, little darling. I warned you in
the cellar that we expect you all to show enthusiasm, whatever you
are called upon to perform.”

“And later this evening I intend
to see if her caning was enough to drive that lesson home,” Judith
announced. “If you approve, Victor?”

“Wholeheartedly,” Victor agreed
and Sophie sobbed again. “I confess to a damnable curiosity about
your girl-games, Judith my dear. I would welcome the opportunity to
see them some time. Merely as an observer, of course.”

“Of course,” Judith said dryly.
“Perhaps I will satisfy your curiosity some day soon.” She
turned her self-satisfied smile pointedly on Amelia and the girl’s
heart quavered. Judith could just have easily asked for her that
night and Victor was just as likely to have agreed. She had the
suspicion her former companion was deliberately delaying the
moment, both to savour it herself and to prolong the agony for
Amelia.

“I’ve a taste for having Belinda
in the conventional way,” Charles said. “It’s a while since she
shared my bed.”

“By all means, my dear fellow,”
Victor said and Amelia heard the hiss of Belinda’s escaping breath.
“But before we retire for more amusement, another of our bunnies
awaits chastisement.”

All eyes turned to Amelia.

They chained her in the same way
as Belinda, and despite her fear that Judith would again mete out
her punishment, little thrills of excitement mingled with her
apprehension as the leather straps tightened around her wrists and
ankles, and the chains were fixed in place. She was helpless in
their hands. A shiver ran through her as her hard nipples pressed
into the surface of the table and she felt its tacky leather, cool
against the skin of belly and breasts. Victor turned the hidden
hand-wheel and Amelia gave a little awed cry as her limbs were
stretched until she was sure they could stretch no more. She could
scarcely move a muscle. They could do anything to her and she would
not be able to prevent it. Her belly clenched into a hard ball. It
was frightening. It was terrifying. Her sex rippled.

“Judith, will you do the
honours?” she heard Victor ask.

“No, no, Charles must have his
turn. There will be another of Amelia’s transgressions for me to
punish before long, I don’t doubt.”

“Ow!” Amelia jerked suddenly and
craned her neck back over her shoulder as Judith’s fingernails
scraping her tender buttocks reminded her they had not yet
recovered from the strapping they had received the previous
night.

“Meanwhile, I am content to
watch Charles flog her arrogant backside as it so obviously
deserves. I will be merely an observer.” She laughed and Amelia
squirmed uselessly, horrified as her former companion’s finger
brushed lightly over the parted outer lips of her sex.

Resentful of Judith’s amusement
though she was, Amelia felt relief that the older woman had again
allowed her to escape her wicked attentions. With the relief came a
quickening of her pulse and of the tremors teasing her moist slit,
so helplessly exposed between her widely parted thighs. Her belly
still fluttered with her loathing of Judith’s touch and fear of the
unknown agony the cane would inflict. Surely the blows of the stiff
bamboo would hurt even more than the scalding leather of the
strap.

She raised her cheek from the
table, craning her neck once more, and discovered she was about to
find out.

 



Chapter 13

 


The cane came down with a
frightening swish and struck with the same loud, meaty crack on
Amelia’s bottom as it had on Sophie’s and Belinda’s. A savage
streak of fire tore across her buttocks and she cried out,
wrenching frantically at her chains. The pain was unbelievable.
Even as she struggled with the shock of the first stroke, another
followed, making her bottom cheeks blaze and bounce under the
ferocious impact.

“Oh, please, I can’t bear it.”
Her whimpering plea became a shriek as Charles lashed the cane down
hard for a third time. Fiery agony scored deep into her yielding
flesh. Amelia squirmed and thrashed, straining to twist away from
the blows, but she could barely move against the pressure of her
chains. Through the scorching pain, she felt the tightness of the
leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, the hardness of the table
against her breasts and its edge cutting into her thighs, the
cushion pressing against the glowing warmth in her belly. And that
warmth, she was suddenly, stupefyingly aware, was rapidly turning
to heat. Just as the savage pain of the cane strokes was spreading
through all the tortured flesh of her buttocks, prickling tremors
of arousal were spreading through the length of her sheath. She
screamed as Charles slashed down another fiery blow and the searing
agony of it made her clench her buttocks tight. Her sex contracted,
rippling with a raging passion.

With each wicked blow Charles
laid across Amelia’s burning bottom, her distraught cries
increased, but their pain was tinged with pleasure as the delicious
melding of the two sensations enfolded her. Every scorching stroke
of the cruel bamboo intensified the quivering thrills teasing her
pussy and took her further down the path to exquisite fulfilment.
Her head spun. It was wildly intoxicating. She shrieked and cried
at each excruciating strike of the cane, and imagined the long
streaks of blazing red it was carving into her helpless buttocks,
just as it had Belinda’s. She could feel it biting deep, scoring
searing pain across the softness of her skin and throbbing torment
into the muscles beneath. It was agony. It was wonderful.

“By heaven, her cunt is
dripping!” Charles must have pulled his next blow up short, for it
was far lighter than the others. It was also Amelia realised as
awareness began to return, his last. “Do you see, Victor, Judith?”
Charles asked. “Not a hand laid anywhere near it, yet she’s as wet
as if she’d already been fucked!”

Through her pulsing pain and
arousal, Amelia heard Victor’s footfalls and the tap of Judith’s
heels.

“I can’t say I’m surprised,” her
former companion said disdainfully. “Though I’ll own I’ve never
quite seen the like before.”

“Incredible,” Victor said. “And
I’d wager….”

Amelia felt something warm brush
her swollen petals then a finger and thumb close in a gentle pinch
on the achingly hard bud of her clitoris. She writhed. Lights
flashed in her head and a surge of breathtaking delight filled her
as her sex spasmed in frenzied orgasm.

“There,” Victor said. “I was
right. The lightest touch and she came.”

“I’d wager she’d have done it on
her own if I had continued caning her,” Charles said with evident
amazement.

“By heavens, Amelia, what a
delight you are!” Victor said. “And so full of surprises.”

Amelia heard their laughter, but
there was no room for shame in her mind while her sex rippled and
clenched uncontrollably and the sparkling delight went on and on.
Breathing hard and blinking away her tears, she rose unsteadily
when they released her, stumbling back to her place in line with
her sex still twitching, and the throbbing and scorching of her
buttocks only heightening the continuing pleasure of her release.
As she raised her hands to the back of her neck, Jane stepped
boldly forward.

Victor looked at her
suspiciously. “Jane, what’s this?”

“Master.” She took a deep
breath. “Master, I thought… That is… Am I not to be punished
too?”

Victors eyebrows rose and he
looked questioningly at Judith and Charles. “Why, no. You have
pleased us all today, Jane. I see no reason for you to be flogged.
Besides, I understood you have a strong aversion to Judith’s
punishments.”

“Yes, Master.” Jane cast a quick
look at her mistress. “I mean no, Master. I mean, I thought… you…
or… or Master Charles…” Her voice tailed away and she lowered her
blushing cheeks to avoid his eye. Amelia saw she was trembling, but
she did not shy away when Victor’s fingers ran down the firm curve
of one breast to tease her erect nipple.

“I see,” he said with a knowing
smile.

“Yes indeed,” Charles said,
stepping closer.

“Another one, Victor? Is it
possible?” Judith asked.

“It would seem so.” Victor
grinned at Jane. “No, my dear, it will not be I, or Charles.” He
laughed aloud when Jane gave a mew of dismay and her eyes darted
nervously to Judith. “It will be both of us.”

They seized her, both men
laughing at her startled cry as they bent her over the table and
fixed the cuffs in place. At Victor’s request, Judith turned the
wheel to raise the tabletop while he and Charles took position
either side of the young girl’s out-thrust bottom.

“Oh!” she said as the chains
tightened, then louder, “Ooh!” Her soft cries continued as Victor
explored her with his right hand and Charles with his left,
kneading and squeezing the firm, round cheeks of her bottom.
Grinning broadly, they shook her buttocks so they wobbled, lifted
them in their palms, then released them to bounce back into place,
and pulled them apart to expose the pink pucker of her anus and the
prominent swells of her outer labia.

“It seems the country air has
had a beneficial effect on you, Jane,” Victor said, giving a
playfully light slap to her right buttock.

Charles did the same to her
left, and then brushed a finger slowly down her pouting sex.
“You’re perfectly helpless, Jane. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” Jane gasped, but
Amelia detected none of the girl’s usual horror in her tone. She
watched the tableau unfold with mounting interest.

“We can do anything we like,
little Janey,” Charles continued, his words low and soft. “You
can’t prevent us, can you?”

“No, Master,” Jane answered
huskily.

“We could cane you really hard.
Much harder than the others. Until the blood runs down your
thighs.” Charles’s fingers danced over the soft skin of the place
he had mentioned. Then he smacked her fleshy bottom.

“Ooh! Ooh!” she cried, then
cried again when Victor added a smack of his own.

Amelia’s own pain was not enough
to distract her from watching intently as Charles again laid a
finger to the girl’s slit and it suddenly contracted at his
touch.

“We could fuck this naughty
pussy. Fuck it hard. Would you like that?” Charles smacked her once
more, hard enough to indent her flesh and make her wriggle and
yelp.

“Well, would you?” He gave her
another slap.

“Ooh, yes, Master!”

His finger slid up the crease in
her bottom and she squirmed.

“Or we could stretch your little
bum-hole and bugger you until you come like Belinda did. Would you
like that?”

“Ooh, no, Master!”

Charles and Victor exchanged
grins. “Or we could just spank you soundly.” Charles hand lifted
high and came down hard. Jane jerked under the impact.

“Aaahooow!”

She cried again when Victor’s
hand landed with equal force, leaving its imprint on her soft, pale
skin. Never ceasing their laughter, the two men began spanking Jane
fiercely, at first taking turns but soon striking simultaneously
until both of her round bottom cheeks were continually bouncing,
while she struggled as much as her bonds allowed and her cries grew
louder and louder. Something in the timbre of her ‘Oohs’ and ‘Aahs’
made Amelia wonder if it was more than just pain she was feeling
under the heavy hands of her tormentors. And she had invited
the punishment. Could it be?

Victor and Charles stopped only
when their foreheads were beaded with sweat, and Jane’s delicate
globes had turned from pink to crimson and then to fiery scarlet.
As the young girl’s wildly bouncing bottom stilled, Amelia eyed he
sex. Surely her stiff little clitoris was visible and her reddened
inner labia were glistening with juices? Charles confirmed her
suspicion by easily sliding two fingers into Jane’s sex. A thin
string of sticky fluid stretched for an instant between the shiny
lips and his fingertips as he withdrew them. Amelia was astonished.
Of all the girls, she would never have expected it to be shy and
frightened Jane who was most like herself. But the evidence was
undeniable. And if it made her feel relieved to learn she was not
quite the unique freak of nature she had feared, she still had the
sense to be repelled by the girl’s obvious pleasure when Victor
congratulated her.

“Well done, my sweet little
bunny. Well done indeed. I hope you enjoyed that as much as we
did,” he said as he freed Jane from her restraints.

She was still trembling when she
stood up. “Yes, Master. Only….”

“You didn’t come,” Victor
finished for her. “Yes, I know, my dear. But you will. I was going
to take only Amelia to my bed tonight but now you must join us. You
deserve it after such a splendid performance.”

“Thank you, Master.” Incredibly,
Jane was smiling.

Amelia felt a cold chill run
down her spine. She had expected, even hoped, to be consigned to
the peace of the pitch-black cellar for the night. That was far
preferable to spending it as a plaything for the man who had
deprived her of her freedom, dignity and happiness. Then why had
his words caused a tremor of excitement to tease her sex?

“If proceedings are at a end, I
am for my bed,” Judith announced. From somewhere she produced her
parasol handle cane and motioned with it to Sophie.

“A few minutes more, if you
please,” Victor said. “I have a little enhancement to the beauty of
our lovely bunnies of which I’m sure you will approve.”

There was a collective intake of
breath from the girls as he went to the wall case, followed by
relieved sighs as he only replaced the cane, then went to
Jonathan’s desk. From one of its deep drawers he withdrew a linen
bag Amelia knew had to have come from the tin trunk. Her
trepidation increased when he emptied its contents – a number of
large, circular objects that thudded onto the desktop. To her
surprise, the unusual dog collar she had discovered during her own
brief exploration of the trunk’s contents was among them.

Victor pointed to the floor in
front of the desk. “To your knees.”

With gasps and groans as their
painful bottoms protested, the girls adopted their usual posture of
submission before him. Amelia kept her body stiffly upright, very
conscious of her blazing buttocks and conscious too, as Victor
approached her, of how the posture pushed her breasts out
invitingly. She gave a start as, behind her, Charles gathered her
long hair in his hands, drawing it away from her neck.

“Amelia, lower your hands. Raise
your head,” Victor ordered, and as she nervously obeyed, he reached
towards her with the hinged dog collar open in his hands. Its soft,
velvet lining touched her neck and Amelia gave a muted cry of
dismay. It was not for dogs at all. It was for her! Victor’s long
fingers brushed her skin and there was a click as he closed the
collar around her throat and another as he turned the tiny key that
locked it in place. He pushed two fingers between the collar and
Amelia’s skin. She felt the thing tighten around her neck, then
loosen again as Victor drew back. Shuddering with disbelief, she
touched it with her fingertips and felt the cool, soft leather and
the hard, uncompromising metal beneath it.

“A perfect fit,” Victor
observed, slipping the key into his waistcoat pocket.

“How can you do this, Victor?”
Amelia’s voice was a hoarse whisper. “You are treating me like an
animal instead of a human being. Why must you shame me so?”

“Perhaps to help purge you of
some of that confounded arrogance,” he said, though without
harshness. “Oh yes, I know it’s still there, my dear, beneath those
lascivious longings that come over you ever more frequently. Or
perhaps to open your mind to the truth about yourself. The book
already knows that truth. Did you know that? Ah, no, for you never
read it.” He gave a soft laugh and hooked a finger in the ring at
the front of Amelia’s collar. She swayed towards him as he pulled
on it. “You know what it says about this? Like your lack of
clothing, the collar is a constant reminder of your servitude, to
impress upon you that you are always subject to the will of others
and never to your own. Since you cannot remove it, it is a
confinement upon you, a restraint put there by your master and only
to be removed at his pleasure.” He released the ring, giving Amelia
his predators smile. “And not least, it is to make you more
desirable.”

“In that it certainly succeeds,”
Charles said from behind Amelia. He had let fall her hair and was
gently stroking the nape of her neck just above the collar. She
wished he would stop.

Suddenly Victor’s fingers closed
on the tips of her breasts. Without thinking, she put her hands
over his.

“Resistance?” He tightened his
hold, jerking her to her feet by her meaty globes. “You know
resistance is to be punished.”

“No, Victor,” Amelia pleaded,
her thoughts hopelessly entangled. “Please, no more, for pity’s
sake.”

Ignoring her slip in not calling
him ‘Master’, he put his face close to hers. “Tell me, my delicious
little servant, do you feel all those things the book talks about?”
He laughed. “I know you do. It could have been written for you,
couldn’t it?” He laughed again. “But then, perhaps it was.”

Her feelings once more in total
confusion, Amelia stared at him, not liking the things he said, not
least because she did not understand them.

“Look,” he told her and let go
of her breasts. Her high nipples stood out stiffly. “After
everything you’ve gone through tonight, I only have to squeeze your
tits and you’re ready to begin again. Was there ever a girl more
suited to this kind of servitude than you?”

Amelia bit her lip and fought
her tears. She was worn out and hurting. All she wanted was to hide
in the darkness of her prison. Yet, as Victor had turned the key to
lock her collar in place, her sex had begun quivering with a fierce
excitement.

“Hold out your arms,” Victor
said.

In her preoccupation, she had
not seen him empty the contents of another bag onto the desk. Her
stomach flipped at sight of a dozen or more smaller versions of the
collar. Her arms shook as Victor tried several of the bands for
size and then locked the chosen ones on her wrists with the same
key that had locked her collar. Amelia kept her head down,
frightened that if Victor saw her face he would recognise her
renewed arousal, but after his strange words, she had the
unsettling suspicion he already knew.

The feel of the bracelets
increased the prickling between her thighs. Her upper limbs were
free. She could move each of them without hindrance and yet, just
as Victor had said, they felt confined by the metal bands she had
no power to remove. They were not heavy, but like the collar, she
was acutely aware that their weight would be a constant reminder of
their presence. Submit! They seemed to demand it, and Amelia
recoiled from the thought. Yet, her pussy was still quivering.
Victor lifted her chin, tilting her head back and to one side. She
watched his eyes examine the black band with its shiny brass rings
that encircled her neck.

“Pretty,” he said. “Pretty
indeed. Belinda, to your feet.”

The collar he fastened on the
brunette beauty was different to Amelia’s. At an inch, it was only
half as wide and it was covered entirely with black velvet. Instead
of four rings, it had only one, hanging beneath the small gunmetal
lock in front. Even from a few feet away it could easily have been
nothing but a velvet choker such as any fashionable young lady
might have worn to a social gathering. But Amelia knew that, just
as in her own symbol of Victor’s domination, beneath its soft
covering was hard, unyielding metal. She tried to watch the girls’
faces and judge their reactions as he collared each of them in turn
but it proved impossible. Turning her head a little, she was
horrified to see instead Belinda’s battered buttocks with the
thick, raised ridges the caning had caused already changing from
fierce red to livid, ugly purple. Amelia swallowed and looked away.
No wonder her own bottom scorched her so pitilessly.

Victor stepped back. “Hands up.”
Obeying, Amelia found her palms resting not on the warm skin of her
neck but the cool, leather covering of her collar. “There, does
that not greatly add to their allure?”

“Yes it does, Victor.
Most stimulating.” Judith scanned the line of girls, her gaze
lingering on Amelia. “The collar looks so natural around her neck,
as though she were born to wear it.”

“Yes indeed,” Charles agreed.
“From the book, I presume?”

Victor nodded.

“Sophie,” Judith snapped
suddenly. “If I see that petulant look on your face again this
evening, after I am finished with you, you will spend the night
tied hand and foot on the floor with a dildo up your arse. Ask Jane
if she found it pleasant.”

Sophie’s open-mouthed shock
lasted only a moment before she forced a caricature of a smile to
her face. Judith gave her goodnights with lust plain on her face,
and then ushered the blonde unceremoniously out of the room.
Amelia’s heart went out to Sophie, but she refused to think about
the vile acts that the blonde would be made to perform for her
mistress’s pleasure. Nor did she wish to imagine Belinda’s torture
as Charles led her away to lay his weight upon her and drive her
freshly-flogged bottom into his mattress as he took her with his
usual, uncompromising force. Amelia swallowed hard as Victor
summoned her and Jane. Her fate at his hands would probably be just
the same. Her sex twitched.

The hall clock was striking the
three-quarter hour as Amelia followed Jane up the stairs, close
enough to feel the heat radiating from the girl’s glowing buttocks.
She could smell her woman-scent too and see pink flashes of her
moist sex as she climbed. She was very aware that her own arousal
was simmering in just the same way as the younger girl’s, but she
almost forgot it in the flash of indignation that came as Victor
ushered them into the master bedroom. This was Jonathan’s room.
Victor had no right to be treating it as his own. Even she
had only entered it to ensure the servants always kept it in
readiness for Jonathan’s return.

Victor laid down the willow
switch he had brought with him on top of the dresser with enough
noise to direct the girls’ attention to its presence. The tacit
threat was enough to ensure they obeyed quickly when he told them
to kneel beside the bed. He had also brought a pair of the leather
cuffs with him and several of the chains Amelia had been made to
polish, which he laid on the table next to the bed.

It was not yet ten o’clock and
the long June evening was almost as bright as day. Victor left the
lamp beside the bed unlit and quickly stripped off his clothes. He
sat on the edge of the mattress, and Amelia’s belly fluttered at
her acute awareness of him, so close, so naked - she sucked in a
breath - so male. Even though Jane was beside her, it felt horribly
intimate. She almost recoiled when Victor reached out and lifted
her chin.

“Ah, such beauty. And made all
the greater by your new adornment. The book was right when it said
the collar would enhance your allure.” The faint clink the ring
made as he flicked it seemed very loud in the room’s stillness.
Amelia lowered her eyes from the intensity of his stare and saw the
expanding tip of his penis emerge from the slack skin enclosing it.
Suddenly captivated, she watched the foreskin as it seemed to creep
backwards while the purpling head broadened and the blue veins
along the swelling shaft grew darker and more prominent. It seemed
little short of miraculous that the insignificant dangling tube
could transform itself in seconds into the thick, rigid, exciting
erection that was rearing up before her.

And she had made it happen. It
was her beauty that had earned Victor’s praise. It was her breast
his fingers were stroking, her hard nipple that he was so
tantalisingly agitating. She looked into his face and saw his eyes
heavy-lidded with desire and his nostrils flaring as he drank in
the sight of her. For the first time she truly understood the power
she had over men. A great sense of satisfaction filled her,
mingling with the pleasure in her pulsating sex and the fire
searing her buttocks that was no longer merely pain.

“Touch it,” Victor urged.

Without hesitation, Amelia
reached out. His cock was warm and damp, hard and arrogant under
her hand, seeming to demand it be pleasured. She curled her fingers
around the imperious flesh and began to slowly pump it.

“And you, Jane.” Victor leaned
back on his hands and Amelia felt a twinge of jealousy as Jane
joined her in stroking the upright shaft. It twitched suddenly and
seemed to grow larger still under the additional stimulus of the
young girl’s touch. The tingling and prickling between Amelia’s
legs increased, and as their hands moved as one on Victor’s cock,
the feeling of Jane’s fingers on her own was no longer
unwelcome.

“Lick me, my little
darlings.”

The knowledge that not an hour
before, the swollen length had been buried deep in Belinda’s rectum
meant nothing as Amelia angled it towards her and pressed her
tongue to the fat, purple plum-head. Jane’s soft cheek was warm
against her own as they both began to lick and lap until the
straining shaft glistened with their saliva. It seemed to be
trembling, as Amelia’s sex was doing at the sensation of her tongue
roving over the iron-hard length. Oh my, it was Victor’s cock! And
in Jonathan’s own room too. But all she wanted was to feel it
inside her.

“Stop. Stop,” Victor said. “I
swear I won’t last another moment if you don’t.”

Amelia incautiously sat back on
her heels, but their pressure on her fearfully scorched backside
only made her juices flow faster.

“Forgive us, Master,” Jane
begged.

“No need, my sweet bunny, no
need. Your skills are improving splendidly. It’s only that I must
save myself for the fucking. You want to come, don’t you?”

“Oh yes, Master,” Jane said
eagerly.

It was a craving Amelia shared,
one that kept her eyes riveted on Victor’s wagging cock as he flung
the covers from the bed.

“Then lie down, both of
you.”

Jonathan’s bed was a great
uncanopied four poster, wide enough to accommodate the girls and
Victor with room to spare. The sheet was cool on Amelia’s bottom as
she lay on her back, but only briefly before her own weight upon
her ravaged flesh heightened its pulsing throb. It was wrong, she
told herself. She was betraying Jonathan in his own bed with the
man who had stolen his home. But the line between pain and pleasure
had long since blurred, and her pussy was quivering with
anticipation. The tremors quickened as Victor clipped a polished
chain to one of Amelia’s braceleted wrists and raised her arm over
her head. Tilting her head back on the pillow, she saw him slip the
chain through one of four dull, iron rings fixed low on the bed’s
ornate, oaken headboard. In all her time at the Hall, she had
barely noticed they were there. Victor clipped the loose end of the
chain to her other bracelet. Reflexively, she tried to lower her
arms, and felt the uncompromising restraint on her wrists. She was
completely at Victor’s mercy. Amelia moaned, her sex aquiver.

Victor fastened Jane in the same
way, using the leather cuffs he had brought from the library. She
too moaned at the feel of the confining chain, breasts heaving as
she sucked in a deep breath. Amelia eyed the girl’s young, firm
teats, still up-thrust despite her supine position. She ran her
tongue over her lips and felt an overwhelming urge to suck hard on
the conical, red nipples rising stiffly on their peaks. Jane was
rubbing her thighs together in her need, and Amelia knew from the
way the girl jerked agitatedly on her restraints that, given the
chance, her fingers would plunge deep inside her pussy. And, given
the chance, her own would do the same. She strained in frustration
at her chained wrists, and saw Jane’s slitted eyes widen and fix on
Victor’s rearing cock as he knelt on the bed between them.

“By heaven, you are beauties,”
he said. “I love you like this. Surely nature intended you for
nothing else. You belong to me. And I can do anything I like with
you.”

It was true. Amelia’s sex
rippled and her belly contracted in delicious fear and humiliation.
She lifted her eyes from Victor’s obvious arousal to his face and
his expression told her the admiration in his voice was genuine.
Once more she felt the power she possessed to incite both in any
man.

Victor reached out to his girls.
Amelia heard Jane gasp, then shivered as he explored her own warm,
perspiring skin, stroking her breasts, tweaking her hard nipples,
stroking his way down her belly to tease her clitoris then delve a
finger into her wet, quivering sex. She groaned, parting her thighs
in aching invitation, and the compelling need to reach for the
source of her passion set her chain rattling. The sound and the
bite of the bracelets on her wrists reminded her how vulnerable and
helpless she was. For several beats of her racing heart, Amelia’s
shame burned brightly, but it was nothing compared to the fire of
her arousal. Again she focused on Victor’s thick, up-rearing cock -
arrogant, overbearing and so, so exciting. Then Victor knelt
between her parted legs and she whimpered with longing as his
strong hands on her thighs pushed them wider.

Amelia barely heard Jane’s mew
of disappointment as fresh tremors of arousal spilled moisture over
her tingling labia. The heady tang of her juices mingled with
Jane’s in the room’s still air as Victor grasped the shaft of his
penis in his hand. His bright eyes roved over Amelia’s nudity and
she looked from them to the taut, shiny head of his cock as he
guided it towards the opening of her sex. Heart hammering, she held
her breath. Oh, how she wanted it to pierce her! It slid easily
inside and she cried out at the agony of Victor’s weight forcing
her ravaged buttocks into the mattress.

The velvety ridges of her sheath
clenched around his cock as it plunged deep, and suddenly it was
all pleasure. Amelia’s head was spinning with it. She writhed and
moaned as sparkling delight filled her sex at each thrust of
Victor’s long shaft. His lips closed on one of her nipples, drawing
it into his mouth and sucking hard. The ache that had filled her
breasts since their flogging intensified. It felt wonderful. As
Victor drove into her, he clasped her shoulders and jerked her down
to meet his thrusts, tugging the chain tight on her fettered
wrists. Almost at once, she climaxed with a long, juddering groan
and a fervent bucking of her hips. As the mist before her eyes
cleared, she looked up to see Jane watching her in rapt
fascination. The girl lay on her side, squirming sinuously, her
face framed by her upraised arms, wet-lipped mouth parted and her
thighs still rubbing together in her frustration.

“Ooh, yes!” Jane breathed, lying
back and spreading herself as Victor pulled free of Amelia and
positioned himself above the younger girl. Her eyes went wide at
the moment his wetly shining cock penetrated her, and she jerked
her hips upwards to meet Victor’s thrusts. With her sex still
wildly fluttering in the surging release of orgasm, Amelia watched
as she knew Jane had watched, while with many gasps and little,
yipping cries, the girl writhed on Victor’s rigid penis, striving
for her own climax. In seconds, her head went back and her mouth
opened to cry joyfully as she came, thrashing and wriggling and
jerking convulsively at her chain.

Victor quickly withdrew from the
girl, and Amelia had a momentary glimpse of his cock, bright red
and bathed in Jane’s juices, before he laid himself on top of her
and lunged once more into her still trembling sex. It was delicious
torture for her blazing bottom. Victor’s compelling thrusts swiftly
intensified the fire of Amelia’s arousal, driving her on towards
another peak. He pulled out before she reached it and it was
Amelia’s turn to mew in disappointment as Victor turned back to
Jane. The girl responded as fervently as before, writhing and
rattling her chain as his swinging hips drove his length deep into
her. With the mattress bouncing beneath her to the rhythm of the
ardent coupling, Amelia watched the expressions crossing Jane’s
face as she gave herself up wholly to her passion, and heard the
girl’s moans and whimpers, so like her own, as her climax
approached. Jane bucked suddenly, her body thrashing wildly beneath
Victor’s with the ferocity of her orgasm.

If Victor had intended taking
Amelia a third time, he had overestimated his powers. He suddenly
gave a guttural cry and his body jerked in a paroxysm of swift,
forceful thrusting as he came. Amelia closed her eyes, sex
quivering as she recalled how it felt when a twitching cock spurted
hot spunk inside her.

Panting, Victor heaved himself
off Jane’s still squirming figure and flopped onto the bed between
the two girls. His eyes turned to Amelia for a moment. “By gad,
what perfect slave girls you will make.” He laid a proprietary hand
on each of their bellies.

Amelia’s heart hammered. What
had he said? Fear forced its way up through her fierce arousal and
she tugged hard on her chain. The bracelets bit into her wrists and
she pressed her thighs tightly together, her tortured buttocks
squirming as, with terror-stricken certainty, she repeated over in
her head the words Victor had spoken. Slave girls! He had
said it. She felt the weight of his hand lying possessively on her
belly and her sex clenched tight. She came hard with a wrenching
flood of juices. Exhausted after a full day of humiliation, pain
and sex, the delirious delight of it swept away her senses.

She awoke in the pale grey of
the pre-dawn with the bed heaving beneath her and the slippery,
sloppy sounds of sex in her ears. Her shoulders were aching, her
sex felt bruised and the skin of her bottom blazed, while the flesh
beneath ached abominably. Amelia saw Jane’s face turned towards
her, eyes closed and mouth open as she breathlessly impaled herself
on Victor’s cock. The girl’s eyes opened. They were bright with
lust. Yet, as they stared deep into Amelia’s, a single tear brimmed
over each of them and trickled down Jane’s cheeks.

Her captors had needed weeks to
wear down the innocent girl and force her to succumb to her inner
demons, Amelia thought miserably. With her, it had not even taken a
single day. She turned away, a hollow feeling in her belly and
sorrow heavy in her heart. The smell of sweat and sex clinging in
her nostrils was no longer a stimulus to her arousal but only a
reminder of her shame. The heat of her passion had been quenched by
an awful realisation – not once since she had stepped through the
library’s doors had Amelia even thought of trying to suppress her
dark desires.

A new dread filled her as she
remembered what Victor had said and its effect upon her. Guilt and
self-disgust surged up like vomit in her throat. She had orgasmed
at the mere mention of a word. Slave! Unbidden, her mind conjured
feverish images of all that it signified. Unquenchable thrills of
fear and excitement coursed through her. Amelia recoiled in horror.
Could she really be nothing more than the pathetic, wanton creature
that Victor, Charles and Judith continually told her she was? Could
it be true that nature had always intended she be good for only one
thing – that which made her so ideally suited to the role they
daily imposed upon her?

Panic stirred in her breast.
Every recollection of her behaviour since the moment Victor had
torn the clothes from her body told her it was so. Then what would
be her fate? When the terms of the agreement were met and her three
months of servitude were complete, would she have the will to leave
Watchnest Hall for the frightening uncertainties of the world
beyond? Or would she be so far down the road to perdition she would
slavishly beg Victor to keep her in her wicked bondage forever? Her
panic grew until all she could hear was the wild, trip-hammer beat
of her heart, and a darkness deeper than that of night seemed to
close around her.

Jonathan, she thought, and it
was enough to pull her back from the edge. Her panic receded, but
not the black despair that had accompanied it. Jonathan – she
sought comfort in silently mouthing his name. From another room
nearby a muffled cry reached her ears, of pain or pleasure – or
both – Amelia could not tell. Her tear-filled eyes closed.

The sun was rising when she woke
to the sound of her own cry of pain. Renewed agony surged through
the cruel welts on her buttocks. Victor’s hard length was rubbing
along the crease between them, his hairy belly like sandpaper on
her scorching skin. She still lay on her side, chained helplessly,
and for one moment of utter terror Amelia thought he meant to force
his way into her rear passage and use her as he had Belinda. Then
the blunt head of his cock was nudging against her bruised labia
and her arousal ignited. Stiff and sore, Amelia was astonished when
she found the strength to part her thighs. Suddenly her sex was
pulsating with renewed excitement and hot blood surged through her
veins. The furnace heat from her quivering pussy bathed her thighs
as Victor’s fingers spread her. The pressure of his thick cock made
Amelia’s heart swell in her breast with an excitement so intense
she teetered on the edge of consciousness.

Victor gave a sudden, pitiless
thrust of his hips that drove his cock deep into her. Abruptly,
Amelia’s senses flared. Her buttocks blazed and her sheath flamed,
with wild ecstatic pulses of incredible delight roiling and
rippling along its length. Victor fucked her relentlessly from
behind, caring nothing for her pain, striving only to wring his own
pleasure from her ravaged body. Despite his callous indifference,
or because of it, Amelia writhed, giving fierce, impassioned cries
as his plunging penis sparked wrenching, ecstatic spasms in her
sex. Intoxicating spirals of pain and pleasure whirled and
coalesced in her body and mind, merging into a wonderful, wild
sensation of inexpressible joy that drove her to her peak.

She came with a great, thrashing
heave that forced the searing flesh of her backside hard against
Victor’s bucking body and tore a scream of raw, animal passion from
her gaping mouth. Her sheath clenched hard around the thick meat of
Victor’s cock. Instantly, the hot gush of his spunk sprayed the
shivering, shimmering walls of her sex. His arms closed around
Amelia, squeezing the breath from her lungs as he gave a cry as
primal as her own. Violent tremors racked her pussy while Victor
continued thrusting manically, plunging into her with savage,
bruising force until his passion finally ebbed.

Even when the flaccid penis slid
from her and Victor’s grip relaxed, Amelia revelled in the feel of
his weight upon her, and her sex continued to sparkle and her
buttocks to throb. The pleasure and pain remained intertwined in
the indescribable feeling she loved above all others.

And she did love it. For
the first time, Amelia looked into the deepest, darkest depths of
her soul and did not turn away from what she saw. She was
everything they said she was – born to obey, to serve her masters,
to endure the humiliation, the bondage and the pain it pleased them
to inflict upon her. And to exult in the pleasure, too.

Delicious fear coiled and
writhed in her belly as Amelia made her admission. It only
heightened the warm, buzzing glow of euphoria that filled her. Her
future, her home, even Jonathan Barron himself, were of no
importance. Only the real truth mattered. The collar around her
neck and the chains on her wrists proclaimed it to everyone else,
and to herself, Amelia could finally acknowledge the fact. She was
exactly what Victor had called her – his wanton, willing
slave.

 


The End of Book One
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