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Chapter 1

 


Amelia
stirred, dimly aware of splashing sounds close by. Her buttocks
were terribly sore and the stiffness that extended from her calf
muscles all the way to her cramping shoulders made her groan aloud.
She tried to lower her aching arms and winced at the painful bite
of metal on her wrists.

With sudden
wakefulness came dreadful recall. She was lying on her side in a
bed, her steel-braceleted wrists chained to its headboard. She had
spent the night as a plaything for Victor Birchwood. No longer was
she Miss Amelia Barron, respectable gentlewoman. Victor had
deprived her of her happy life and made her a chattel at Watchnest
Hall, once her beloved home and now her prison.

Amelia opened
her eyes. The source of the splashing was directly in front of her.
Not three feet away, the man who had engineered her downfall stood
naked, pissing into a chamber pot. Kneeling before him holding the
pot was Jane, the eighteen-year-old who had also had the misfortune
to fall into Victor’s evil clutches and been chained alongside
Amelia for his night-time pleasure. Her face was turned aside to
avoid the spray as a glittering stream of urine spurted from
Victor’s penis, while he stood, hands on hips and a contented smile
on his florid face.

“Amelia, awake
at last,” he said. “Well, I have allowed you both to sleep late
today. After last night you deserve it, my dears.” He chuckled and
Amelia turned her face into the pillow. The girls had variously
been his dears, darlings, and beauties during the night. And
‘bunnies’ of course, his pet name for all the girls caught in his
wicked web. His endearments, false as they were, had not spared
them his cruel punishments or wicked lust.

Worst for
Amelia was when, with heavy irony and a gloating smile, he called
them ‘young ladies’. It was the harshest reminder of everything she
had so recently lost when Victor came to claim his inheritance. Her
legal battle to keep him from taking Watchnest Hall had ended in
defeat when the courts declared Jonathan Barron dead and allowed
Victor, as next in line, to take the Barron estate for his own.
Arriving in advance of the day appointed for his takeover, Victor
had found Amelia on the point of departing and accused her of
stealing money and possessions that were rightfully his. Feeling
morally justified in what she had done, Amelia had known it was not
strictly legal and had been terrified when Victor threatened her
with arrest, imprisonment and even transportation to Australia.
Numb with fear, she had signed a written agreement drawn up by
Charles Dunkerley, Victor’s lawyer, to act in the capacity of
servant at the Hall for a period of three months.

But the
demands Amelia’s captors made on her went far beyond anything
usually required of a servant. Sexual assault, beatings, chains and
endless humiliation had been the hallmarks of Amelia’s servitude
since she put her name to the paper. And, to her utter, agonising
shame, as she had endured them all she had experienced feelings of
sexual arousal she would not have believed possible just days
ago.

Oh heavens,
five days! That was all it had been since Victor’s arrival had
shattered her peace and security, and revealed to her and everyone
else the depth of the dark lusts that so easily defeated her
earnest efforts to suppress them. Amelia had resolved to learn
about this devilish passion that not only dominated her waking
thoughts but even penetrated her dreams. She was an educated young
woman, she reasoned, rational and intelligent enough to learn to
overcome her base desires. In time, she would conquer them.

And she did
not believe Jonathan Barron was dead. She would not accept the tale
that the benefactor, who had opened his home to his distant cousin
when she thought herself all alone in the world, had drowned in a
boat accident in a South American harbour. She had never met
Jonathan. Four years ago he had suddenly gone to Chile, only days
before Amelia first came to Watchnest Hall. Yet, she was determined
to seek him out as soon as her period of bondage was completed.
Amelia had promised herself she would restore him to his home and
Victor would be ousted from the position he had ruthlessly
usurped.

But that had
been before her revelation of the previous night - when Victor had
called her ‘slave’ and she had climaxed merely from the images that
single word, so terrifying yet so exciting, had conjured in her
mind. Then, as the sun was rising, Victor had taken her with
uncompromising force. With the pain of her punishments and the
pleasure of her passion intertwining, Amelia had dared to look
inside herself and confront her deepest desires. What she had seen
had confirmed her worst fears. She loved what her captors did to
her - the pain and humiliation, the forced submission, the chaining
of her limbs that left her completely at their mercy. Part of her
wanted it to go on forever. And that part was growing stronger.

With sudden
loathing and revulsion, Amelia’s spirit rebelled. She refused to
accept her admission. She would not give in to the dark enigma of
her desire. She would find the strength to fight her unnatural
lusts. If not for herself, she owed it to Jonathan to resist Victor
and make every effort she could to recover his home. He would
expect nothing less of the one he had left to safeguard his
birthright in his absence. And Amelia still clung to a secret hope
that somehow Jonathan knew of her plight and would come to her
rescue. Oh Lord, she prayed, don’t let him be dead!

She looked up.
Victor had stopped pissing. He took the pot from Jane, replaced it
in the commode by the bed and put his hands on his hips again.

“Now you can
suck me.”

Amelia gulped
at the same moment as Jane.

“Master, I…”
the girl began, her distaste obvious. Victor’s penis no longer hung
down between his thighs but was rising to point directly at Jane’s
lips. She licked them nervously and Amelia moved restively, making
her chain rattle. On the end of Victor’s cock was a large drop of
yellow urine.

“You’ve been a
good girl lately, Janey. Don’t spoil it now.” The edge to Victor’s
words and his significant glance at a long, slim, willow switch
lying on top of the dresser were enough. Jane leaned towards the
lengthening penis and opened her mouth. Victor’s fat cock-head
pushed inside and she shivered as her lips closed around it. Was it
from fear, disgust or excitement, Amelia wondered? Perhaps all of
them. She had discovered only the night before that Jane
experienced the same frightening yet intoxicating passions which
lay at the heart of her own dilemma - the incredible mingling of
humiliation, pain and sexual pleasure that provoked feelings far
more intense than any she had ever known.

Watching
Jane’s head bobbing back and forth on Victor’s shaft, Amelia
recalled how it felt when she was made to suck her captors’ cocks.
A familiar tingling prickled her sex, moist warmth spread through
her belly and her nipples stiffened. She saw how the thick meat
filled the girl’s mouth, stretching her jaw wide and making her
cheek bulge outwards. It was horrid that Jane, an educated
gentlewoman of good family should be forced by the threat of a
cruel flogging to perform such a demeaning act. No respectable girl
would find it in the least exciting. Amelia’s sheath rippled.

She closed her
eyes but she could still hear Jane’s tongue slobbering over
Victor’s cock and the slurping of her lips when she sucked on it.
Fight it, Amelia’s rational mind demanded. But from the
moment when, minutes after arriving, Victor Birchwood and Charles
Dunkerley had laid her on the drawing room carpet of Watchnest Hall
and filled her with their hard cocks, Amelia had been in thrall to
the lustful cravings of her treacherous body. She hated being
forced to go naked, never permitted to place so much as a
concealing hand before her bare breasts or hairless sex, while
continually subjected to the humiliating scrutiny of her captors.
It roused such a conflict of emotions that she spent half her time
overwhelmed by desire and the other half by despair. And now the
pressure of the leather-covered, metal bands, placed around her
neck and wrists only the night before, added to that turmoil,
constantly reminding Amelia she was completely at the mercy of her
tormentors whims. Submit! It was a word she had never had cause to
use before the radical change in her fortunes. Now it was one that
was never far from her thoughts. And all that it betokened
terrified her. Her sex quivered.

She heard a
squeak escape the lips around Victor’s cock. Opening her eyes,
Amelia discovered it was one thing to make a resolution, however
firm, and quite another to put it into practice when confronted
with the sounds and scents, and sights of sex. A floorboard under
Victor’s foot was squeaking noisily, his panting breaths grew rapid
and Jane’s rhythmic slurping had changed to half-strangled
splutters. Victor was using her mouth as he would her sex,
thrusting his shaft in and out between her lips. Her face was red,
her breathing ragged and drool was escaping one corner of her mouth
as she gagged on the thick cock forcing its way towards the back of
her throat. Victor stiffened suddenly, buttocks tightening and his
hips jerking convulsively. Jane made gurgling noises and frantic
efforts to push him away but he gripped her head and held his cock
within her mouth until his climax subsided.

“Hm, more
practice for you, I think.” Victor reached down and unclipped the
chain from each of Amelia’s wrist bracelets. “Down beside
Jane.”

Every muscle
protested, especially those in her cramped shoulders and aching
buttocks. Amelia was sure from its fearful scorching that the skin
of her bottom must be split and raw from the caning Charles had
given her the previous night.

“Hands
up.”

Wincing,
Amelia lifted her hands to the back of her collar, hating the
little thrill of fear and excitement that ran through her as they
touched the hard, leather-covered, metal band.

“Clean her
tit.” Victor nodded at the thick gob of semen that had escaped
Jane’s mouth and was clinging to the upper curve of her right
breast. Amelia’s empty belly gave a flip. In the romantic adventure
stories she was fond of reading, the heroine was always rescued
from the villain’s evil attentions at the eleventh hour. Many of
the masturbation fantasies that she had regularly enjoyed before
Victor’s arrival had been about what might have happened to her
heroines if they had not been saved. Now, she no longer needed to
fantasise, and reality was far crueler than anything her
imagination had ever invented.

Amelia lowered
her lips to the young girl’s warm, perspiring skin, licking along
the trail of spunk until her tongue lapped on the point of the firm
teat. It was as hard as her own nipples were. Amelia drew back,
looking from the rapid rising and falling of Jane’s big breasts to
her moist, parted lips.

“Now her
face,” Victor ordered.

Jane’s mouth
and chin were smeared with a mixture of her drool and Victor’s
come, and sticky strands of it dangled from the line of her jaw,
catching the bright June sunshine streaming through the window.
Certain of the consequences if she refused and that her battered
buttocks could not bear them, Amelia licked the spunk from the
girl’s face. As she sucked the last grey gobbet from Jane’s lower
lip, the girl’s mouth pouted and brushed Amelia’s lips in a gentle
kiss. Unseen by Victor, their eyes met and Amelia knew Jane
understood exactly what she was feeling at that moment. She could
see the girl was feeling it too.

“Swallow it
down, Amelia. You’re not done yet. There’s still my cock to
clean.”

Amelia’s
stomach felt distinctly queasy as she swilled the slime to the back
of her mouth, fought the urge to gag and choked it down.
Reflexively closing her eyes as she swallowed, she opened them to
find Victor’s cock in her face, its shrinking, pink head
revoltingly greasy and a big, pearly drip of spunk clinging to its
tip. Allowing herself no time to think, Amelia positioned her open
mouth beneath the dangling tube, closed her lips around it and
wriggled her tongue over its stickiness. The slack shaft was more
difficult to cope with than when it was erect. She had to lower a
hand from her neck to hold it while she finished her task by
licking along its length.

She drew back,
careful to avoid contact between her heels and her buzzing bottom,
and feeling a twinge of pain in her shoulder as she returned her
hand to her neck. It was a relief when Victor gave a satisfied nod
but disturbing to admit the flavour of spunk seemed much less
unpleasant than when she had last been forced to taste it.

“Now you had
better piss,” Victor said, smiling without warmth. “You don’t want
to upset Judith with a repeat of yesterday’s little accident, do
you?” He did not wait for her response but picked up the chamber
pot and placed it on the floor. “Straddle it. On your knees.”

Amelia’s heart
sank further. It was another way for him to enjoy humiliating her
and at the same time remind her just how complete was his power
over her. But she had been aware of the urgency in her bladder
since the moment she had awakened. If she denied her need, she
would not be given another chance. Besides, Victor would not take
no for an answer. His word was law at Watchnest Hall. She knelt
astride the pot, suffering tortures of embarrassment as she
squirted her urine noisily into it and Victor, uncaring of his
nakedness, watched her with grinning satisfaction. It was almost as
bad when Amelia had to witness Jane’s tears running down her
fiercely blushing cheeks as she took her turn, and her face twist
in abject fear as Victor promised to punish her if she did not hold
her head straight and stick her tits out.

When the girl
was finished, Victor took the pot and carelessly emptied its
contents out of the window. Amelia’s temper flared. As if his
presence at the Hall was not sufficient desecration, he dared to
pollute its very soil with his boorish, thoughtless action. No
wonder Jonathan Barron had never permitted him to set foot in his
home. Victor, taking a clean shirt from Jonathan’s own linen press,
left her simmering with resentment while he dressed as quickly as a
man given to wearing ridiculously tight trousers could without a
valet to help him. Not troubling with his cravat and draping his
frock coat over his arm, he unlocked the bedroom door, picking up
the willow switch from the dresser before opening it.

“Come, young
ladies,” he said. “I’m in need of my breakfast and I expect you
could do with something more than just my come in your
bellies.”

As if to
confirm his crude statement, Amelia’s stomach rumbled emptily as
they reached the kitchen.

“By gad!”
Victor said as they entered.

Amelia stopped
dead in surprise. Judith Carver, until a few weeks previously her
trusted lady’s companion, was leaning back in a kitchen chair, a
long, bare leg slung over one of its arms and one hand holding her
light, muslin dress above her waist. With the other she held the
cut-down, cane, parasol handle she used to enforce her will on
Victor’s captive girls. Its curved end was hooked into the
velvet-covered collar encircling the neck of a slim, blonde-haired
girl kneeling between her legs, pulling the girl’s head into her
crotch.

Judith opened
her heavy-lidded eyes. “One moment, Victor,” she said huskily,
grinding her hips against the blonde’s face.

Amelia had
immediately realised that it was Sophie who was being forced to
serve the cruel, self-appointed Mistress of Watchnest Hall. The
petite blonde, the first of Victor’s other victims that Amelia had
encountered, had taught her the pleasures of all-female lovemaking
on only her second night in captivity. Amelia had never dreamed
that two girls could take pleasure from one another in that way
until it had happened. Now she vaguely remembered reading the word
‘lesbian’ in one of the books in the Hall’s library, without much
understanding of its meaning at the time.

Sophie had
shown a marked enthusiasm for making love to Amelia, which
unfortunately did not extend to doing the same with Judith and had
earned her a brisk caning the previous night. At the recollection,
Amelia looked at the blonde’s bottom and regretted it at once.
Thick, raised weals of deep red disfigured Sophie’s taut little
rear cheeks, and the flesh beneath was crisscrossed with purple
bruises. Amelia’s empty belly fluttered. She had received more cane
strokes than the petite girl had. How ravaged and ugly must her own
poor bottom appear? She quashed the urge to try to peer at it or
reach a hand to the buzzing flesh.

Judith’s gasps
became faster and louder and her hips began a frenzied jerking,
mashing her sex against Sophie’s mouth. Sophie wriggled, trying to
escape the suffocating pressure and, Amelia had no doubt, the surge
of bitter juices Judith spilled into her mouth as she climaxed. The
older woman’s wriggling gradually ceased and she slumped into the
chair with a sigh of contentment. A lazy smile spread across her
face. Making no attempt to lower her skirts, she withdrew the
parasol handle from Sophie’s collar. Breathing hard, the blonde
sank to all fours on the stone-tiled floor. Judith’s thick,
protruding inner labia glistened wetly, flushed with blood and the
white-tipped, pink nub of her clitoris was slowly but visibly
shrinking back under its hood.

Amelia looked
on in consternation. It was not the first time she had seen her
former employee being pleasured by a woman, but it was a
frightening reminder of the drastic reversal of their roles. She
had hated the woman she had believed was her friend ever since
Judith had revealed how she had betrayed her, spying and passing
information about the court case to Victor. Amelia feared her too,
for the vindictive cruelty Judith had shown her and for the
beatings and humiliation she had inflicted. But mostly, Amelia was
terrified of being forced to share her bed and perform for her
former employee in the way Sophie had just been made to do. Judith
had assured Amelia her turn would come and seemed to be taking
great pleasure in delaying the moment for her own satisfaction, and
to heighten Amelia’s fears. It was working.

“That was
good, Sophie,” Judith said, still panting. “If you continue in that
fashion, you and I will be better friends and there won’t be any
need to flog your naughty bottom in future.” She stood up, let her
skirts fall and bared her teeth in amusement. “Unless, of course,
it pleases me to do so. Now get up and fetch Victor’s breakfast
from the oven, and some for these sluts, too. Good morning to you,
Victor, though little remains of it.”

“G…good
morning,” Victor said, face flushed and his trousers bulging. His
eyes were fixed on the outlines of Judith’s big, erect nipples
thrusting against the thin stuff of her dress.

She laughed
softly. “Look but don’t touch, Victor dear. You know I only like
girls.” Her eyes roved over the bodies of the two young women, and
Amelia’s skin crawled.

Victor blinked
and cleared his throat. “Quite,” he said, and sat down. Sophie set
a plate on the table before him and the smell of cooked meat
displaced the musky odour of Judith’s arousal in Amelia’s wrinkling
nose, though Sophie’s face still shone with a liberal coating of
the older woman’s outpouring when she returned with two more
plates.

“I will admit
your idea to spend all summer here is an increasingly attractive
one,” Judith continued as Victor began to eat. Her eyes strayed to
Amelia. “Very attractive, indeed. And Charles said the same thing
to me earlier.”

“Excellent,”
Victor said. “I hope you will both view my next proposal
favourably, also.”

“Then you have
formulated the plan you mentioned the other night?”

“I have,” he
confirmed with his fork half way to his mouth. “I will explain
shortly.” He gave Judith what Amelia interpreted as a significant
look and then he glanced at his three captives.

“I look
forward to it,” the older woman said, taking the hint not to press
him on the matter in the girls’ presence.

Amelia was
very curious about the plan Judith had mentioned and a little wary
too. Anything Victor thought up could well involve her and her
fellow captives, most likely to their detriment.

“Come
ladies, sit and eat. I’m sure you will need your strength
later,” Judith said tauntingly.

As Jane
obeyed, Amelia turned to Victor, sure she would get nothing but
more cruelty from her former companion. “Please, Master, I….” There
was no easy way to say her backside hurt too much to sit on it.

Victor laughed
at her discomfiture. “You may kneel at table, Amelia. Judith is
right. You need your strength.”

Trying not to
read a threat into the words, Amelia applied herself to the meal.
Fried liver, bacon and onions obviously suited Victor, but it was
not what she would choose to eat for breakfast. Nevertheless,
having had nothing since the previous afternoon, she ate with a
will, reflecting that mealtimes were a good deal more haphazard
than when she had run the household with a scrupulous efficiency
that had earned the admiration of Jonathan’s loyal butler, Jeavons.
It was something, along with his exciting stories about Jonathan’s
many adventures and his tales of her distant ancestors, which she
had always valued highly. It had come as a shock when she had
discovered during her abortive attempt to escape from Victor, that
Jeavons had lied to her. She had seen him through the window of
Watchnest Lodge, stark naked with one of the local girls a mere
mile from the Hall when he had told her he would be far away in
Gloucester. It was a puzzle the demands of her captors had given
her little time to think about.

“Where is
Charles?” Victor asked. “And I don’t see Belinda.”

“Charles took
her for a walk,” Judith said, a half-smile playing around her
lips.

“A walk? By
heavens, I hope he’s being careful!”

“Don’t worry,”
Judith soothed. “Charles is a lawyer. It is part of his profession
to be discrete. And I think you will be much entertained when her
returns.”

The meal had
just ended when the sound of the back door opening announced
Charles’s return. Belinda appeared in the scullery doorway with
Charles close behind. Amelia felt a little unwanted thrill of
excitement run over her skin. How would it feel to walk completely
nude in the open air, exposed to the sun and the breeze? Charles
stopped suddenly and Belinda came to an abrupt halt, grimacing. A
second later, her mouth twisted again as Charles started forwards
and she did the same, her movements stiff and awkward. Amelia
frowned. Belinda always moved with grace and elegance.

“What’s this,
Charles? I hope no one saw you,” Victor said with a frown of his
own.

“Not a soul,
rest assured.” Charles smiled broadly. “Belinda and I took a stroll
in the garden but I stayed close to the house. I just had to try
out something I found.” He turned and Belinda turned with him, eyes
narrowing.

Amelia’s
attention was first seized by the thickness of the ridges the
previous night’s caning had raised on the brunette’s buttocks. They
were horribly red and looked atrociously painful, and underlying
them the bruises on her bottom had merged into a mass of purple,
blue, and sickly yellow. Amelia swallowed. Belinda had received
more strokes than she had, but not by many. The burning and
throbbing of her own behind could be little different to that the
brunette beauty was suffering.

Amelia noticed
the polished wooden shaft, as long as her arm, that Charles held in
his hand. Its end seemed to disappear between Belinda’s thighs, but
as a twist of Charles’s wrist made the girl turn further, Amelia
saw that it did not extend so far. Her mouth fell open. It was
jammed into Belinda’s anus. Unnerved, Amelia watched Charles tug on
the implement. It came free of the young widow’s rear with a soft
pop, and she shuddered. At the end of the stick, a long, phallic
length of darker wood was attached at right angles. It was at least
six inches around for most of its length, and then narrowed
suddenly to perhaps two at its base. Amelia’s bottom protested
painfully as her sphincter tightened at the thought of the
discomfort the thing must cause when forced between the sensitive
membranes of a rectum. Then she recalled that only the night before
the young woman had shown a particular enjoyment of similar abuse.
After her ferocious caning, which Belinda had not liked at all,
Victor had buggered her furiously to orgasm while she was chained
over one of the tables in the library. All too aware of her own
weakness, Amelia did not presume to condemn Belinda’s.

“That’s a
novel instrument, Charles,” Victor said, answering the lawyer’s
grin with his own. “Did you find it in the trunk?” After forcing
Amelia to reveal she had found the ivory dildo with which she
pleasured herself in an old, tin trunk in the attic, they had
brought it downstairs and were gradually exploring its
contents.

“I did. I
confess it took me a little while to work out its purpose.”

“You shouldn’t
have used it on Belinda,” Victor said, suppressing his amusement.
“I am still cross with her for trying to evade my entry the other
night.”

That was not
the truth of it at all, Amelia knew, but Belinda was wise enough to
make no protest. Victor motioned her closer and slid a finger
between her legs. She hissed softly as he probed her sex. He held
up his wet finger.

“I knew she’d
take pleasure in it. I meant to deny her that for the present.” He
shrugged. “Ah well, I’ll find out tonight if she has learned her
lesson.” Eyeing the implement in Charles’s hand, he motioned
Belinda away. “An anal plug on a stick,” he mused. “Is it an
effective method of control?”

“Very. The
slightest pressure in any direction gets an instant response. And a
very satisfying feeling of mastery, I might add.”

“I haven’t
come across mention of it in the book yet,” Victor said. “But I
am only half-way through. I’ve been concentrating on the
scheme I mentioned. I would like to discuss it further, if you and
Judith would be good enough to join me in the drawing room. The
young ladies have domestic chores to occupy them.” His
sardonic tone was clear, and Amelia was not alone in staring
resentfully at the backs of her captors as they left the kitchen.
The door lock clicked, and Amelia realised that for the first time
she and her fellow captives were together and free from the
scrutiny of their tormentors.

Jane burst
into tears. The three other girls immediately wrapped their arms
around her, holding her close and one another too, comforting each
other as their individual sorrows got the better of them. Amelia
wept with the others, but there was solace in the warm contact of
their bodies and the knowledge she was not alone in her misery,
even if their touch did reawaken the ache in her bruised breasts
and heighten the throb of her buttocks.

Belinda was
first to disentangle herself. She wiped a hand over her tearful,
blue eyes and Amelia looked into them, then into Sophie’s and
Jane’s. There was so much they could have said. Their faces showed
it. Yet, they all kept silent, perhaps not daring to speak of
things that would inevitably lead them to reveal the darkest
aspects of their natures to both themselves and each other.

“We had better
wash those dishes. Then you can help prepare the meals for later,”
Belinda said, as if they were not standing naked save for the
collars around their necks, with the marks of their recent beatings
fresh on their bodies.

“It’s horrid,”
Jane said. “It’s sinful. I’ve stopped trying to resist. I even
offered myself to them last night.”

Belinda
grabbed her shoulders, making her big breasts sway as she shook
her. “Look at me,” she said and Jane raised her tear-filled eyes.
“This is not your fault. It’s not your doing and you are not
to blame. Do you hear? Victor and his cronies bear the
responsibility, not us.” She laid a hand on the curve of Jane’s
left breast. “In here you know that. Whatever is done to us,
however we behave when it happens, we are not the guilty ones.
Remember that.”

“It’s true,”
Amelia said, wanting to believe it herself, but aware that they
were getting dangerously close to those feelings they had no wish
to confront.

“It’s Judith,”
Sophie said. “Victor has been much worse since she came, and
Charles too.”

“It’s that
damned notebook he keeps reading,” Belinda said, and Amelia felt a
twinge of guilt because it was she who had revealed the whereabouts
of the tin trunk in which Victor had found it. “It’s giving him
ideas he could never have thought up himself. That bitch just
encourages them.” She glanced warily at the door then looked at
Amelia. “He seems to have a special grudge against you.”

“Because I
tried to stop him claiming the Hall for his own. He had Jonathan
Barron declared dead so he could inherit it. But Jonathan is the
true owner. I believe he is still alive and will come and rescue us
all.”

“Maybe so,”
Belinda said, looking unconvinced. “But meanwhile let’s get the
chores done. I hope Victor lets us have some of your salve, Sophie.
My backside is on fire.” She picked up the plates from the table
and began directing the girls about their duties.

They were
still busy when Victor returned an hour later with Charles and
Judith, a pleased expression on his face. “Ah, all still here, I
see,” he said, eyeing Amelia who had already made one escape
attempt. She had not tried again. Both doors to the kitchen were
locked and Belinda had said she had seen Victor nail all the
windows shut on the day she arrived at the Hall. “Bath time for
bunnies,” Victor announced, “and if you are very good, you may
soothe your hurts afterwards.”

Amelia was
glad of whatever had put him in his good mood but the gratitude his
words stirred in her was unsettling. She knew very well that the
girls would have had no hurts if Victor had not punished them in
the first place.

Indoor
plumbing had not yet reached the upper floors of Watchnest Hall.
The bathrooms were off a short passage next to the kitchens. When
Amelia had been mistress of the house, she had had exclusive use of
the master bathroom, but now she found herself herded along with
the others to the servants’ facilities. Victor and Charles, both in
shirtsleeves, brought chairs from the kitchen which they placed
either side of the doorway. They sat, looking as if they were
awaiting the commencement of a theatrical performance. In a way
they were, Amelia thought, and felt a crushing humiliation that
once again the intimate act of washing herself was to be
entertainment for her captors.

Judith took
charge, directing the filling of the two bathtubs almost to the
brim until clouds of steam swirled around the room. She had
equipped herself with the long, slim willow switch instead of her
usual short cane, and waved it threateningly as she got the girls
into line. Taking the small key that unlocked their collars from
Victor, she removed the velvet-covered, metal circlets from the
necks of Jane, Belinda and Sophie. She spent longer taking the
narrow cuffs from Amelia’s wrists and as she unfastened her collar,
she made sure her forearm rubbed repeatedly on the stiff cone of
Amelia’s left nipple. The memory of her agony when Judith had
flogged her breasts with the switch ensured Amelia did not pull
away, even though her former companion’s gloating expression made
her want to curl up in embarrassment. Worse was the stimulus she
could not help feeling at the pressure of Judith’s warm skin on her
nipple and the knowledge of how much her hated, former companion
was enjoying it. The steam dampening the tight bodice of Judith’s
dress had moulded it to the big rounds of her breasts, accentuating
the outlines of her long nipples through the fine muslin. Amelia
looked up in disgust and stared into the glittering, green eyes of
the woman who had betrayed her. Judith gave a mocking chuckle and
bared her white teeth.

“Soon now,
darling.”

Amelia’s gut
tightened. Did she mean today? Tomorrow? How much longer would she
be kept in a state of constant anxiety, wondering when she would be
forced to serve Judith sexually, as all the other girls had? The
thought of it filled her with dread.

“Into the
baths with you.” Judith pointed with the switch. “Sophie, Amelia,
that one. Jane, Belinda, there.”

Jane
cautiously dipped a toe into the water and pulled it back. “Ooh,
it’s too hot!”

The willow
flicked and she gave a squeal and clasped her hand to the thin line
it scored into her right breast.

“In, I said,”
Judith snapped. “Or are there four bottoms wanting more punishment
here?”

With grimaces
and exclamations, the girls stepped into the water. It was very
hot, but after a few moments hopping from foot to foot, Amelia got
used to it and stood trying to ignore Victor and Charles watching
her as she awaited Judith’s next instruction. There were no windows
in the bathroom but the sun was slanting through the skylight in
the high roof, casting patterns on the nude girls’ bodies.

“Down in the
water,” Judith ordered, parting the steam clouds with a slash of
her switch. “Then you can give each other a good soaping and get
some of the stink off you.”

Gasping and
flinching along with the rest, Amelia lowered herself into the
water. It felt scalding on the sensitive membranes of her sex and
set her buttocks burning with fresh pain that made her groan.

“Up, and get
soaping,” Judith ordered.

If she had not
been so aware of her captors’ eyes following her every move, Amelia
would have felt relieved at rising from the fiercely hot water.
Instead, she felt the ignominy of having to obey every demeaning
order she was given, and much to her discomfiture, a curious
pleasure, even pride, that her beauty could excite the men’s
desire.

“Get on with
it.” Judith’s stinging smack with the switch across the backs of
Amelia’s thighs banished that feeling. Sophie’s hands were already
smoothing soapily across her shoulders, massaging away the aches
that had accumulated during her night in chains. Whatever the
circumstances, the little blonde’s touch was always pleasant.
Amelia lathered her hands and began to reciprocate.

For long
minutes, nothing was heard but the slick, slippery sounds of the
girls soaping one another’s bodies. Amelia could not help but enjoy
Sophie’s gentle kneading of her bruised breasts. She slid her hands
over the petite girl’s pointed teats and felt their stiff peaks
against her palms. Sophie exhaled a long breath and slithered her
hands over Amelia’s ribs to her belly. It quivered at her touch and
glowing warmth began spreading between Amelia’s thighs. She had
known from the outset she would eventually surrender to her desire,
but had hoped it would have taken longer. Her dismay was worsened
by the way Judith’s glittering eyes continuously watched her.

“Right,
fingers in pussies. And I want them smelling of nothing but soap
when you’re finished.”

 



Chapter
2

 


Judith’s
demand was impossible. The instant Sophie’s finger penetrated her,
Amelia felt her juices flow and she knew it was more than just soap
and water that made the blonde’s sex yield so easily to her own
probing digits. In the other bath, Jane was already panting and
pushing down onto Belinda’s hand while her own fingers sought the
brunette beauty’s pussy. Judith’s tinkling laughter sounded above
the quickening breathing of the four captives.

“That was most
unfair, Judith,” Victor said, grinning as he rose from his chair.
“You have set our bunnies a hopeless task, as I’m sure you know.
But they do provide a most entertaining spectacle. I see no reason
why they shouldn’t be allowed to come. And I’ve a fancy to
participate.” He rolled up his sleeves and soaped his hands.

Amelia had had
scant hope of resisting Sophie’s touch. She knew the instant Victor
began squeezing the slippery flesh of her right breast that she had
none at all of resisting them both. Amelia hated her captor, yet
his strong hand roving over her body felt luxuriously sensual and
heightened the excitement Sophie’s busy fingers were provoking in
her pussy. She thrust her own fingers deeper into the blonde’s sex
as Victor teased Sophie’s nipple with one hand while the other
explored the taut bow of Amelia’s belly. When he clasped her thigh
and slowly rubbed the slick skin, she moaned.

Gradually,
never ceasing to knead the firm muscles, Victor moved his hand from
front to back, rubbing a little higher each time until he met the
lower curve of Amelia’s buttock. A sudden stab of pain made her
belly tighten and a tickling tremor ran the length of her sheath.
Her finger slipped from between Sophie’s thighs as the sensations
overpowered her. She mewed loudly when Victor slowly ran his hand
over her ravaged buttocks, his fingertips sliding over every ridge
Charles’s vicious caning of the night before had raised on her
skin. More tremors teased her sex as Sophie worked her fingers
faster and the ball of her thumb rubbed the hard nub of Amelia’s
clitoris. She squirmed against the pressure, feeling the pain in
her buzzing bottom intertwine with her pleasure until the two
sensations were inseparable.

“Amelia is
about to come,” Victor announced, but she was too far down the path
to care if the others were watching. The sudden shock of Victor
smacking her raw buttocks was all it took to complete her journey.
With fierce pain burning her bottom and fiery pleasure in her sex,
she came hard. Sophie’s arms closed round her, supporting her as
her head spun and lights flashed behind her closed eyelids. Her sex
rippled ecstatically with the power of her orgasm.

Amelia’s
hearing was the first of her overwhelmed senses to recover. “Wasn’t
she just made for this, Victor?” she heard Judith say. “How she
kept it from me when I was living here, I can’t imagine.”

“She was
indeed,” Victor agreed. “And I too was taken in by her airs and her
top-lofty manner. But once I’d bared her tits and cunt, her true
nature soon became apparent.”

Amelia cringed
inwardly at their crude laughter. Seconds later she heard Jane’s
moans rise in volume as she too surrendered to her passion. Opening
her eyes, Amelia saw the young girl grinding her sex onto Belinda’s
rapidly moving hand, mouth wide and eyes screwed tight shut.

“I’ve a notion
Jane is another who has found her true calling,” Victor said,
watching her big breasts bouncing. “I hope we can find more like
them. It would help ensure our new venture’s success.”

Despite the
last distracting tremors teasing her sex, Amelia sensed his words
were significant, even if she could not grasp their full meaning.
She looked at Victor but he had not turned to her to explain.

“You’re a
naughty bunny, Amelia,” he said, tutting with what she hoped was
mock annoyance. “Here, Sophie, let me stroke that little slit,
since Amelia has neglected the task. Lean back against her and
spread yourself.”

Sophie bent
her knees and arched her back while Amelia held her with the girl’s
shoulder blades flattening her breasts, and the heady scent of
arousal filling her nostrils.

“Play with her
tits, Amelia,” Victor ordered as his left hand joined his right on
Sophie’s sex and the blonde’s wriggling increased - rubbing her
little bud, Amelia guessed, while his fingers also worked deep
inside her. For once, Victor’s instruction did not fill her with
her usual disgust or resentment. It was no hardship to squeeze and
rub Sophie’s sweet, little breasts, and from the girl’s reaction,
it undoubtedly heightened her pleasure. Amelia discovered that from
the petite girl’s fervent squirming and the volume of her whimpers,
she could predict almost to the second when she had reached her
peak. Just as Sophie had done for her, Amelia supported her as the
lovely blonde bucked and shivered her way through a long, juddering
climax. As Sophie recovered, Amelia rubbed her cheek on the girl’s
damp, blonde curls.

“That’s
enough,” Judith said. “You’re here for our pleasure, not your own.”
From sheer vindictiveness, Amelia was certain, Judith slashed the
willow switch across the blonde’s sorely-caned bottom. She howled,
tears springing to her eyes and water splashing from the tub as she
jumped from foot to foot and clutched her buttocks. “Down in the
water,” Judith snapped, “and rinse yourselves thoroughly,
especially those cunts.”

“Amelia is not
the only one who has been remiss,” Charles said. “Little Janey’s
wantonness also got the better of her and left poor Belinda
unsatisfied.” He turned the brunette beauty as he spoke, revealing
the two, soapy fingers with which he held her outer labia apart to
expose the bright-pink interior of her pussy. Belinda’s cheeks were
flushed, with embarrassment perhaps, though her half-open lips and
rapid breathing showed that that was not the only cause. Grinning
broadly, Charles slid his fingers into her sex. She gave a sharp
intake of breath, then a sudden, half-strangled cry of shock and
pain as Charles pressed hard on the raw, ridged weals and dark
bruises on her buttocks.

Belinda did
everything but leap from the bathtub in her efforts to avoid his
touch, but the fingers jammed in her pussy made all her twisting
ineffectual. Only when he moved his hand from her battered bottom
did she regain some control, nostrils flaring and breasts heaving
as his fingers began moving again between her thighs. He laughed
with pleasure, and Judith and Victor joined in.

“It’s not just
this bitch’s cunt that needs cleaning.” Judith smiled wickedly.
“Did you soap your arsehole, girl? I know for a fact Victor filled
it recently and I’m sure you used it last night, Charles.”

“Of course,”
he replied, unabashed, wriggling his thumb beneath the hood of
Belinda’s clitoris. “Who could resist a rectum like the beautiful
Belinda’s?”

“Quite.”
Judith’s malevolent smile bared her pointed eye teeth. “Well, have
you washed it, you shameless slut?” She lifted the young widow’s
breast with the tip of the switch and Belinda shook her head. “I
thought not.” Judith let the girl’s full teat fall back into place.
“Right, get bent over. If you can’t do it properly, I know
who can.”

Of course
Belinda had not tried, Amelia thought. Any attempt would have
brought her arm into contact with her cane-ravaged backside.
Crouched in the bath with the water lapping her breasts, she
swapped glances with Sophie as Charles and Judith continued to
humiliate their lovely brunette victim. They made her bend forward
with her breasts hanging heavily beneath her, her bottom facing
Victor and her head against Jane’s hip.

“Keep tight
hold of her tits,” Judith instructed the younger girl. “If you let
go, you know what to expect.” The willow rod swished and Jane
yelped as it smacked her buttocks in a foretaste of what Judith
threatened. Sobbing, she reached under Belinda and closed her hands
tightly on the young widow’s dangling breasts. Judith soaped her
hands vigorously, concentrating on the two longest fingers of the
right one.

Charles
speeded up his rubbing of Belinda’s clitoris. She trembled slightly
and the soapy suds coating the red welts on her bottom slid slowly
down its out-thrust cheeks. Between them, above the reddened gash
of her pussy, the pinkish-brown pucker of her rear entrance flexed.
Judith’s arm shot out and plunged her slick fingers into the girl’s
anus.

“Ooh!”
Belinda’s body jerked violently and she wrapped her arms around
Jane’s waist, her breasts stretching in the girl’s grip as she
squirmed on the impaling digits.

“Let’s see how
quickly we can finish her,” Judith said and Charles ginned evilly.
She forced her fingers to the knuckle and twisted them inside
Belinda’s rear passage.

“Ooh,
Mistress! Ooh, Mistress!” Belinda repeated the words over and over
as the older woman violated her helpless rear. Her body wriggled
continuously under the assault, but everyone watching could see it
become less and less to escape the penetrating fingers and more and
more to meet them. Soon, Belinda’s hips were moving rhythmically in
the time-honoured fashion, pushing back against Judith’s rapid
thrusts into her anus and Charles invading hand in her sex.

“Oh-ho,
splendid! Quite splendid.” Victor laughed, the thick outline of his
cock straining his trousers.

“Yes,
Mistress. Oh, yes!” Belinda crooned raggedly, then louder, “Oh,
yes, yes!” She bucked wildly, slopping water from the brim-full
tub, almost pulling Jane off her feet as she writhed in orgasm
while Charles and Judith kept on teasing her until her frenzy
gradually subsided.

“Very good,
Belinda,” Judith mocked. “I think you enjoyed that, didn’t you?”
She gave a sudden twist of her fingers in the brunette beauty’s
anus.

“Ow! Yes,
Mistress.”

“Perhaps you’d
like to do it again?” Charles suggested, swapping wicked grins with
Judith.

“Oh no,
Master, please.”

“Just as
well,” Judith snapped. “You’ve had all the satisfaction you’re
getting today.” Her fingers made sucking sounds as she pulled them
free and slapped the thick weals on Belinda’s bottom. The girl shot
upright, hissing in pain.

Amelia’s heart
went out to her as she saw the fierce blush on Belinda’s cheeks and
the depth of humiliation and misery in her expression. Tears
brimmed Belinda’s eyes and Amelia’s own prickled in response. She
knew the shame that came after lust was spent, and the
self-loathing at having allowed her dark desires to overpower her.
She knew exactly how the brunette beauty felt. And she could
imagine how much worse it must be to know it was Judith who had
provoked her passions. Sudden fear cramped her belly.

“Really,
you’re just as pathetic as these other sluts,” Amelia’s former
companion told Belinda, laughing. “One finger up your arse and
you’ll do anything so long as you can come, won’t you?” The willow
rod was back in her hand and she tapped the girl’s flank with it.
“Won’t you?”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Belinda sobbed softly.

“Wash that
soap off and get dried,” Judith told the girls. “You have duties
waiting.”

Victor and
Charles returned to their seats to enjoy the spectacle of the girls
towelling themselves, laughing at how cautiously they patted their
flogged bottoms. Jane had only been spanked the previous night and
was first to finish. Victor had her kneel before him and locked her
velvet-covered collar around her neck, doing the same to every girl
as each finished drying.

“By gad, I
love this, Charles,” he said while he fastened Amelia’s collar in
place and locked her metal bracelets on her wrists. Their touch on
her skin once more reinforced her knowledge of her complete
vulnerability. “You may take Sophie and Belinda to the kitchen,
Judith,” Victor said. “Let them soothe their backsides with some of
Sophie’s ointment before you set them to work. Amelia and Jane will
be along presently.”

Amelia watched
him warily. She had been very conscious of the erection bulging in
his tight trousers when she knelt to be collared. As Judith left,
he exposed it. Charles took out his thick penis and stretched out
his legs.

“Now, Jane or
Amelia?” Victor pondered.

“Toss you for
it,” Charles said, laughing.

Victor laughed
too. “Not while we have these beauties to do it for us. You choose,
Charles. I’ll never be able to make up my mind.”

Charles
lusting eyes went from Amelia to Jane and back again. “Amelia,
then.”

A nervous
quiver filled her belly. Victor snapped his fingers and pointed
between his splayed legs. “Kneel, Jane.”

At the same
time, Charles gave Amelia a short nod. She stretched her jaw to
accept his taut, purple-headed cock into her mouth, kneeling like a
supplicant at his feet. From the corner of her eye she saw Jane’s
head bobbing and heard the wet noises her mouth was making on
Victor’s penis. Then she turned her attention to licking and
sucking the hot, rigid shaft between her lips.

“Do your best,
my dears,” Victor said, somewhat breathlessly. “If you please us we
may be persuaded to forget about your failure to obey orders and…”
He gave a sudden grunt as Jane gripped his cock more firmly and
flogged its head with her tongue. “…Spare you further
punishment.”

With his words
and the throb in her breasts and buttocks spurring her on, Amelia
increased her efforts.

“Look at me,”
Charles ordered. She did it fearfully, knowing his hypnotic eyes
would trap her own. Cringing inwardly, she continued to suck until
his lips twisted suddenly and he gave an ecstatic groan. Hot spunk
spurted to the back of her throat, and Amelia fought the need to
cough and kept moving her mouth on Charles’s thick meat until a
satisfied smile creased his face. “Don’t swallow yet,” he told her
as he pulled his cock free.

A long sigh
and a sudden up-thrust of Victor’s hips told Amelia he was also
coming and she listened to Jane’s slobbering and slurping as she
waited, still trapped by Charles’s compelling eyes.

“Look,
Victor,” he said and nodded to Amelia. “Head back. Open your
mouth.”

In a torture
of embarrassment, she obeyed, revealing the cloying, glutinous
slime pooled in her throat to Victor’s curious eye.

“Well, there’s
a sight,” he said with wicked amusement. “Jane, watch this.”

“Get it down,”
Charles ordered.

Cheeks burning
and with tears in her eyes, Amelia swallowed and felt the thick
come slide down her gullet. It was very unsettling to discover her
stomach rebelled far less than previously, and the spunk seemed
quite palatable. And, to her horror, it seemed almost natural to go
on to clean Charles’s cock with her tongue.

“They are
certainly improving,” Victor said, buttoning his trousers.

“Yes, but they
did forget to raise their hands as they should have when they were
finished,”

Amelia looked
at Jane in alarm and both girls quickly clasped their hands behind
their necks.

Victor
chuckled. “A little late, my dears. I will have to punish you after
all. Stand up.”

Amelia got to
her feet, stomach twisting nervously. Beside her, Jane was
trembling. Victor gave each of them a light tap on the mounds of
their sexes.

“There,
consider yourselves chastised,” he said.

With relief
flooding her, Amelia was mortified when she again felt a surge of
gratitude towards her tormentor. How was it possible? Only moments
earlier she had hated him. The night before, she had been terrified
of him when he ordained she be caned, then only a little later had
longed to feel his cock inside her. Her thoughts and feelings
remained a hopeless tangle as she returned to the kitchen with two
words spinning around in her mind – slave girl.

Sophie was
bent over the kitchen table, her jar of salve beside her and her
eyes closed as she sighed and gasped in time with the motion of
Belinda’s palm rubbing ointment over her bottom. The gloss on the
young widow’s buttocks showed she had already had her turn, and
Amelia could see only two thin, bloody lines on her bottom where
the cane had split her skin. It raised the hope that her own
throbbing backside had fared no worse. Suddenly, she was desperate
to feel the soothing effect of the salve.

Judith was
watching Belinda’s breasts swaying as the young widow massaged the
ointment into Sophie’s petite behind. Her folded arms accentuated
the fullness of her own breasts, and Amelia guessed her former
companion did not notice the way Victor eyed them or the quick look
he exchanged with Charles. Judith’s short, knotted cane was back in
her hand, and she used it to direct Jane to the table beside Sophie
and told Amelia to see to her hurts. Her complacent smile said she
knew perfectly well that Jane’s spanked bottom hurt far less than
Amelia’s caned one.

With a
resentment she found hard to conceal, Amelia dabbed a hand in the
jar and began massaging the girl’s rear. The rhythmic movements and
the feel of Jane’s flesh, soft and firm at the same time, began to
have their effect. A warm, sensuous feeling overtook Amelia, and
she was aware of the girl sighing and making little sinuous
movements under her hand. Jane was becoming aroused. And was there
not also a warmth spreading through Amelia’s belly and a tickle at
the lips of her sex? She swallowed hard and was glad of the
distraction when Victor and Charles left, their lust clearly spent
for the time being.

“We had better
check the railway timetable,” Victor remarked as the door closed
behind them, provoking Amelia’s immediate interest. Was he planning
a journey? But only that morning, Judith had said they intended to
stay at Watchnest all summer. Unless their secretive discussion had
changed something. Nervous flutters filled Amelia’s belly. She felt
a bee-sting smack on the back of her thigh.

“I said,
that’s enough. Lord, are you daydreaming again, Amelia?” Judith
demanded, and leaned close to whisper. “You had better not be so
tardy when you’re in my bed, darling.” She raised her voice again.
“You young ladies should not imagine that a little soreness and a
few bruises will spare your bottoms more punishment. And if you do
think of misbehaving, remember what I told Amelia when I switched
her tits. I can find plenty of places that will hurt just as much
as those delectable derrieres are doing right now. Jane, do you
remember when I had to spank your naughty pussy?”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Jane said, blushing.

“Then get some
of that salve on Amelia’s backside and tell the ladies how it
felt.”

“It… it hurt,
Mistress,” Jane said as Amelia leaned her hands on the table. “It
hurt a lot.”

“But it made
you obedient, didn’t it?”

“Y…yes,
Mistress.”

Amelia winced
as the girl touched her smarting buttocks and began smoothing the
ointment over her skin.

“And you may
be sure it will have the same effect on the rest of you if I decide
it’s necessary,” Judith warned.

For several
minutes, Jane’s touch was torment on Amelia’s awfully buzzing
bottom, but then she started to feel the soothing effect of the
salve. The fiery stinging of her skin subsided and the deeper ache
within her buttocks became almost tolerable. For once, Amelia
thought, her gratitude was not misplaced as she gave thanks for
Sophie’s salve.

“Speaking of
your tits, Amelia,” Judith said into the silence that had followed
her threat, “perhaps they might benefit from an application of
ointment, too. Stand up and face me.” She waved Jane aside with her
cane.

Amelia sensed
her fellow captives watching apprehensively as her former companion
dipped her fingers into the salve. She kept her eyes lowered. The
narrow, criss-crossing, two day old, bruises on her breasts had
changed colour from dark blue to mauve and yellow, but they still
hurt. She much preferred the pain to what she knew was coming. The
touch of her traitorous former companion had revolted Amelia from
the first. Her skin crawled as Judith smeared some salve onto the
upper curve of her left breast then began rubbing the remainder
into the right. Amelia closed her eyes, felt a stab of pain in her
nipple and opened them again.

“No, look at
me, sweetheart.”

A shiver ran
up Amelia’s spine. Judith softly breathing endearments was even
more frightening than Judith mocking her or barking orders. They
were standing almost toe to toe and she had to tilt her head back
to look reluctantly up into the taller woman’s face. She saw the
intensity in her green eyes, swallowed hard and fought to hide her
repugnance as Judith’s splayed fingers closed on her jutting teat.
Her former companion’s gaze had the same mesmerising quality that
Charles’s did, drawing her in like a moth to a candle and with the
same promise of doom at the climactic moment. Amelia could not tear
her eyes away.

Cringing
inwardly, she felt Judith’s long fingers alternately squeezing and
releasing her breast. It began to throb dully and give sharper
twinges of pain where the fingertips pressed more deeply into its
firmness. Horribly conscious of the others watching, Amelia dared
do nothing but stand still and suffer. She was aware of the smile
turning up the corners of the woman’s mouth, and that wherever her
fingers roamed on Amelia’s breast, they always returned to its
peak. And despite all her efforts to stop it, her nipple was
swelling to erection. Judith focused on the elongating point,
teasing it as it filled and hardened.

“Ugh!” Amelia
could not stop the sound escaping her or the little shiver that ran
through her as her former companion’s palm rubbed in small circles
on her nipple. Judith’s smile grew wider. Apparently satisfied, she
moved to Amelia’s left breast. Certain Judith would feel the
quickening of her heartbeat, Amelia felt a strange, languorous
warmth come upon her and a vaguely pleasant, torpid feeling centred
at the back of her head. Still in the hypnotic grip of Judith’s
eyes, she found her distaste slipping away as the woman’s
manipulation of her left breast followed the same path as that of
the right, with the same result.

Judith’s soft
laugh seemed distant. “I think we can see that your breasts enjoyed
that,” she said, looking down.

Amelia blinked
her way out of her stupor and looked in consternation at her erect
nipples. The warmth that had been spreading through her during the
hypnotic massage had reached her sex and become a moist, glowing
tingle. She squirmed inwardly with embarrassment as Judith laughed
again.

“I wonder if
somewhere else enjoyed it too.” She laid her forefinger between
Amelia’s breasts and slowly slid it downwards. Transfixed with
horror, Amelia felt the fingernail gently scrape down the skin of
her wildly fluttering belly and the swell of her mound, and come to
rest on her vulva.

“Hm, no sign
of a hard little clitty,” Judith said, playfully cruel. She spoke
more softly, leaning close. “Don’t I excite you, darling? You
know you excite me.”

Amelia refused
to be goaded. After Judith’s dire threat, she could not afford to
show defiance or her disgust as Judith’s finger pushed between the
lips of her sex.

“What’s this?
I do believe your pussy is wet,” Judith said loudly, holding up her
shiny forefinger. Amelia winced self-consciously, then again in
total discomfiture when Judith put out her tongue and licked the
upraised digit. “Mmm, sweet!” she grinned. “But I knew you would
be. Do you think I taste as nice? Belinda, does my pussy taste
sweet, too?”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Belinda said at once and Sophie and Jane gave the same
prompt reply when they were asked.

“You see?
We’re all sweet-tasting girls here, Amelia. You’ll discover that
yourself before much longer. But, for now you can go and clean up
the bathroom. It’s only right after the mess you made of it
yesterday.”

Resentfully
remembering that the ‘mess’ was entirely of Judith’s creation,
Amelia took her bucket and mop to the bathroom and began cleaning
the floor. Her erstwhile companion did not follow, and, for a few
minutes, Amelia could be alone with her thoughts. She knew Judith
would not be content for much longer with merely tormenting her.
Soon she would have to endure the act itself. She shuddered at the
thought, trying to console herself that at least her breasts felt
better for the treatment Judith had given them. But she worried
that even the hated hand of her deceitful former companion could
provoke a response from her. It was bad enough that the sight of
the hard cocks of Victor and Charles now had the same effect on her
as her ivory dildo.

The memory of
Judith’s piss flowing over her face while she crouched helplessly
on the floor banished the thought of sex for a while, but Amelia
knew it would soon return. She hated being naked. It did everything
to her that Victor had read aloud from the notebook. The feel of
the air on her bare skin, the freedom of her breasts to sway with
every movement she made, the constant exposure of her hairless sex
- all increased her sense of vulnerability and availability. She
would have given anything to be clothed again. But she had nothing
to give. Her captors could simply take whatever they wanted.

“Do your
breasts feel better?”

Amelia
stiffened at the sound of Judith’s voice, wondering how long she
had been behind her. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. I did
so enjoy watching them bounce when I flogged them. But you see I
don’t always have to hurt you, don’t you? I can be kind too.”

Kind! Amelia
fought the fury rising inside her and turned to face Judith. Her
mouth fell open. Her former companion had her skirts lifted and was
slowly rubbing her clitoris.

Judith
giggled. “Don’t look so worried, Amelia. When I take you for the
first time, it will be in my bed and we will have all night to
enjoy each other. It will be something very, very special.” She let
her skirts fall and backed Amelia against the wall. Smiling, Judith
placed one hand beside Amelia’s head and stroked her cheek with the
other. The girl’s nostrils quivered as they filled with the scent
of the musk clinging to Judith’s fingers. Suddenly the fingers were
pressing on her lips. Belly jumping, Amelia stared into the older
woman’s eyes.

Judith gave a
little moue, eyes dancing. “Oh, don’t you want to taste me,
darling? I really want to taste you. I won’t be able to
resist it much longer. And I’m sure you like the flavour of
girl-juice far more than that nasty spunk the men keep pumping into
your mouth.” She stepped back, her laughter tinkling merrily. “No,
I haven’t come to have my wicked way, darling. I just wanted
to admire your beauty before I show you how to enhance it. I’m not
convinced it needs anything but that collar around your lovely
neck, but Victor has decreed it.” She pulled a face. “So we all
must obey. Come along.”

For the rest
of the afternoon, Amelia learned to apply cosmetics. The speed and
skill with which her fellow-captives applied the paints and powders
told her they had done it often before, and showed her that used
skilfully and in moderation they could complement a girl’s natural
beauty.

“My turn,”
Judith said, sitting in front of the mirror on the kitchen table.
Amelia saw her former companion was as adept as the girls were, and
had to reluctantly admit she was also as beautiful when Judith
turned her finished face towards her. But for her thin muslin
dress, she could have been one of them. “Now you, Amelia. You had
better sit, since this may take longer. Now don’t be a baby,”
Judith added as Amelia hesitated. “It won’t hurt half as much as
another tit flogging.”

Amelia
gingerly sank her ridged buttocks onto the seat, reawakening their
throbbing, but the salve was doing its work and made the pain
bearable, if only just. She was distracted from it when Judith went
behind her, laying her hands on her shoulders and leaning towards
their reflections in the mirror until their cheeks touched.

“Hmm. Sophie,
you’re really good at this. Let us hear your opinion.”

Sophie smiled
at Amelia as she crouched beside her and studied her face. “We
should thin her eyebrows so they arch more. Blue above her eyes and
a slightly darker shade for the lids. A light brush of rouge on her
cheekbones and not too much red for her lips. They are quite dark
as it is. And just a dash of powder for chin and forehead.”

“Just so,”
Judith agreed. “Amelia, pay attention. Sophie will do it this first
time, but you will have to learn it yourself soon.”

When Sophie
began applying cosmetics, Amelia found it rather unsettling to have
the young blonde’s conical, little breasts and the lips she had
kissed more than once, so close. It was more unsettling to see her
face transformed before her eyes. She had always thought herself
pretty, wondering if that was just her own vanity, but as Sophie
completed her work Amelia could only stare in wonderment at the
beautiful face looking back at her.

“Excellent.”
Judith’s reflection appeared again beside her own. “Well done,
Sophie. She looks lovely.” Her image in the mirror smiled with
genuine warmth, and Amelia had to remind herself that this was the
same woman who had casually talked of accuracy and precision as she
switched her bare breasts, and who only last night, had gleefully
caned Sophie’s helpless bottom. Judith’s eyes met her own in the
glass and Amelia’s belly fluttered.

“Without
doubt, you’re a beauty.” Judith’s hand brushed the younger woman’s
nipples. Amelia was only mildly surprised that they were still
stiffly erect. “You will have to rouge these on occasions and your
pussy lips too, but we’ll leave that for another time. Now for your
hair.”

Amelia’s heart
sank when she realised her sore bottom had to remain on the seat
while Sophie made her hair into a simple but elaborate-looking
chignon, tied with white silk ribbons. For the first time, Amelia
had an unobscured view of the collar around her neck. As she turned
her head, its upper rim tickled the fine hairs on the nape of her
neck and the brass rings caught the sunlight coming through the
window. For a split second, before self-disgust filled her, she
thought how handsome it looked against the paleness of her skin. It
was not only the pain in her buttocks that made it a relief to rise
from the chair.

Glad she was
no longer the centre of attention, Amelia relaxed a little while
Judith piled up Sophie’s blonde curls and secured them with black
ribbons. Then Sophie styled the other girl’s hair in similar
fashion and, to Amelia’s surprise, Judith had the petite blonde do
hers also. Afterwards, the older woman opened a box on the table
and took out several identical silver and tortoiseshell combs,
adding one to each of the girls’ hairstyles in a flourishing
finishing touch. She sat at the mirror, hesitated a moment, and
then placed a comb into her own hair before quickly rising to her
feet. Amelia thought a momentary nervousness crossed Judith’s face
and was again struck by how, but for her clothing, her former
companion could have been taken for just another of Victor’s
bunnies.

The illusion
was instantly dispelled as Judith’s strict demeanour returned,
together with a stream of orders for the preparation of dinner.

It was
obviously their stomachs and not their cocks that brought Charles
and Victor back to the kitchen shortly afterwards. Victor decreed
they would all eat together in the dining room. Much to Amelia’s
annoyance, he took the place at the head of the table, which was
Jonathan Barron’s right and no one else’s. Careless of the girls’
hurts, he made them all sit to eat the meal. Amelia tried to ignore
the pain by concentrating on her captors’ conversation in the hope
that Victor would reveal more of his plans. She was
disappointed.

After lavishly
complimenting Judith on her appearance and telling his captives
what beautiful bunnies they were, Victor addressed himself only to
eating. Charles and Judith also seemed more intent on finishing the
meal quickly than making it a social occasion. Amelia’s mouthful of
minted lamb seemed less appetising at the thought of what that
might signify.

It was only
when Victor had emptied his plate that he spoke. “I must say,
Judith, you look uncannily like our other beauties with your face
and hair done like that.”

“It amuses me
to do so,” Judith replied. “I would not wish to be compared
unfavourably to our servant girls.”

“No one could
ever do that, I assure you,” Victor said. “Your beauty is equal to
any of them. Save for wearing no collar at your neck, were you to
strip naked, no one could tell you apart.”

“I see no
reason to go quite that far,” Judith said dryly, breasts rising as
she took a breath and exposed more cleavage above the low neckline
of her gown.

“No indeed,”
Victor agreed. “Though I still hope we might witness a
demonstration of your Sapphic arts in the near future.”

Judith smiled,
and Amelia wondered if it was her thickened eyelashes and
green-lidded eyes which gave a sudden feline cast to her
expression. “Not this evening, Victor. Perhaps when you return from
London.”

So that was
where he was going. Amelia could not help but look sharply in his
direction.

He frowned at
Judith before addressing his bunnies. “Well, my dears, time for you
to clear away so we can adjourn to the library. There are other
matters of your personal appearance to attend to.”

A quarter hour
later Judith escorted the girls into the library and the two men
stubbed out their cigars and put down their brandy glasses.
Amelia’s heart jumped when she saw an ornamental bronze brazier
standing between two of the library tables. It was a waist-high
tripod with a small pan on top that usually stood as an ornament in
the entrance hall. Tonight the pan was filled with glowing
charcoal. She stopped dead in fear.
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“Come on,”
Victor said. “No dallying, my bunny beauties. You have satisfied my
hunger, but now I have another appetite for you to address.” The
erection outlined in his trousers clearly indicated his meaning. He
picked a cast iron pot off the floor and placed it on the charcoal
fire. Amelia was shocked by the calm way Sophie went to stand by
the desk, and more so when Belinda and Jane joined her with no sign
of the terror she was feeling. It was only when she saw the wax in
the pot on the brazier and the strips of loose-woven linen on the
desk that she understood. Her relief was so great it brought tears
to her eyes and an overwhelming feeling of gratitude towards her
captors that she was not to feel the agony of fire on her skin.

“You seem a
mite skittish, Amelia,” Charles Dunkerley said, leering. “Perhaps
you would like to go first.”

They gave her
no choice. Swept up in Charles’s arms, Amelia found herself on her
back on one of the tables, forced to hold her legs high to avoid
the painful contact of her caned bottom on the tabletop. Victor and
Charles clipped chains to her wrist bracelets and secured them to
two rings on the table’s long edges, and just as on the night
before, fastened hard leather cuffs around her ankles. Victor
hooked a broad, leather strap onto a ring at the table’s end and
stretched it tightly across Amelia’s abdomen to hook it to the ring
opposite.

Amelia’s soft
cry was half fright and half surprise as each of the men took hold
of one of her calves and pulled her legs up and over until she was
bent nearly double. With longer chains, they fixed her ankles to
the same rings that restrained her wrists, while she fought the
tremor of excitement that came with the constraint of her
defenceless body. Charles’s strong fingers on the fronts of her
thighs did nothing to aid her struggle as he pulled her towards the
table’s edge until the small of her back rested upon it. Her
buttocks overhung the floor and her well-spread thighs completely
exposed the swell of her sex. The hot blush on her cheeks
intensified as she saw Judith framed between her upraised legs,
staring intently at her pussy. Her predatory smile was the equal of
Victor’s.

“Who will
wager she doesn’t get wet?” Judith asked and Amelia cringed
inwardly at the laughter that followed. There were no takers.

“Come along,
Sophie,” Victor said. “I want the stubble off all of your cunts, so
hurry up and set about it.”

It was obvious
why the other girls had not shared Amelia’s panic. Having their
pubic hair removed must have seemed routine to them, even if the
uncomfortable position Amelia found herself in was not. Sophie
worked with practised efficiency, laying strips of linen over
Amelia’s sex and ladling just enough of the melted wax over them to
do the job with the minimum of discomfort. It still burned, and
Amelia wriggled with the shock of it trickling over her skin,
especially on the soft folds of her clitoris. Before the little
blonde was finished, Amelia was squirming and hissing as the hot
liquid flowed into every tiny crevice in the skin between her
thighs.

While they
waited for the wax to harden, Victor and Charles began toying with
her breasts and Amelia had to resign herself to the fact she could
not prevent her nipples hardening from their teasing. Sophie gave
no warning before tearing the waxed linen from her skin, ripping
the stubbly beginnings of fresh pubic growth away with it.

“Oow!” There
was more of shock than pain in Amelia’s cry. The waxing had not
hurt anywhere near as much as her first depilation, when Charles
had left a candle to melt above the hair on her mound. She had even
fainted briefly when he had wrenched the hard cake of wax from her
crotch. Nevertheless, it still smarted, and her humiliation was no
less when all three of her captors leaned close to scrutinise
Sophie’s handiwork.

“Now do her
here, then see to her armpits.”

Amelia jerked
uselessly against her chains as Judith ran a fingernail the length
of the crease in her bottom. It was as much the awful little tickle
of pleasure Judith’s touch had caused as the hot wax flowing down
to burn her sensitive anal knot, that made her whimper.

“Oh, does it
distress you, Amelia?” Judith asked in mock concern. “What you need
is a distraction.”

“No!
Please.”

But already
the older woman’s fingertip was agitating the folds of Amelia’s
hood, and little flashes of excitement that her utter disgust did
nothing to prevent were having their effect. And, the reawakened
pain in her buttocks from Sophie unavoidably touching them as she
worked was only speeding her arousal.

“Ho-ho, here
it comes,” Victor said, thumbing Amelia’s stiff nipple while he
squeezed her firm teat. Her shame was not enough to allow her to
ignore the stimulus or do anything to stop the nub of her clitoris
rising from its protective folds. Amelia wailed in frustration.

“I know I’ve
said this before, but could anyone ever doubt it was this for which
Amelia was always destined?” Victor said.

“No one,”
Judith answered with relish, flicking her finger over the tip of
Amelia’s clitoris and grinning evilly as she squirmed. “She’s a
fuck toy, gentlemen. She was born to it, beyond question.”

“No, it’s not
true,” Amelia protested.

Judith stopped
flogging her bud, slid a finger deep into Amelia’s slit, and raised
it triumphantly. “Yes it is, Amelia. See, gentlemen, she’s dripping
wet again.”

It was an
exaggeration, but her finger was damp enough to shine in the
sun-filled room and Amelia could not deny the warm moistness she
felt between her legs. The sudden shock of Sophie ripping the waxed
linen from her anal cleft did more to suppress Amelia’s ardour than
her own efforts had. It was almost extinguished by Judith’s smug
expression when she painfully separated Amelia’s bruised buttocks
to examine her. Victor and Charles released her breasts so that
Sophie could remove the hair under her arms, and Amelia began to
hope her ordeal was at an end.

Sophie wiped
her with a damp cloth and, free from the touch of her tormentors,
Amelia relaxed as much as her tight bonds allowed and waited to be
freed. Her illusion was dispelled when Judith loomed over her with
a large perfume bottle in her hand.

“Is this your
favourite? I found it in your room.” She grinned and liberally
splashed the scent over Amelia’s crotch. The young woman heaved in
her chains as the perfume violently stung the freshly denuded skin
around her sex and anus. The whole area between her thighs was
burning and freezing at the same time. Her labia seemed to shrivel
from the astringent contact and she saw her clitoris shrink back
beneath its covering. Victor was poring over the notebook on the
desk, a linen bag in his clenched fist. Amelia swallowed hard.

“Oblige me as
we discussed, Charles,” Victor said, passing him something from the
bag.

Amelia thought
it was a small pair of sewing scissors but as Charles put a finger
and thumb through their handles, she saw they were more like tongs
or pincers. There were no blades, just two curved, shiny steel arms
meeting at their tips in small semi-circles of flat metal. Belly
aflutter, Amelia watched Charles kneel between her open legs.
Beyond him, her fellow captives stood in line, the bewilderment on
their faces showing they had no more idea of what was happening
than she had. But like her, they knew their captors well enough to
be afraid.

Victor gave
the notebook a final glance and picked something small from the
desktop. It glinted metallically as he took it to the brazier and
held it briefly over its flames. Heart pounding, Amelia stared up
at him when he took position between her parted thighs and looked
down at her bare, helpless sex.

“Try to get it
as central as possible,” he said and Charles gave a short nod.
Something touched Amelia’s skin in the tiny area between the rear
of her sex and the front of her anus. It pinched her suddenly.

“Ooh!” she
cried from fear, for it did not hurt much. It relaxed, and then
pinched again.

“That’s it,”
Victor said and knelt next to Charles. “Hold it tight.”

The pinching
increased until it did hurt and Amelia’s fear was churning, not
fluttering, in her stomach. “Ow!” She felt a sharp sting between
her legs, a brief but painful pressure and more stinging.

“Keep holding
it,” Victor warned as he stood and Amelia saw the bone handled
needle, longer than her middle finger, in his hand. She gulped,
knowing it had just pierced her flesh.

“Oh, no!
Please stop.”

“Hush, you big
baby,” Judith said.

“And call me
‘Master’, Victor said. “Or do you want to feel the cane on
your backside again?” He returned to the desk, put down the needle
and came back holding a gold ring so small it would only just have
fitted over the tip of Amelia’s little finger. Once more he knelt,
and once more Amelia felt the sharp stab of metal through her skin
followed by firm, painful pressure.

“I can’t see
the…. Ah, that’s it.” Victor stopped fumbling and stood up. The
pinching stopped as Charles also got to his feet, but the stinging
between Amelia’s thighs continued after she was freed and took her
place in line, still not sure what had happened.

Jane was very
hesitant as she stepped up to the table in obedience to Victor’s
order. At first, she showed none of her enthusiasm of the previous
night as she was depilated, but with the men playing with her
breasts and Judith teasing her clitoris, she too eventually
yielded.

“Aren’t our
sluts just insatiable,” Judith said, holding up a wet, shiny
finger. She douched Jane’s loins with perfume. The girl squealed
and wriggled in her chains. Amelia sympathised, still feeling the
uncomfortable effects of the perfume herself, but she was more
concerned with what would happen next. Would Jane be pierced as she
had been? Her question was answered immediately as Charles and
Victor knelt between the helpless girl’s thighs with the pincers
and needle.

With horrified
fascination, Amelia watched Charles pinch the skin just behind
Jane’s exposed slit with the little tongs and Victor force the
needle vertically up through the piece of tightly squeezed flesh.
Jane gave a despairing whimper at the touch of the sharp point, and
Amelia’s sphincter clenched when two tiny drops of blood appeared
as Victor pulled it out and took another ring from the desk.

“Would you be
so kind, Judith?” He handed her the tiny, gold circle. “I’m sure
your fingers are more nimble than mine.”

“With the
greatest of pleasure.” Judith opened the hinged ring, and with
Charles still pinching Jane’s flesh tightly, forced it through the
two blood-beaded holes and closed it in her skin.

Amelia was
stunned. She could never have imagined such a thing. The ring was
fixed in Jane’s perineum - yes, that was what it was called, she
remembered reading somewhere – and she could not doubt they had
just done the same to her. Her belly tightened. She felt violated,
her most intimate place disfigured for no other reason than Victor
desired it. And she could never remove the ring. That, too, would
only happen when Victor desired it - if he ever did.

Belinda was
next, her face a mask as she was chained in position. Her response
to her captor’s fondling was muted until Judith, as Amelia had
known she would, forced a finger into the young widow’s anus. Then
she was again able to hold her juice-coated fingers up for the
men’s amusement, with callous disregard for Belinda’s humiliation.
After she was depilated, they pierced her too and put the ring in
her flesh.

“Why have you
done this?” she demanded tearfully as she was released, showing the
courage to ask the question Amelia had not dared. “What possible
reason have you to violate me so?”

“Never you
mind,” Victor snarled. “Your business is to do as you’re told, not
question your betters.”

It was a
Sophie cowed by his harshness who obeyed his summons. Her
depilation proceeded quickly at Judith’s hands, since Victor
insisted she should keep the silky, golden fluff crowning her
mound. She gasped and wriggled as much as the other girls had done
when her intimate places were splashed with Amelia’s perfume, and
she yelped as loudly when the needle was thrust into her perineum
and she was ringed. When she joined the line of girls again, Victor
had them all turn and bend over. Humiliation stung Amelia as much
as the ring in her flesh at his self-satisfied tone.

“Ah,
functional and decorative, just as the book describes.”

“But what is
their purpose, beyond looking pretty?” Judith asked.

The library
clock struck ten. Victor checked his pocket watch and ordered the
girls to face him. “That must wait for another evening, my dear.
There are naughty bunnies here, who by rights should be punished
for their impertinence.” He gave Belinda and Amelia a stern look.
“But time has caught up with us and I am ready for a fuck, so I
will let it pass. I did intend to make sport with Belinda, but her
surliness has quite put me off. Perhaps Amelia will better suit my
taste tonight.”

“Sophie for
me,” Charles said. “I’ve a fancy for that skilful mouth of
hers.”

“And I will
have Jane,” Judith said, laughing as the girl’s eyes widened. “You
men have had her too often lately. She will be quite spoiled if I
don’t take her in hand again.”

“Now that is a
sight I’d like to see,” Victor said, and though she was crestfallen
at the thought of again being used by Victor in Jonathan’s bed,
Amelia did not miss the way he watched the rise and fall of
Judith’s breasts. Her former companion’s attention was all on Jane,
and by the time she looked at Victor his gaze was on Belinda.

“As for you
‘Miss Insolence’,” he said. “You will find your accommodations a
deal less comfortable on your backside than my soft mattress would
have been. Charles, be kind enough to put Belinda in the cellar
room for the night.”

“Oh!” The
young widow’s control slipped as Charles reached into the tin trunk
and took out the stick with the dildo attached that he had used on
her that morning. He grinned and motioned to the anxious girl. “Get
over.”

“Come and see
this, girls,” Victor ordered. “You never know when you might
experience it yourselves.”

Despondently,
Amelia joined Sophie and Jane to witness the brunette beauty’s
ignominy. Belinda relaxed her anus so it widened as Charles
positioned the thick dildo’s tip just above the ring in her freshly
pierced flesh. Not troubling with lubrication, he pushed the whole
length up her rectum with one hard thrust. She gave a pained grunt
and shuddered as her knot closed around its narrow base. Charles
tugged on the stick, making her follow him as collected the leather
cuffs from the table, then pushed on it to steer her ahead of him
through the library doors. Her struggle to resist reaching back to
the source of her discomfort was obvious as Charles forced her
towards the blackness of her cellar prison, with Sophie trailing
apprehensively behind them. Moments later, Judith was gone too,
firmly gripping Jane’s elbow as she sped the hapless girl to her
bed and the lesbian service that she so hated.

Amelia was not
surprised when her sex, still moist from Judith’s manipulations,
began to prickle as she preceded Victor upstairs to Jonathan’s
bedroom. Still shocked by the insertion of the gold ring, she had
little hope of finding the strength to resist her body’s seemingly
endless carnality. She refused to fear it. She could not expect to
control her undisciplined desires until she had some understanding
of them, and though the thought was depressing, she knew she had
many weeks in which to do that. What she was far more afraid of was
that she would meekly accept them, and where such acquiescence
would lead her.

Once he had
locked the door, Victor had Amelia undress him. Until recently, she
had had a maid to help her do the same. She had never imagined she
would have to take on the role of valet. It was unnerving to have
to remove each item of Victors clothing, fumbling with the
unfamiliar fastenings, gradually revealing more of his bare skin
until her tormentor stood naked. Amelia knelt with his hard,
imperious cock rearing above her and wondered that one who had led
such a wastrel existence could maintain such frequent and potent
erections. Her sex quivered and she quickly stopped the hand that
craved to reach out and touch the thick shaft.

Victor’s soft
laugh told her he had seen the movement. “Can’t resist, Amelia? Go
on, touch it. It’s right you should worship my manhood. That’s why
you’re here.”

Pompous swine,
Amelia thought, but there was a fascination about the rigid flesh
that made her want to curl her fingers around its dry, velvety
warmth and feel it twitch in her grasp. The room seemed warm and
stuffy and all was quiet but for the tick of a clock and the soft,
pat-pat sound of Amelia’s hand moving on the straining cock. It
felt horribly natural to lean forward and take it into her
mouth.

Victor hissed
as Amelia began to suck. “You wonderfully naughty creature. How
quickly you learn.” He leaned back against one of the bedposts,
bending his knees slightly while Amelia’s warm mouth and wet tongue
enveloped his engorged shaft. Fresh tremors teased her dewy cleft
at the realisation it was she who had initiated her oral service of
the man she must call Master. Soon, he was no longer content to
remain passive. Holding Amelia’s head, he began to thrust his hips
forward, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth until she was
gagging and gasping for breath.

“Can you
swallow my cock, Amelia?” he panted. “Sophie can. That’s why I
brought her back. No other girl takes a cock down the throat the
way she does. It nearly chokes her. And the little minx loves
it.”

Amelia almost
choked too, as Victor’s thick spunk sprayed the back of her throat.
He pulled her close until her nose flattened against his belly and
her cheek bulged under the pressure of his spurting penis as she
twisted to stop it plunging down her throat.

“Yes, good,”
he rasped, the words long and drawn out while his cock jerked and
more sticky slime flooded over her tongue. She gulped it down, at
last managing to clear her airway and take a breath. Still on her
knees with the taste of his come in her mouth, Amelia watched him
pile pillows against the headboard and take one of the chains he
had made her polish from the bedside table.

“By gad,
Amelia, I could almost believe you sent me that letter yourself
just so I could catch you in your thievery and bring you to this,”
Victor said.

“L…letter?”
she managed to say, shuddering as the last of his spunk reached her
stomach.

He motioned
her onto the bed and arranged her on her back, half upright against
the pillows. “Someone wrote to me a few days before I was due to
come here. They warned me about your thefts and I was able to
arrive in time to prevent them.” He laughed and slid the chain
through a ring on the headboard, then through the one at the back
of Amelia’s collar. “I don’t think it beyond the bounds of
possibility that you did it just so you could have your
wanton desires fulfilled.” He joined the ends of the chain together
and Amelia felt their cool links slide down between her shoulder
blades.

“N…no,” she
protested with a quiver running through her sheath. “No. I don’t
even know you, Victor. I wouldn’t do such a thing. I don’t
want…”

“Yes you do.
You’re getting excited now because I’ve chained you to the
bed.”

Amelia looked
away from his near-black eyes, so like her own. It was true.

“And it’s
totally delightful, my raven-haired beauty.” He laughed with
pleasure and sprawled across the foot of the bed, his penis lying
slackly on his thigh and his gaze taking in her nudity. “Bend your
knees and spread your legs.”

Amelia looked
at him from beneath lowered eyelashes. Her belly was leaping
uncontrollably and every nerve in her body was strung tight. She
had thought the previous night, with Jane beside her, was horribly
intimate. This one was doubly so.

“If you want
me to overlook you addressing me by name instead of as ‘Master’,
you will obey,” Victor said, softly menacing. Amelia jumped as she
heard the faint crack of something striking flesh and a distant cry
that might have been Jane’s penetrated the silence of the room. She
raised her knees until her feet were flat on the mattress and
parted her thighs.

Victor’s eyes
glittered. “Play with yourself.”

“Nooo!” Amelia
wailed in cringing embarrassment. “Please don’t make me.”

He leapt
towards her and she cowered, all thoughts of refusal banished.
“Hands up.” Amelia reached her hands to the back of her collar.
“Who is your master?”

“You. Oh,
you!” She squirmed as his left hand lifted her right breast.

“Then that is
what you call me, slave girl!” He smacked his palm down on her
fleshy teat, stinging the hard point of her nipple and the
half-healed weals left by Judith’s switch. Too fearful to use her
hands to protect herself or even twist away from his blows, Amelia
sobbed her way through five more hard slaps to her breast. Victor
sat back and lifted her chin until she was looking into his eyes.
“You can obey me at once,” he said icily. “Or you can be
disciplined first and then forced to obey me.”

“I will obey,
Master,” Amelia said tearfully. “I will, I promise.”

He stared deep
into her eyes, and to Amelia’s dismay the chill of fear along her
spine was joined by a thrill of excitement in her sex. She watched
warily as he rose and took something wrapped in a cloth from the
drawer by the bed. Her belly tightened. It was not a cloth. It was
a handkerchief. She knew at once that it was hers and what it was
wrapped around.

“Let’s see if
this makes you more amenable to my instructions.” Victor laid the
ivory dildo on the sheet between Amelia’s feet. Her sex had begun
tingling the instant she recognised it, responding as it always did
to the presence of her toy. Moisture bathed her sex and it rippled
suddenly.

“Pick it up,”
Victor invited, smiling wickedly as he lay on the bottom of the bed
and propped his chin on his hand.

Amelia did not
want to. He was watching her with such intensity. He could see
everything - the languorous half-closing of her eyes as her tongue
slid wetly over her rouged lips, the rise and fall of her breasts
with their erect nipples beginning to pulse, the hairless pout of
her pussy quivering with a new eagerness between her gently
trembling thighs. And she could do nothing to prevent any of it.
Amelia stretched out her hand. The collar jerked around her neck as
the chain went taut. Victor laughed again as her hand strained
towards her toy and fell short.

“Not yet, my
disobedient, little bunny. “Fingers first. You must earn your
reward.”

The sudden
burning in Amelia’s cheeks could have been a blush of shame or
excitement. It no longer mattered. She still hated Victor, she
still felt her guilt, her despair, her aching longing for Jonathan
to come and save her. All were trivial, meaningless compared to her
irresistible, driving hunger for pleasure and the fulfilment of
orgasm. She dived her hand into her sex.

“Just your
middle finger,” Victor ordered. “And close the rest so I can see
properly.”

Amelia did not
demur. She would do anything that meant she could have the
beautiful phallus filling her pussy. She shivered in delight as she
slipped her finger between her outer labia and began masturbating.
Her humiliation at Victor’s amused chuckle only added to the
mounting heat of arousal spreading from low in her belly to every
nerve and fibre in her body. The tiny kernel of rational thought
left in her mind slipped away as she watched Victor’s penis
expanding and revelled in her power to ignite his desires.

Teasing the
delicate folds at the apex of her slit, she felt her little bud
stiffening under her finger and moved her other hand to stroke the
moist, fluttering opening below. It felt delicious. A flow of
juices bathed her busy finger and she looked longingly from her
phallus to Victor’s rigid cock, and groaned. Panting hard, she
revelled in the weight of her aching breasts on her arms as she
rubbed and chafed between her thighs and felt the nature of the
pain in her buttocks change as it melded with her pleasure.

The faintest
spark of logic scorned her for her surrender, but a far more
compelling fire in blood and belly spurred her on as Victor scooped
up the dildo and lay with his face almost touching her sex. She
felt the furnace heat on her thighs as Victor pushed her hands away
and spread her pussy. Amelia watched with heavy-lidded eyes,
whimpering her need at the feel of Victor’s fingers on the wet,
swollen petals of her inner lips, knowing he was gazing into the
dark, velvety depths of her quivering sheath.

“Ah! Pretty
pussy,” he said, low-voiced.

“Oooh!” The
ivory touched the sensitive membranes at her entrance. The sudden
sting as its ribbed surface caught the ring in her skin between sex
and anus only heightened her aching anticipation. Her sex
contracted, as if trying to draw the hard dildo into its eager maw.
“Oh, yes! Please, yes.” Amelia did not care that she was pleading
as the tip of the phallus drew tantalising circles around her
entrance until she was almost screaming with frustration.

Victor was
laughing softly. “Oh, Amelia, you really are a jewel. The ultimate
treasure, to be sure.” He pushed the dildo deep inside her and
Amelia’s sheath rippled wildly. For a second it seemed that the
penetration alone would trigger the joyous surge of her orgasm. But
the moment slipped maddeningly away, hovering just beyond her reach
and leaving her burning with the urgent need to come.

The sudden,
wet warmth of Victor’s mouth closing on her swollen clitoris stoked
the fires again, making Amelia wriggle ecstatically as he flogged
his tongue over her bud and sucked it to pulsating erection.

“Ah, nectar,”
he said hoarsely and Amelia heard herself cooing with pleasure as
he nibbled on her engorged inner petals and the dildo moved inside
her. Abruptly, he yanked it out and his mouth smeared her juices
over her skin as he kissed his way up her perspiring body and
closed his lips on hers. Victor’s weight lay on top of her and
flaring pain in her buttocks became flashing pleasure in her sex as
he mounted her.

His tongue
thrust between her lips in the same instant his cock plunged into
her pussy and sparkling delight filled her sheath. It clamped
uncontrollably upon his shaft with Amelia writhing and wriggling at
the wonderful waves of pleasure crashing over her. Victor stayed
motionless above her, tearing his mouth from hers to gasp his own
pleasure as Amelia’s spasming sex clenched and unclenched around
his cock. Only when the thrashing of her limbs subsided did Victor
begin to ride her, while she lay breathless, her head in a
whirl.

The tumult in
her sex had not subsided, nor the pain and pleasure had time to
untwine before Victor’s long thrusts began driving Amelia towards
another peak. If felt as if he had wrung the orgasm from her when
her sex roiled and rippled for a second time and Victor’s hot spunk
splashed its shivering walls. Amelia shook her head wildly as the
surging release overtook her, whining and whimpering, mewling and
moaning and rattling her chain. For long minutes nothing filled her
mind but the warm, buzzing aftermath of the fierce coupling and the
pain of her hurts that would be pleasure until the final quivers in
her sex ceased altogether.

It was Victor
who broke the spell, pulling one of the pillows from behind her and
laying his head on it with a sigh of contentment. He turned his
back to Amelia. Flinching at the tug of the chain on her collar,
she rolled onto her side and stared into the half-darkness of the
room. As her senses recovered their equilibrium, the enormity of
the task she had set herself weighed heavily upon her. How could
she possibly learn to understand something so primal as her lust?
And, even if she could, would she ever be able to control it? But
she must, Amelia thought. Her life, her whole future depended on
it.

She remembered
the previous night when amid all the ‘my dears’ and ‘darlings’,
Victor had called her ‘slave girl’. Had he guessed how appropriate
it was? Terror rose like bile in her mouth. For even as her passion
ebbed, Amelia felt the sudden conviction that if she were to
experience such pleasure every day, she would willingly stay
chained to Victor’s bed forever. The cold hand of fear clutched at
Amelia’s heart. Slave girl! The cold hand clenched
tight.

 


* * *

 


Amelia groaned
as Sophie’s hand pressed on the tender flesh of her bottom. “Ooh!
Please, not so hard. I wasn’t nearly so rough with you.”

The petite
blonde made a small sound of impatience. “Don’t fuss so. I have to
rub it in, otherwise it won’t do half as much good.”

“Oh, do try to
be gentle!” Amelia groaned again as Sophie’s small hand kneaded her
right buttock, massaging the salve deep into the firm muscles. They
were locked in the kitchen with Amelia bent over the table, leaning
on her elbows with her behind stuck out to receive the supposedly
soothing attention that Sophie was administering. The posture,
though convenient for the girl’s work, was also an unwanted
reminder of why it was necessary in the first place.

Only two
nights previously, Amelia had been terribly caned as punishment for
accidentally wetting herself, and not an hour since Victor had
dealt another six strokes to her tortured bottom. She and Jane had
been serving lunch to Victor and Charles in the dining room. Victor
had said she was slow to obey his order to lick Jane’s pussy.
Amelia knew that the moment Jane had lain upon the carpet and
raised her knees she had pushed her tongue between the prominent
crescents of the girl’s outer labia. It made no difference. Victor
needed little encouragement and no pretext whatsoever to beat her
or the other girls he held in thraldom.

The young
woman shivered. She had just salved the fearsome purple bruises and
thick, fiery-red ridges the cane had scored into Sophie’s narrow
bottom. Her hand had shied from contact with them, and Amelia had
had to force herself to smooth the ointment over her
fellow-victim’s flesh. And Sophie had not even received half as
many strokes as she had. She forced her thoughts away from how her
own throbbing rear with its additional fresh stripes must look,
quelling the flutters of fear in her stomach and trying to think
clearly.

“Sophie?” she
said tentatively.

“Hm?” The
girl’s rhythmic rubbing did not slacken.

“Victor called
me a name the night before last, a…a strange name.” It had not been
strange. It had been frightening. “He called me ‘slave girl’.”

“Hm,” the
blonde repeated.

“Did you hear?
Has he ever called you that?”

“What?”

“Slave girl.
Has he called you by that name?”

“I expect so.
He uses so many when he’s talking to us and he does a lot of
talking.”

Amelia
suppressed her impatience. “Think, Sophie, please. Try to
remember.”

The girl’s
hands stilled briefly then began kneading lower, where Amelia’s
buttocks met her thighs. “Maybe,” she said uncertainly. “Charles
did, I think. Last night after he used me.” She laughed. “And he
really used me.”

“Oh, Sophie,”
Amelia said, but her irritation could not turn to anger when she
felt such affection for the petite blonde. “What did he say?”

“That I would
make a perfect slave girl.”

The tightness
in Amelia’s gut increased. “Why?”

“Oh, I don’t
know. They all say lots of silly things when they’re excited.”

“But
slave,” Amelia persisted. It was an obscene word, because of
what it implied. Victor had taken away her freedom, made of her an
object with none of the rights a human being should have, used her
in the wickedest of ways. He called her his servant, yet in all
things he did treat her as his slave. Under duress, she had
made an agreement to serve him for three months. When that time was
over, he had told her, he would restore her freedom. But slaves
were never freed. They were slaves for life. “Slavery is forbidden
by law in this country, Sophie,” she said emphatically. “No one can
own another person here. Why, it is the Royal Navy that sweeps the
evil trade from the seas worldwide. No true Englishman would stoop
to enslaving his own kind.” Even to Amelia’s ears, it sounded
hollow. Victor would do as he pleased, just as he always did. She
felt a sudden need to empty her bladder.

“Don’t worry,
Amelia,” Sophie said. “Victor says so many things. Half the time
it’s just to get his cock hard. He doesn’t mean them.”

In spite of
everything she had been through, Amelia was still a little shocked
at Sophie’s immodest use of the word ‘cock’ and the image that it
immediately conjured in her own mind. “But what if he does? Do you
think it has something to do with him going to London?”

“He doesn’t,”
the blonde insisted. “And he hasn’t gone to London. He’s in the
dining room having luncheon, as you well know.”

“But he’s
going soon. I heard Judith say it.”

“Did you? I
didn’t know.”

Amelia gave
up. Sophie was sweet but she was not the person to try to talk to
about her fears. And whatever Victor did to the little blonde, she
would still be grateful to him for putting a roof over her head and
food in her belly. Perhaps she had read too much into it, Amelia
thought hopefully. After all, Victor had said it in the immediate
aftermath of his orgasm. It was probably just another of his pet
names, like ‘bunny’. And this was modern, nineteenth century
Britain after all, not some backward, medieval country in the
darkest depths of Eastern Europe. She had once read a novel about
the Turks invading the Balkans and how they had raped their way
across the land, carrying off thousands of young women as houris
for their seraglios. She had had a wonderful fantasy about it in
bed that night, with her ivory toy to help her.

Sophie’s
gently massaging fingers were lulling her, even as she recalled the
fearsome Turks flinging wide her bedroom door to carry her off to
ravishment. Suddenly, the flutters in her stomach were no longer
from anxiety and the pain of her bottom had become less the focus
of her attention than the touch of the hands smoothing the welcome
salve over her skin. The fire had become a glow and a familiar warm
feeling was spreading through Amelia’s belly. She straightened up
abruptly and went to the other side of the table. Sophie looked at
her, eyes smoky with desire.

“That’s
enough,” Amelia told her, instantly realising why the blonde girl’s
replies had seemed so distracted. “Judith will be back directly. I
can’t afford to be caught doing anything I’m not told to. I’ll only
get more of this.” She pointed to her backside.

Sophie pouted.
“I’m sorry. Belinda’s right, it’s that damned book Victor found.
And Judith. She’s always looking for an excuse to get us punished.
If she wasn’t here, I’m sure Victor wouldn’t be so harsh with
us.”

Amelia laughed
bitterly. “Victor doesn’t need a reason to beat me. I’m his
servant, totally subject to his will.” She was careful to avoid the
word ‘slave’. “He has my written agreement promising to submit to
whatever he chooses to do to me.” A tremor ran through her. There
was that word again. Submit!

She watched
Sophie wash the salve from her hands, feeling awkward because the
passion in the blonde girl’s eyes reminded her of her first night
in captivity, when Sophie had comforted her and they had made love.
It had been her first experience with another woman, something she
had never imagined possible until it happened but which she would
never forget, not least because it was the only true affection she
had experienced since Victor seized control of her life.

Her eyes went
to the bracelets on her wrists and she raised one hand to the
collar around her neck. Amelia had felt even more self-conscious
about her nudity since they had been placed upon her. The black,
leather-covered, metal bands, locked in place and impossible for
her to remove, were a blunt contrast with the paleness of her skin.
They emphasised her position of servitude, of helplessness and she
knew they were an invitation to her captors to misuse her.

A soft hand
closed over her own on the collar. Gently, Sophie opened Amelia’s
clenched fingers and softly kissed her palm.

“No, Sophie,”
Amelia said, urgently. “We mustn’t.”

The blonde’s
smile was endearingly kittenish as she bent her head and kissed
between Amelia’s breasts.

“No, Sophie,”
Amelia repeated but her blood had quickened, and she had only to
look down to see how her nipples were hardening and darkening as an
upsurge of desire overtook her. Sophie kissed the swells of
Amelia’s breasts, reaching with thumb and forefinger to playfully
pinch one stiffening nipple.

“Oh, you bad
girl,” Amelia groaned. “You’ll get me beaten again.”

Even as she
spoke a soft, full-lipped mouth was closing over her own and she
responded by reaching for the blonde’s small breasts, seeking the
little points of her nipples. The feel of them hard against her
palms further stirred her desire. Sophie pulled her mouth free of
Amelia’s and gave a mischievous grin.

“But you like
to be beaten, Amelia. You know you do.”

Amelia frowned
at the blunt reminder, but Sophie’s fingers pinched her nipple
again harder than before, and she gasped in pleasure as a pulse
began between her legs.

“I wish I
could take you to bed right now,” Sophie said, and Amelia felt her
warm breath caress the skin of her breasts. The blonde’s tongue
slid wetly over one teat until her mouth fastened on the hardened
tip and sucked. Amelia closed her eyes, lips parting to emit
another groan, half-despair, half-desire, at the pleasure flowing
through her. Sophie still held her hand. Amelia did not resist the
light pressure as it was guided downward to rest between the girl’s
parted thighs. She felt the heat radiating from Sophie’s pussy. The
lovely blonde was breathing fast, eyes slitted, body trembling.

“No, stop it,
Sophie. You mustn’t! Ooh!” Her final exclamation came as Sophie’s
fingers closed over hers, pushing them firmly into the petite
girl’s moist opening, then immediately seeking out Amelia’s own
sex. A surge of delight set Amelia gasping and was followed by a
moan from Sophie as the girls’ delved their fingers between each
other’s tender petals and stroked the velvet softness within.

“You’re
lovely, Amelia,” Sophie said, face flushed with her desire. “That
collar at your throat makes you even more beautiful.”

No, Amelia
thought in alarm. It mustn’t! Then Sophie’s fingertip brushed the
swelling point of her clitoris and she felt only the little jolts
of pleasure it gave her and the quivering contractions the girl’s
fingers were creating in her sex. Moaning, Amelia wriggled her hips
and pushed against the busy fingers. Sophie kissed her on the
breasts and tugged one nipple with her teeth. “I want to lay you
down right here and make love to you,” she whispered, eyes
gleaming.

“You’ll get me
punished,” Amelia warned.

“No, Amelia.
I will do that!”

 



Chapter
4

 


Sophie pulled
away, jerking Amelia’s fingers from her sex. Amelia did not turn as
footsteps sounded behind her.

“You really
are the dirtiest little slut, aren’t you?”

The voice was
close behind. Amelia stood still, trying to slow her rapid
breathing. The heat between her legs had not subsided. Her skin was
still aglow with excitement. Judith walked slowly around her,
looking her naked body up and down until at last they were face to
face. She was smiling exultantly.

“I needn’t
remind you that Victor said no pleasure without his permission.”
She turned and grabbed Sophie’s hand, raised it to her nose and
took a long, triumphant sniff. “And you know Victor’s order too.
But then you’re just the same as this one.” Judith turned back to
Amelia, sneering. “You can’t stop for a moment, can you? What is
it? Are you making up for all your years alone here? I would have
let you share my bed, Amelia. You need only have told me what a
lustful, little bitch you are.”

“I’m not a
bitch,” Amelia said, resentment overcoming common sense.

Judith slapped
her stiff-nippled breast, just hard enough to remind her who had
the upper hand. Amelia clasped a hand to her stinging teat.

“Don’t answer
me back, bitch. And call me ‘Mistress’.”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Amelia said. She did not want to provoke Judith further.
She was ashamed at how easily her desire had got the better of her.
Feeling her cheeks go hot, she glanced towards the concerned faces
of Jane and Belinda who were pushing a trolley loaded with dishes
through the kitchen door. Their cheeks were flushed too and Amelia
saw a thread of what could only be semen at one corner of Belinda’s
mouth.

“Now you can
come and explain this to Victor,” Judith announced. After locking
the other girls in the kitchen, she could not resist delivering a
couple of swipes with her short cane to her victims’ bottoms,
thereby undoing much of the salve’s soothing effects as she
shepherded them to the library.

While he
listened to Judith’s report, Victor’s eyes flickered frequently to
Amelia. She had received explicit instruction in how to stand in
front of her captors; back straight, legs slightly apart, hands
clasped at the back of her neck with her elbows in line with her
shoulders. The posture, Amelia was fully aware, lifted and thrust
out her high-nippled breasts and afforded anyone who cared to look
an unimpeded view of the dark, narrow slit bisecting the bald pout
of her sex. It was humiliating both to stand in that fashion and to
know that she had no choice but to do so. It was also, Amelia was
much disturbed to have discovered, now enough on its own to cause
her a little thrill of excitement.

“Thank you,
Judith,” Victor said when the woman had finished telling her tale.
“Charles and I will see to the matter. You can return to
supervising the other girls. It appears we cannot trust them on
their own, even for a minute.”

From the way
Judith bared her teeth and left without demur, Amelia guessed she
had more than just supervising Jane and Belinda in mind.

For long
seconds, Victor regarded the girls, his expression contemplative.
Afraid to meet his eye, Amelia did not look directly at him. Her
heart was already beating fast enough.

“Well, you
seem to enjoy getting yourself into trouble.” He addressed his
remark to Amelia. She did not move or answer. She had not been
given permission. Victor reached out and touched the
leather-covered, metal band around Amelia’s neck then lifted the
ring hanging at the front of the collar with a fingertip. He
watched her face while she struggled to appear impassive.

“Or perhaps
it’s the consequences you enjoy,” he said dryly. He let the ring
fall and there was a faint, metallic clink as it fell back into
place. A muscle in Amelia’s thigh twitched. “I can see that the
discipline you have been subjected to so far has not been
sufficient.” His smile made the young woman’s belly flip and her
bottom tighten. “And you, Sophie,” Victor said, turning his
attention to the blonde, “I’m surprised at you. I didn’t expect to
find you going against my wishes. Judith tells me you encouraged
Amelia in this.”

Sophie pushed
her bottom lip out. “Oh Victor, you know Judith is a tattle-tale!
She always tries to make it worse for Amelia. You shouldn’t listen
to her.”

Amelia forgot
herself entirely and gaped at the little blonde in horror. To her
amazement, Victor’s only reaction was to raise an eyebrow.

“Are you
telling me you didn’t encourage her?”

Sophie gave a
mischievous grin. “Well, it is your fault. You make us go around
undressed all the time. You shouldn’t put temptation in my
way.”

“Why, you
lascivious little trull,” Victor said fondly when he had stopped
laughing. “I don’t have you girls go naked for your
pleasure.” He shook his head and straightened his face. “No, it’s
not good enough. My orders were clear. You deliberately disobeyed
them, Sophie. I’ve always been very tolerant with you, but you were
warned that discipline would be stricter when we came here. I’m not
going to overlook your misbehaviour this time.”

Sophie tossed
her head and pouted sulkily. “Things were better before we came
here. Why can’t you be like you are at home?”

“I am
at home,” Victor said with a flash of annoyance. “I own Watchnest
Hall. Do I not, Amelia?”

“Yes, Master.”
Any other answer would get her whipped.

“Oh, you know
what I mean!” Sophie said. “You were much nicer when we were in
London and Judith wasn’t with us. Now you keep frightening us and
you have made Amelia worry by calling her your slave girl.”

“Have I,
indeed?” His glance at Amelia showed total unconcern. “Well, that
is what she is going to be for the next three months. And I have
her signature to prove it. Unless you prefer a journey to the other
side of the world?” His eyes fixed on her and she shook her head,
but even the knowledge he was going to hurt her soon did not stop
her belly relaxing in relief. Her fear she would be kept prisoner
forever had been unfounded.

“And you,
Sophie, have been altogether too familiar with your Master,” Victor
told the petite blonde. “I see I must remind you of your
place.”

“Oh, Victor,
really,” Sophie said with an air of forbearance, as though he were
a mischievous boy and not the cruel monster Amelia saw before
her.

“Let’s have a
feel of these delicious little tits of yours before we continue,”
he said, stretching his hands out towards the firm cones as he
spoke.

“Oh, Victor,
you beast,” Sophie said, arching her back to thrust them more
invitingly towards him.


“Master, my little vixen,” Victor reminded her, grinning
broadly.

Taking
advantage of Victor’s good mood, Amelia dared to turn her head
enough to see that Sophie’s impish grin was on her face and her
eyes were very bright. Victor began squeezing her small breasts,
their nipples already stiff and bright pink.

At that
moment, the door opened.

“Ah, Charles,”
Victor said, not pausing in his enthusiastic fondling. “Come in, my
dear fellow.”

Amelia heard
the sound of footsteps and Charles appeared beside her, very close.
She felt his keen eyes upon her nude body.

“Judith tells
me our charge has been disobedient again,” Charles said.

“So she has,”
Victor agreed. “Though the blame is not entirely hers.” He tried to
look stern as he aimed his stare at Sophie, who returned it boldly,
not trying to hide the lust on her face. Then Victor saw Amelia
watching them from the corner of her eye. “What are you looking
at?” he demanded.

Amelia’s
stomach knotted as his mood changed in a heartbeat. “Nothing,
Master,” she said, quickly.

“Stand
straighter,” he ordered and she drew herself upright. Victor
regarded her and she waited anxiously for his fury. “Superb,” he
said in admiration. “Amelia, you are absolutely superb.”

It was not
what Amelia expected. It threw her emotions into sudden conflict.
That Victor found her ‘superb’ filled her with an unreasoning pride
that all sense told her was absurd but which she could not shake
off. She hated him for the way he treated her, for stealing her
home and Jonathan’s, for the humiliation and pain, his demand for
absolute obedience, for forcing from her the most abject
submission. Yet feeling his eyes upon her sent a tingle up her
spine and a prickling across her skin that she recognised
immediately as the precursor to arousal. She fought to keep all
expression from her face as Victor appraised her. At the same time,
she was acutely aware of Charles’s presence beside her.

Victor looked
away, focusing once more upon the petite blonde. “Sophie was
instrumental in causing Amelia’s misbehaviour,” he told
Charles.

“Then it seems
appropriate she should share her punishment.”

“Precisely my
own thought, my dear fellow. But what form should the punishment
take?”

“Naughty young
ladies are accustomed to getting away with their misdemeanours, I
fear,” Charles replied. “Society is far too willing to forgive them
just because of a few fashionable clothes and pretty smiles. If we
are to disabuse them of any notions they still harbour that the
same will happen here, I think it must be something that won’t soon
be forgotten.”

Victor tugged
one of Sophie’s nipples. “Maybe it will do this naughty
young lady good to see just how a servant is punished,” he
suggested. “Perhaps that may make an impression. What do you think,
Sophie?”

“Whatever you
say, Victor,” she said, but her playful tone was gone, replaced by
a nervous quaver as she hurriedly added, “I mean Master.”

“Whatever I
say,” Victor said and walked around the desk. “Exactly.”

Amelia saw how
his trousers bulged, and silently cursed the warm glow that Sophie
had roused in her and which stubbornly refused to go away.

Victor tapped
a finger on the notebook that lay on the desktop. “I have been
consulting our friend, the author,” he told Amelia. “I think it’s
time we progressed further.”

His smile made
her legs tremble. Her attention strayed back to the bulging
trousers and she tore her eyes away. No, she must not be weak. She
must not give in!

“I won’t
trouble to read what the book says about the next stage,” Victor
told her. “All will become clear soon.” He placed the notebook in a
drawer of the desk and removed something Amelia could not see,
which he slipped into his coat pocket. She breathed deeply. Victor
raised a beckoning finger.

“Come and sit
here.”

The desk was
about six feet long and four wide. Its leather-covered surface felt
cool and clammy as she eased herself up onto it. Her legs dangled.
Her buttocks buzzed painfully. Her stomach was twitching with
trepidation as she wondered what the ‘next stage’ would be.

As Victor
turned from her, a cloud cleared the face of the sun. Amelia felt
its heat bathe her shoulders and brightness streamed into the room.
Victor reached inside the old trunk from the attic.

“Oh!” The
sound escaped without Amelia willing it. A second later, Victor was
coming towards her and she was struggling with the panicked urge to
leap up and flee. Only the knowledge that to do so would increase
her suffering held her in place, with her breath suddenly tight in
her throat. In his hands, her captor was holding a broad leather
belt with a number of straps and buckles attached to it.

“Hands up,” he
ordered. The pose made it feel as if she was offering herself to
the man before her. Her pulse quickened. “Keep still,” he snapped
as she shrank from the feel of the broad, stiff belt he placed
around her waist. He gave his wolfish grin. “Charles, would you
help me here?”

The belt
gripped Amelia’s waist suddenly. She gasped. She had not seen it
clearly. It was about six inches deep and of stiff leather, padded
inside with the same velvet as her collar and bracelets. There had
appeared to be three or four straps at the back of the belt, with
an equal number of buckles, and it was these that Charles was
fastening, pulling it as tight as any corset. Amelia felt it
constricting her from above her waist to below her hips, and she
wanted to reach down and loosen the fastenings as soon as Charles
was finished. Too afraid to defy Victor’s will, she remained with
her hands clasped at her neck.

Looking down,
she could see a short, vertical strap ending in a buckle attached
to the front of the belt and she thought she had seen the same
behind. On either side, where it pressed into the flesh of her
hips, a large, brass half-ring was riveted into the leather. The
feel of the belt made the young woman shiver. It was constrictive
in the same way as the collar at her neck and the bracelets at her
wrists and, like them, it seemed to invite more abuse from her
tormentors. Swallowing hard, she hovered on the edge of panic.

Amelia
flinched apprehensively as Victor took hold of one of her wrists.
As soon as he opened his hand, she recognised the object he was
holding. After all, she had spent long enough polishing it. It was
a short length of iron chain, shining brightly in the sunlight
thanks to her hours of effort.

“Oh no, don’t
chain me, please.” Amelia may as well have remained silent and her
half-hearted attempt to break Victor’s hold was no match for his
strength.

“Now, none of
your nonsense,” he cautioned. “Be glad I’m letting you sit on your
bottom instead of turning it up for the strapping it deserves.” His
predatory smile creased his face. “Besides, you are even more
beautiful in chains, my little serving wench. They look so natural
upon your body. As if they were made for you.” His laugh was
accompanied by a knowing look that Amelia found very unnerving.

Heart
pounding, she watched her tormentor clip the snap-ring on the end
of the chain to the ring set into the bracelet on her right wrist.
Pulling the wrist close to her waist, he threaded the chain through
the larger half-ring on the belt and snapped the loose end back
onto the bracelet. Amelia’s wrist was fastened with only an inch or
two of chain between belt and bracelet. The use of her right hand
was denied to her. It was when Victor repeated the process on her
left wrist that panic finally seized her.

“Let me go,”
she cried and jerked frantically against the restraints. Charles
gripped her shoulders as she fought to get up and run, and Victor
wrapped one arm around her kicking legs and tipped her backwards
until her buttocks lifted from the desk. Two hard slaps to her
ridged and ravaged backside brought her back from hysteria.

“That was
foolish as well as futile,” Victor told her as her ragged breathing
steadied. “And it has persuaded me that you will have a
strapping after all.”

Amelia sobbed,
sitting uselessly on the desk, legs dangling and her hands
imprisoned. She knew she was helpless and her mind was transfixed
by the thought they could do anything, anything – and she
could not raise even a single hand to prevent it. But that had been
only part of the cause of her outburst. Though fear churned her
belly, it was the tingling excitement of arousal that Amelia felt
between her thighs. And that terrified her even more.

“Please,
Victor,” she begged, hoarsely.

Victor
laughed. “Master, my lovely wench.” He seized her breasts,
squeezing each of them in turn. “Say it.”

“Master,”
Amelia said and a tremor teased her sex.

Grinning,
Victor pushed her backwards, and she could not reach out her hands
to stop herself falling. Her heart leapt then leapt again as strong
arms encircled her. A hand cupped one generous teat and she felt
her head tilted back and had a brief moment to look into Charles’s
eyes before his mouth came down on hers. The pressure of his palm
against her nipple was frighteningly exciting, and when Amelia felt
Victor’s arm close about her thighs she could not stop her wayward
sex quivering in anticipation. He held her legs clamped tightly
together and she could feel his lips on her skin and then the
warmth of his tongue exploring the softness of her thighs.

For one wild
and hopeless moment, Amelia struggled to resist the feelings
welling up within her. Unthinking, she tried to raise her hands to
ward off her tormentors. The chains jerked on her wrists. It was
her undoing. The feel of the hard metal bracelets tightening made
her head spin. She felt the absolute terror of being utterly
defenceless – and a huge thrill of excitement. In that horrible,
frightening and intensely arousing moment, one thought suddenly
penetrated the fog of Amelia’s chaotic emotions with awesome
clarity. She wanted to be beaten.

Her rational
sense recoiled in horror from the stunning revelation. Her physical
reaction was once more to struggle to escape the touch of her
captors, but that only made their grip on her tighten and sent more
thrills of pleasure through her writhing body.

She groaned as
Victor’s mouth reached the smooth, soft mound where her pubic hair
should have been. Amelia watched through half-closed eyes as he
kissed it and shivered expectantly as his tongue explored wetly
downwards to the crevice between her labia. She tried to open her
legs and afford it entry but Victor held them firmly closed,
trapping her heat within her damp and quivering sex. There was no
voice inside Amelia now that cried for it to stop. Her darkest
desires had her in a grip even more inflexible than that of her
masters. She gave up her lips to Charles, met his probing tongue
with hers, feeling his long fingers teasing her aching breasts
while Victors mouth roamed exhilaratingly close to her burning
sex.

Charles
stopped kissing her but only to turn his attention to one of her
upright nipples, sucking hard and bringing fresh moans of
excitement to her wet-lipped mouth. The sounds were stifled when
another mouth closed over Amelia’s, softer and more tender, but
just as demanding. Even before she opened her eyes, Amelia knew
that Sophie had seized the chance to join in. She reached for the
girl’s delicately pointed breasts, jutting invitingly before her,
only to feel once more the tightening of the bracelets around her
wrists as the unyielding chains abruptly stopped her. Again, the
overwhelming helplessness of her position was brought home to her
and, lost to her fearful excitement, she gave herself up to the
pleasure.

Hands and
mouths seemed to be everywhere upon her, smoothing and stroking,
pinching and teasing, sucking, licking, kissing, all driving her
desire towards its peak. Between her tightly clamped thighs,
Victor’s tongue tickled and teased her clitoris until it swelled
and hardened. Charles sucked on one of her nipples, drawing the
whole of the stiff point deep into his mouth while his hand stroked
the smooth skin from Amelia’s belly to her breasts. Sophie kissed
her face and lips and neck. and squeezed and kneaded her other
breast until Amelia felt as if her nipple must surely burst.

Monster though
Victor was, she ached for the touch of his cock, to be pierced by
the hard, thick flesh and feel its arrogance fill her and make her
melt with ecstasy. She wanted Charles to push her to her knees and
plunge his penis into her, harsh and demanding, bending her to his
will as she crouched helpless and exposed before him. And, too, she
wanted to feel the stinging strap and hear the crack of leather on
her bare buttocks, feel her body jerk beneath each blow and the
fiery pain that would intensify the furnace heat in her sex. Amelia
would have orgasmed then if Victor had not taken his mouth from the
distended bud of her clitoris.

“I think she’s
ready now,” he said, drawing her legs apart. “Charles, would you
oblige me.”

Eyes and
thoughts clouded by passion, Amelia vaguely saw Charles join
Victor, each taking one of her ankles in a deliciously tight grip,
and then placing a hand on one of her thighs. She trembled as the
two men stroked their way slowly towards her pink, pulsating pussy.
Sophie was behind her, holding her half-upright while her skilful
little hands teased Amelia’s breasts mercilessly.

“Ooh! Please,
please!” Amelia was not begging them to stop.

For what
seemed an age, the two men toyed with her, exploring the little
creases in her skin where thighs met crotch, stroking her soft
mound or hard bud, or her damp and swollen outer labia. Amelia
gasped and moaned in an agony of expectation while they tantalised
her. Even the sting when someone’s finger caught the tiny ring in
the little wound just below her sex was only another spur to her
excitement. She no longer cared if it had a purpose. She no longer
felt ashamed of her eagerness as she lifted her hips to offer her
trembling sex to her tormentors. She wanted their cocks. The
knowledge might have kindled the tiniest spark of self-disgust in
her, if she had still been capable of rational thought, but her
mind was now nothing but a whirlpool of tumultuous desire.

“Yes, oh yes!”
she cried suddenly. Victor and Charles had each penetrated her with
a finger. Amelia wriggled against them as thrilling jolts of
pleasure coursed through her sheath and all the way to her
belly.

“Ah”, Victor
said, “such a response every time.”

“Incredible,”
Charles said, rubbing his fingertip over Amelia’s bud and smiling
as it grew larger before his eyes. “See how her clit swells and how
red her inner lips have become, and how they have fattened?”

“And how her
juices flow,” Victor added, withdrawing his wet fingers. “She is
definitely ready now.”

Abstractedly,
Amelia recognised they were speaking about her as if she was an
object, to be discussed but never to be included in the discussion
- an object to be picked up and used or put aside for later, as it
pleased the men who now governed her life. With every fibre of her
body burning in urgent need, with Sophie’s hands maddeningly
kneading her breasts and Charles’s relentless teasing of her
clitoris goading her to the brink of climax, Amelia wanted to be
nothing more.

She felt a
momentary disappointment when her passion-clouded eyes turned to
Victor and saw that he had not exposed the hard, throbbing length
of the penis she needed so badly. Then he drew the ivory phallus
from his pocket - her phallus, her own toy - and was
screwing a small, flattened loop of brass into its base. The tiny
hole into which it fitted had always been there but the young woman
had never wondered about its purpose. She had always had more
urgent things on her mind when she touched the hard ivory, just as
she had now.

Victor turned
the object in his hand until the rounded tip was pointing at
Amelia. Her heart fluttered and her belly flipped as the warm
phallus touched her quivering sex. Mouth parted, tongue flickering
over her full lips, Amelia felt her thighs twitch as Victor pushed
the full length of the false cock into her. Swift, shuddering
delight filled her and her sudden squirming made Sophie grip her
breasts more tightly. With a long groan, she flung back her head
and the blonde kissed her cheek and then her lips.

“Isn’t it
lovely?” Sophie breathed huskily.

Too overcome,
Amelia could only moan in response. Rolling her head from side to
side, she waited breathlessly for Victor to begin moving the dildo
within her. Instead, he relinquished his hold on her ankle to
Charles and went again to the tin trunk by the desk, returning with
a leather strap in his hand. For several pulse-quickening seconds
Amelia thought he was going to beat her, but then he was standing
between her opened legs and slipping one end of the strap through
the front buckle of the belt around her waist.

“Oh!” Amelia
said, surprise mingling with her disappointment. Victor fastened
the strap then slipped the free end through the flat, brass loop on
the end of the phallus that protruded from Amelia’s sex.

“Up,” he
ordered, pulling her to her feet. As Amelia swayed, light-headed,
Charles supported her, while Victor fed the loose end of the strap
between her legs. She felt his hand fumbling at the buckle on the
back of her waist belt.

“Oh!” Amelia
said again as the strap was pulled into the crease in her bottom
and then, “Oh!” more loudly as Victor jerked it tight and the
narrow leather forced apart the outer lips of her sex, pushing the
ivory deeper and pressing hard against her erect clitoris. Mind
whirling, Amelia felt him buckle the strap behind. Victor gave her
a push. She staggered a few steps and felt her eyes go wide.

“Oh,” Amelia
said, well aware how often the sound had been on her lips in the
last few moments.

“Walk,” Victor
told her.

Dazed, Amelia
looked at him. He nodded towards the wall.

“Walk there,
turn and come back.”

Fear and
passion warred within her. Mortified by Victor’s despicable abuse,
she desperately wanted him to remove the belt. But her sex was
seething with such an incredible feeling that it was demanding she
obey. Panting, heart racing, Amelia took a tentative step. The
phallus moved in her sex and the leather strap rubbed against her
labia and pressed hard onto the point of her clitoris.

Acutely
conscious that Victor, Charles and Sophie were watching her every
move, she tried to walk as naturally as she could to the wall. By
the time she reached it she was teetering and almost at boiling
point. Every step caused a jolting, tingling shock between her legs
and the phallus seemed to fill her more than ever it had done
before. She stopped, breasts heaving, staring at the bookshelves
inches from her face, and incongruously found herself trying to
read the titles on the spines of the books. How she must look – her
neck collared, her wrists confined by chains, the leather strap
caught up so tightly between the round halves of her cruelly marked
bottom that the outer lips of her sex had closed over it.

Sudden shame
filled Amelia and her heart ached at the hateful ignominy of what
they had done to her. How humiliating it was to be made to perform
for her masters. She turned and faced them. They were watching
avidly. How degrading it was to be forced to submit to their
stares. And oh, how deeply and intensely exciting! She dared not
move for fear she might faint from sheer pleasure.

Victor held
out his hand. “Come to me.”

Belly
quivering, Amelia took a step and the thrill of it again drove
everything from her mind but her desire. Slowly, awkwardly because
of her chained wrists and much more so from the wild pulsing of her
sheath around the false penis, she tottered towards her waiting
captors. Victor’s predatory smile was on his face. Charles was
grinning wolfishly. Sophie leant back against the desk, legs
spread, eyes half-closed as one glistening finger slid in and out
of her sex.

A sudden spasm
convulsed Amelia’s sheath, making her stumble. Victor reached out,
pulling her into his arms to stop her falling. The coarse
broadcloth of his coat grazed her distended nipples and she felt
the hard length of his cock against her belly. Another spasm
wriggled through her sheath as Victor crushed her against his
chest. With sparkling flashes of indescribable delight, the
all-engulfing flood of her orgasm convulsed her sex and its
rippling walls clamped around the dildo’s length. Victor held her
as she groaned and gasped in the ferocity of her release then
slumped against him, weak-kneed and whimpering.

“By gad!” He
held her at arms’ length, and despite her misty eyes, Amelia could
see his look of astonished admiration. “There, my girl, you have
been pleasured as you should be – by your master, not by your own
hand. Nor by a naughty bunny who knew very well my orders on the
matter.” Victor fixed his gaze on Sophie. “And now the pleasure is
over, we come to the punishment.”

“Oh, am I not
to be allowed to come too?” Sophie asked, still ardently rubbing
her pussy.

“In time, my
disobedient minx, but you can stop playing with yourself for now.
Pain first for you, then pleasure. And I want to see how Amelia
behaves when she gets the opposite.”

So she had not
escaped, Amelia thought dejectedly and her belly shrank. It had
been a vain hope with Victor’s penis still straining his trousers.
Charles showed the same evidence of his lust as he walked the
length of the room and returned pushing one of the two library
ladders used to reach the higher bookshelves. Amelia’s stomach
redoubled its fluttering as she remembered that, like the library
tables, the ladders had several brass rings inset into their
mahogany frames. She had to steady herself against the desk when
Victor let go of her. With its leather wheels squeaking shrilly, he
brought the second ladder from the opposite wall and halted it
beside the first. Amelia felt a powerful urge to run. Even if she
could have found the courage, she knew that with her wrists chained
and the phallus still filling her twitching sex, she had no chance
of escape.

Her heart
thumped as Victor went to the alcove by the fireplace where he had
fixed the wall case full of whips and canes he and Charles had
fetched from the attic. Amelia was still suspicious about how
perfectly the case fitted the alcove, which had always been empty
during her time as custodian of the Hall. Trepidation banished the
thought when she saw Victor’s hand rest on the wide, leather strap
he had used once before to flog her. His bulk blocked her view for
a moment and Amelia held her breath, waiting for him to turn. It
escaped in a rush when he did and revealed it was not the strap but
a quirt he held in his big fist. Amelia felt her buttocks clench
involuntarily and her sex tighten around the dildo as she eyed the
short-handled whip with its tapering two-foot tail of tightly
plaited, leather strands.

While Victor
took off his frock coat and rolled up his sleeves, Charles
manhandled Amelia to one of the ladders, pressing her back to the
wooden framework. He freed one of her wrists from the waist belt
and immediately chained it diagonally above her head to a ring on
the frame, then did the same with the other.

“Oh, no,”
Amelia said hoarsely when Victor produced two narrow, black leather
bands identical to those encircling her wrists. She did not resist
when he fastened them around her ankles, even though she longed to
kick out at his smugly smiling face. He chained the rings on the
anklets to two others at the bottom of the ladder, fastening her
feet a few inches apart. Charles added more chains to the rings
either side of Amelia’s waist belt, securing it to the solid wooden
bar pressing into the small of her back. When he was finished, she
could barely move.

“Not my
bottom, please, Master,” Sophie begged as Charles pushed her
towards the second ladder.

Victor
laughed. “No my dear, not this time.” His grin stayed on his face
as he and Charles fastened Sophie in the same way as Amelia, using
leather cuffs and chains from the tin trunk. Though she wore no
waist belt, the girl could move little more than Amelia and had to
stand on her toes to take the strain off her arms when the two men
were finished. Only then did Amelia realise the significance of
being bound with her back to the ladder. Her bottom was also to be
spared. But at what cost to some other tender part of her
defenceless body?
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Amelia’s belly
clenched, contracting the length of her sheath on the phallus and
tightening her vulva around the strap pulled tight between it. She
could see the narrow leather biting into the plumpness of her bare
mound, making the flesh swell on either side. It was causing the
strangest sensations, uncomfortable yet paradoxically not
unpleasant. And, though she was weak and tired after her orgasm,
the contact of the tightly-cinched strap against her clitoris was
keeping the bud hard and pulsing. She was very aware of the
phallus, and how even the movements of her breathing were enough to
send little tremors running through her pussy.

The tail of
the quirt appeared close beside Amelia’s chained feet, and she
looked up with sudden dread to see Victor shake out its plaited
length and lift his arm. Amelia turned her head aside and saw dust
motes floating in the sunlit room. Reflex made her close her eyes
as Victor lashed the whip forward. Blazing pain seared the fronts
of Amelia’s thighs. Half-strangling with shock, she shrieked,
jerking and wriggling as she always did when she was punished. No
one could have suffered the fiery needles of agony lancing through
her thighs and remained unmoving. No one could have stifled a
scream when a second, high-pitched crack of leather on flesh was
followed immediately by another streak of scorching fire across
defenceless skin. The ladder shook slightly as her muscles tensed
against the pain but there was no rattling of chains – they
stretched her limbs far too tightly for that.

She shrieked
again with the torment of the third stroke that lashed fiercely
onto her firm-muscled thighs. The fourth made her howl as the
weighted tip of the whip curled around the top of her leg and bit
hard. It happened again when Victor’s fifth blow cracked down on
the same spot, and Amelia twisted frantically in her tight
restraints. Even when the sixth stripe proved to be the last, the
fiery pain made it impossible for her to keep still. Blinking her
tears away, she saw Victor pass the short horsewhip to Charles and
had to listen to him cracking the leather wickedly across Sophie’s
slender thighs. The girl cried loudly, and Charles lashed her
without restraint, but Amelia could not help feeling a little
resentful when he stopped after dealing her only four strokes.

“It’s not
unhandy,” Charles said. “It will just take a little getting used
to.”

“No doubt, but
what better place than here to master the techniques?” Without
warning, Victor slashed the quirt across Sophie’s little breasts.
Her shriek echoed from the rafters and she jerked her head back
from the wicked proximity of the whip as it scored a second crimson
line across her conical teats. Charles cupped Amelia’s right
breast, teasing her turgid nipple fully erect, his eyes bright as
he watched Sophie screaming and bucking in her chains under two
further blows from the quirt. Amelia saw her rigid body sag when
the weeping blonde realised the punishment was over, her small,
cruelly-striped breasts heaving and her legs trembling with
shock.

“You didn’t
like your last tit-whipping, did you, Amelia?” Charles said and
licked his lips as he took the quirt from Victor’s outstretched
hand.

Amelia’s sex
clenched around the dildo filling it. “No, Master.”

Charles
unclipped the chains holding Amelia’s belt to the ladder and
flicked one of her nipples with his forefinger. “I’ll make sure you
don’t like this one either.”

She raised her
head up, turning it from his grinning face and steeling herself for
fresh agony as he stepped back. It was still a shock when the
tightly plaited strands of the whip scorched a fiery trail across
both of her jutting breasts, just above her nipples. Amelia
screamed, staring up at the roof above her, her unseeing eyes wide
with disbelief. The pain in her thighs had seemed incredible, but
this was inexpressible torture. Charles second stroke was clumsy,
landing just under her stinging globes and searing deeply into the
shallow flesh covering her ribs. Amelia’s shriek was louder than
any she had given before, and she tore at her chains in an
uncontrollable frenzy that threatened to rip her arms from their
sockets.

The release of
the belt had freed her hips enough to writhe from side to side,
which set the dildo moving within her. Little tremors filled her
sex, only to be swamped by the blazing pain as her breasts bounced
wildly under a fresh assault from the quirt. Mouth contorting as
she gave another agonised shriek, Amelia squirmed once more. Her
arousal sparkled in response, and she could feel how her clitoris
pressed hard onto the strap bisecting her vulva. Again the searing
cut of the leather overwhelmed the growing excitement, but it
resurfaced quickly, spreading tingling warmth through her belly. By
the time Charles had laid three more vicious lashes on her
tormented teats, the agony and arousal had intertwined in the
familiar way. It was with emotions much more confused than she
expected that Amelia watched Charles lay the whip on the desk and
join Victor in unfastening Sophie.

The men
carried the little blonde between them and laid her on the low day
couch that stood on the opposite side of the room to the desk.
Something in the tone of Sophie’s moans as she flopped on the
deep-buttoned leather told Amelia they were not of pain alone. The
fervour of the men was obvious from the speed with which they bared
their hard cocks, and the sight of two rearing erections made
Amelia’s scorching thighs tremble.

The couch was
a single flat cushion, raised at one end to form a back support.
Amelia had last used it when reading one of her beloved adventure
novels, curled up snugly before a crackling fire during the depths
of winter. She could never have guessed then that it would ever be
used in the manner Charles and Victor were doing now. With Sophie
lying on her back across the couch, Charles knelt on the floor at
one side and hooked her legs over his shoulders. Victor knelt at
the other side next to the girl’s head, which was hanging down over
the edge of the couch. Her wide blue eyes were fixed on his hard
cock.

“Ooh, Victor!”
she moaned.

“Ready?”
Victor’s question was for Charles, but it was Sophie who
replied.

“Oh, yes,
yes!” Her mouth gaped wide.

Exchanging
nods, the two men thrust their hips forward at the same moment.
Amelia caught her breath, astonished when the whole length of
Victor’s cock plunged into the petite blonde’s mouth just as
Charles forced his length to the hilt in her narrow sheath. She
thrashed and made strange huffing noises, and Amelia marvelled at
the way her throat bobbed continually above the slim collar about
her neck. How on earth could Victor’s long cock be so far in
Sophie’s little mouth that her lips were touching the curls at his
groin?

Comprehension
came suddenly, and was almost as shocking as when the first blaze
of pain had streaked across Amelia’s thighs. The huge cock was not
just in Sophie’s mouth. It was down her throat. Completely
incredulous, Amelia saw Victor pull his penis from between the
girl’s lips and her small breasts heave as she sucked in several
long breaths. Her mouth opened again and her eyes rolled in her
upside-down head as Victor thrust so deeply his balls were bouncing
on Sophie’s nose. He began undulating his hips in time with Charles
rhythmic lunges into the blonde’s sex.

Amelia watched
in awed fascination, her sheath simmering around the ivory phallus,
unaware that she was swaying her hips and adding to the tingle of
excitement teasing her erect clitoris. Every time Victor filled
Sophie’s gullet, Amelia felt a little rush of anxiety, but he
always withdrew to let her breathe and she parted her lips to take
him in again with obvious relish. Now she understood what Victor
had meant the night before. Just as Belinda found the penetration
of her anus irresistibly exciting and Jane and herself succumbed to
being beaten, Sophie’s love was this harsh, uncompromising
violation of her mouth and throat. Amelia’s belly suddenly wriggled
and sent a thrill through her pulsing sex. Not only had she
discovered Sophie’s weakness, she had just acknowledged her own –
and without a single pang of guilt.

Sophie
orgasmed with all the wild enthusiasm Amelia had come to expect
from her, though silently except for a snuffling from her nostrils,
since Victor’s cock was buried between her lips. His own climax was
heralded by the heightened tempo of his thrusts and a rising groan
that became a roar in the moment he sprayed his come down the
wriggling blonde’s throat. He held himself inside her for long
seconds, eyes screwed shut, his hips still jerking as he gasped his
pleasure, and Sophie’s throat bobbed even faster. Finally, Victor
slid free and wiped his shiny, red cock-head on the girl’s lips.
Her body was still jerking to and fro under Charles’s vigorous
assault as she sucked in deep lungfuls of air, interspersed with
husky groans of pleasure.

Charles pulled
out of her abruptly and Victor ceded his place at Sophie’s head.
Once more her jaw stretched wide, and Amelia marvelled at her
ability to keep her throat working continually when Charles
squeezed his fat cock-head into it. How the girl still had enough
presence of mind to dive a hand to her pussy and rub hard, Amelia
could only wonder. Charles came almost at once, showing the same
signs of rapture that Victor had as he spunked down the little
blonde’s gullet. It must have triggered her own climax, for she
writhed suddenly and her thighs clamped down on the hand moving
between them. For all her shuddering and squirming, she kept her
mouth firmly around Charles’s penis and her lips crushed against
his groin.

When he at
last pulled away, Sophie gave a cough, lying with her eyes closed,
panting and inert with her head still dangling over the edge of the
couch. Victor and Charles were not yet done with her, however. As
soon as her breathing had eased sufficiently, they made her kneel
on the couch to lick their flagging cocks and tuck them back into
their trousers. Amelia noticed that its height was ideal to
facilitate the activity, as well as being just right to allow a man
kneeling on the floor to perfectly penetrate a woman lying on the
couch’s leather cushion. From what she had learned about the dual
purposes of the library’s other furniture, she was sure it was not
coincidence.

The sight of
the red weals striping Sophie’s thighs and breasts made Amelia look
at her own tortured body. Fiery welts burned her skin, raw and
ugly, buzzing and throbbing. For now, the state of arousal the
convergence of her pain and pleasure was causing was holding the
worst at bay. Only later, when the phallus and the heat in her sex
were gone, would she feel the hurt, the horror and the shame of
what they had done to her. A frightening thought made her belly
flip and drove home how utterly Victor dominated her. What if he
chose to let the dildo remain where it was?

Victor did not
remove the hard ivory when he released Amelia from the ladder and
made her stand next to Sophie before the big windows overlooking
the balustraded patio and the formal garden beyond. The gardens
would be showing their neglect soon, now that Victor had dismissed
all of the Hall’s staff, Amelia thought distractedly amid the
tickling of the phallus her short walk had caused. While Charles
chained the leather cuffs on Sophie’s wrists together, Victor
secured Amelia’s metal bracelets.

“Hands up,
feet apart,” he instructed, and the girls had to lift their
fastened hands over their heads to clasp them to their necks. An
irritating lock of hair hung over Amelia’s left eye, and Sophie’s
elaborate coiffure had not escaped her ordeal unscathed. Amelia had
the feeling it would be the least of their concerns as Victor’s
steely eye rested on them both.

“You have been
disciplined as the notebook recommends for those lacking in
obedience, and you have been pleasured because it pleased me to do
so.” His self-satisfaction was clear in his mirthless smile. “The
measure of both was entirely my decision and will remain so.”
Victor’s hand shot out and closed on one of Amelia’s ravaged teats.
She gave a startled cry, only the chains on her wrists keeping her
from clutching at her pain. “Did you like the pleasure?” Victor
demanded.

“Yes, Master,”
Amelia confessed in cringing embarrassment.

“Did you like
the pain?” He squeezed her buzzing breast.

“N...no,
Master.” It was only half a lie.

His hand
dropped to the leather strap where it disappeared between her
labia. “Still,” he barked as Amelia shifted nervously. She lowered
her eyes from his and watched his finger rub over her sex. He
chuckled. “She’s soaking wet, Charles.”

“Then we
should punish her for being untruthful,” Dunkerley said.

“Oh, no,
please, Masters!”

They laughed,
and Amelia felt her cheeks flush hot. Victor took his finger from
her sex and stroked it over one of the ridges the quirt had carved
across Sophie’s left breast. “Did you like the pain, my dear?” he
asked, his fingertip following the red stripe to where it ended in
a fleck of blood in the girl’s armpit.

She winced and
shook her head emphatically. “No, Master. My titties are really
hurting.”

“Did you like
the pleasure?”

A grin spread
across her face. “Oh, yes! That was really nice.”

“Well, it
won’t happen again if you keep playing with Amelia. I may allow you
a little petting for my own amusement, but no touching each other
unless I say so. And you, Amelia, if you will not learn obedience,
will see me take a rattan to your backside and keep hitting ‘til
I’m sure you’re not enjoying it. And if that doesn’t work, you can
expect to spend every night in the cellar with your wrists chained
behind you. It is I who dictate when my slaves feel pleasure, not
you. Is that understood?”

All Amelia
could do was agree, her thoughts completely disordered by the way
her sex was shivering with excitement at Victor’s domineering tone
and his use of the word that frightened her so much.

“Now, you can
both reflect on the consequences of your actions, and if I see so
much as a twitch from either of you, you’ll learn how the quirt
feels on your mischievous bottoms.” Victor stalked off towards the
desk and began a low-voiced conversation with Charles, which Amelia
strained to overhear. It did no good. All she caught clearly was
Charles comment on the contrasting size of her breasts and
Sophie’s, and the laughter that followed.

The sunshine
slanting through the windows at her back was hot on her skin,
especially on the rounds of her buttocks, still sensitive after
their caning. The glass magnified the heat, and soon the drone of
the conversation was mere background noise as Amelia focused on her
increasing discomfort. She found that by tightening and relaxing
her sphincter she could make the dildo move in her sex, and the
little pleasurable quivers it caused helped distract her for a
while. However, the increasingly uncomfortable burning quickly
spread upwards from her bottom to her shoulder blades and the back
of her head. Little rivulets of sweat ran over her skin, stinging
the raw, red stripes on her breasts and thighs and making her
crotch itch as well as prickle. Her muscles began to ache and cramp
from their enforced immobility.

Gradually,
Amelia sank into a dull lassitude, beginning with a numb feeling
across the top of her head that seemed to penetrate all the way to
her brain. Fully conscious of her many discomforts, she felt a
strange detachment, as though only part of her was experiencing
them while the rest of her was far away. She swayed suddenly.
Jerked from her torpor, Amelia looked in alarm at Charles and
Victor, afraid they had seen her move.

“But are you
sure this is the best way?” Charles words were loud enough for
Amelia to hear distinctly.

“Of course. Do
you think I haven’t considered the alternatives? This is a great
opportunity, my dear fellow. How many people get to indulge in
their favourite pastime and make money at the same time?”
Victor’s enthusiasm equalled that he put into flogging his
bunnies.

“We could go
more slowly,” Charles said. “There’s the thousand pounds Amelia
had, and there must be money in the estate accounts.”

“Not enough. I
don’t mean to start small in this, Charles. The sooner we get
things running, the sooner we will start to turn a profit.”

“But we’ll
never cope with just three of us.”

“We can hire
help in town. I know some people.”

“They had
damned well better be trustworthy,” Charles said. “You do know the
penalties if the authorities ever learn what we are doing?”

Victor cast a
glance towards the windows, as if he had just remembered the girls’
presence. Whatever his reply, Amelia did not hear as he lowered his
head and his voice to continue the discussion.

At once,
Amelia wondered what their plan was. She would have dearly liked to
know, having the most unsettling feeling it involved herself and
the other captives. Her fears were soon overtaken by her physical
distress, and she realised she had a more immediate reason to feel
uneasy. Ever since Sophie had caressed her in the kitchen, the
pressure had been building in her bladder and was now approaching a
level that would soon make it foremost among her discomforts. The
last thing she wanted to do was to draw Victor’s attention to her,
but she was sure she would have another humiliating accident if she
did not. Amelia sucked in a long breath and opened her mouth. The
door opened before a word passed her lips.

“Dinner on the
half-hour, gentlemen,” Judith announced, and grinned as she spied
the girls sweating in the sunshine. “Oh, pretty!” she said as she
came close, eyeing the fresh welts decorating Amelia’s skin. Her
gaze lifted to her face. “I see you’ve been getting some of what
you deserve, Amelia.” She looked at the waist belt and the strap
cutting into the girl’s sex and sniffed. “And some of what you
don’t.”

Victor
strolled across, the quirt in his hand. “We tried this on them.
Thought we’d see what it can do.”

Judith took it
from him and stretched the leather between her hands. “Ah, yes. A
trifle clumsy until one gets the knack of it. There’s an art to
laying it on straight and to making the tip curl at the last second
of the stroke so it lands first. She flicked the whip out underarm
and cracked it sharply against the end of the day-couch. Amelia
jumped and Sophie’s chains clinked noisily.

“It seems you
have experience with it,” Charles said. “You must give us some
instruction.

“With
pleasure. I’ll own it is some time since I used such an implement
but it isn’t something one forgets.” Her laughter tinkled merrily,
and she reached out and tweaked Sophie’s left nipple that was
swollen and darkened from the bite of the quirt. The blonde jerked
and whimpered and Judith laughed again. “I’ll bet you howled when
you got that one, little minx.” She cupped the lower curve of
Amelia’s right breast, scraping a fingernail across its smarting
weals as she lifted the teat in her hand. Amelia shivered despite
the fierce sunshine and Judith let the breast drop so it bounced
painfully, and Amelia gave a cry. To her horror, she felt a little
squirt of piss mingle with the sweat and juices bathing her
thighs.

“Please,
Master,” she said above Judith’s continuing laughter, addressing
Victor. “I need the lavatory.”

“So do I,”
Sophie said at once.

“You mean you
need to piss?” Judith said before Victor could respond.

“Yes,
Mistress,” Amelia answered.

“Then say
so.”

“I need to
piss, Mistress,” Amelia said, desperation overcoming
embarrassment.

“Should we
permit it, Victor?” Judith asked, while Amelia stood with her teeth
clenched, resisting the urge to hop from foot to foot.

“Most
definitely. I have no wish to be anywhere near Amelia if she wets
herself while wearing that belt.” Victor looked around. “There’s no
piss-pot in here.”

“They can go
outside,” Charles suggested with a nod towards the patio.

Victor
unlocked the library door while Charles undid the strap between
Amelia’s legs. Too afraid of the result if she relaxed her tensed
belly for even a second, Amelia felt every notch and rib carved
into the dildo slide over the clenched walls of her pussy as
Charles withdrew it. She shuddered, nipping her sphincter tighter
as he pushed her through the open door where Victor and Judith
already waited, and stood her next to Sophie. Immediately, Amelia
felt a gentle breeze caress her skin, wonderfully cooling.

“Turn around,”
Judith ordered. Both girls turned smartly, Amelia longing to get on
with it. She saw her reflection in the window, naked, collared,
breasts out-thrust. Judith’s image appeared beside it, arms folded,
the quirt dangling carelessly from one hand. “Over you go. Touch
your toes.”

Amelia sensed
Sophie’s head turn, and they exchanged nervous glances as they bent
and stretched their chained hands down. “Stand well back,
gentlemen,” Judith warned, laughing. “Now, you sluts, piss.”

She would feel
the humiliation when she relived the moment later, Amelia thought,
but for now it was only blissful relief to let go in front of her
tormentors. The twisting pain in her bladder eased quickly as her
urine spurted onto the flagstones of the patio.

“Don’t get too
close, Victor,” Amelia heard Charles say from behind her. As
laughter followed his words, she could not help but imagine the
spectacle she presented, bent double with her fingertips on her
toes. The bruised rounds of her bottom cheeks and swelling, bald
crescents of her labia were entirely on display for her captors’
entertainment and, she thought with a momentary shock, the little
gold ring that pierced her perineum would be shining in the
sunlight. Looking between her thighs, she could see the gape of her
relaxed vulva with a stream of glittering piss squirting from it
towards where Charles and Victor stood grinning. It splashed short
of them to form a spreading puddle beside the one that Sophie was
making as her golden fountain arced high and spattered in a shiny
cascade of sunlit droplets on the stone of the patio.

With the
urgency of her need subsiding, Amelia watched the pools of piss
expand and become one, flowing steadily towards the feet of the
men. Her shame and disgust rose at how they were enjoying the
exhibition she and Sophie were being forced to give for nothing
more than their captors’ amusement. Yet beneath her repugnance, she
could not deny there was something stimulating about the knowledge
she was also provoking their desire. And was that not the most
important of a slave girl’s duties? Amelia shrank from the thought
in horror as the last dribbles of her piss pattered on to the
flagstones. Seconds later she heard Sophie give a long sigh and the
gentle trickling sounds beside her stopped.

A sudden
swishing from behind ended in a smack of leather on flesh. Amelia
screamed and dropped to the ground, clutching her manacled hands at
the blistering fire that suddenly seared her sex. She writhed on
the hot stone, rubbing frantically on the plump swells of her outer
lips while they stung and throbbed from the bite of the quirt.

“Right on
target,” she heard Judith say gleefully. “Sorry, gentlemen. The way
her cheeky little pussy was pouting at me, I just couldn’t resist
the temptation. But now you see how effective the tip of the quirt
can be in the right hands.”

Why was she
apologising to them, Amelia thought indignantly? It was her
that she had hurt. She rubbed harder, doing little to ease the
awful pain. Judith’s fingers hooking under her collar brought her
immediately, though unsteadily, to her feet.

“There, that’s
a different sort of heat in your cunt, isn’t it? It might keep your
fingers out of it for a little while.” Her light laugh seemed more
appropriate to a social gathering than a cruel torture session.

“And our
cocks, Judith,” Victor snapped. “I hope what you’ve done will not
deny us use of her.”

Amelia wiped a
forearm across her tear-filled eyes and saw he was frowning at her.
It made her raise her hands to the back of her neck as Sophie had
already done. She did not want to do anything to direct his anger
at herself.

“Not a bit of
it,” Judith said, still amused. “It’s just a little pain.
She’s already over the worst of it, see?” She reached out before
Amelia could even think of evading the finger that thrust between
her blazing sex lips. “Why, she’s even still wet. She’ll be as
right as rain by the time you return.”

“She had
better be,” Victor said and gave Judith a look of disapproval.

She let Amelia
squirm free of her finger. “Oh, tush! Don’t take on so,” she said
airily. “Think of all those other girls you’ll soon be playing
with. Come along now. Dinner will be ready and these two need a
bath before we sit at table.”

Judith led the
way indoors, missing the grudging look that passed between the men
before they followed. Amelia saw, but paid it scant attention. She
was too busy nursing her pain and wondering at the meaning behind
her former companion’s unguarded comment.

 


* * *

 


“Clothing,”
Victor said, leaning back in Jonathan’s chair behind Jonathan’s
desk in the library and folding his hands over his stomach. He
looked up from the pages of the notebook and surveyed the four
naked young women standing before him.

Amelia was in
the position she had come to think of as attention, her hands,
thankfully no longer chained, clasped together on the back of her
collar. She stared fixedly at a point above Victor’s head as the
knot of trepidation in her belly tightened. What devilry was he
planning now?

Every part of
her body was hurting, from the tips of her toes to the top of her
dully aching head. The pain was worst in her whipped breasts and
thighs, and her labia, throbbing and smarting at the same time from
the single, agonising bite Judith had dealt her with the quirt
because she ‘couldn’t resist the temptation’. Her muscles tensed as
Victor looked at her and broke the pregnant silence that had
followed his first word.

“You have been
asking me since our first day together for something to wear,
Amelia,” Victor said. “Now it pleases me to grant your
request.”

Did he mean
it? Despite her previous disappointments, Amelia felt hope rise in
her breast. She felt terribly the humiliation of her constant
nudity. It did to her all the things described in Victor’s book.
She longed to be clothed.

From a drawer
of the desk, Victor produced a linen bag, instantly recognisable as
having come from the old trunk that now stood beside the desk, but
which Amelia had first discovered in the attic. Heart aching, she
fought back tears of bitter disillusionment. Everything that came
from the trunk did nothing but add to her suffering. Even the ivory
dildo she had once prized so highly had been used to debase her for
the entertainment of her tormentors. Before Victor had finished
emptying the bag’s contents onto the desk, Amelia was certain she
would not like whatever it contained. She was puzzled however, when
she saw the chains and scraps of material that spilled from it.
Victor lifted one of the chains, of shiny, expensive steel, not the
wrought iron of those Amelia had had to polish a few days earlier.
It hung in a continuous loop until he loosened a catch much like a
larger version of one that might fasten a necklace and laid the
chain in a line on the desktop. He did the same with three more,
replaced the rest in the bag and picked up the stack of little,
triangular pieces of material it had also contained.

Four chains,
four girls, ran through Amelia’s mind. Her belly’s fluttering
increased and it rumbled, making her wish she had done more than
pick at her food during dinner. But to sit at table, struggling to
keep her weight off her fiercely stinging sex while facing the
woman who had inflicted the awful pain, had robbed her of all
appetite. At the end of the meal, Victor had ostentatiously
announced that the dishes could wait and he was in the mood for
some amusement. That was when the captives had exchanged anxious
looks and soon afterwards found themselves lined up facing him
across the library desk.

“Now, which
colour for Amelia?” Victor asked, fanning out the tiny triangles in
his hands. There must be twenty at least, in various colours and
varying shades. Amelia was still having difficulty finding any
connection between what was happening and Victor’s mention of
clothing.

“Virgin
white,” Charles suggested.

“She’s hardly
virgin, as you can both attest,” Judith said, laughing lightly.

“Well, she’s
as near as we have. The others have all had a good buggering at one
time or another.” Charles turned to Amelia. “Did you ever put that
dildo of yours up your arse?”

She shook her
head emphatically, wincing in pain as her breasts swayed. A new
dread filled her. She had naively believed that only Belinda had to
suffer the coarse indignity of taking the men’s cocks in her
anus.

“There you
are,” Charles said as if her denial proved his point.

“I rather
fancy white for Belinda,” Victor said. “Her skin has a tint of
honey to it, which the white would set off rather well.”

“Why, you are
perfectly right, Victor,” Judith said. “I never knew you were so
artistic.”

“Only where
our little bunnies are concerned. I want them always looking their
best. It is their duty to their masters.” He thumbed the material
again and selected a red triangle. “This one, I think.”

Amelia stared
at it. She was no closer to understanding, but in her few days with
Victor she had learned to fear what she did not understand. Her
right thigh gave a nervous tic as he rose.

“No need to be
nervous, my frisky filly,” Victor said, lifting a chain from the
desk, but she saw Charles moving to stand behind her as Victor came
closer. “This isn’t going to hurt. It’s what you want, isn’t
it?”

At that
moment, it was the last thing Amelia wanted. The whole day had been
hell. Even her bath before dinner had only aggravated the pain of
her latest hurts. Nevertheless, she kept still while Victor
encircled her hips with his steel chain, fastened it and stood back
to view the effect.

“Hmm,” he
said, as if he had just dipped a finger in the honey pot and licked
it.

“I think I see
now where this is going,” Judith said. “How fascinating.”

Bewildered,
Amelia wished she had the same insight. Like her collar and
bracelets, and the anklets that Victor had not removed, the chain
was light but with enough weight to constantly remind her of its
presence. Unless it was simply another reminder of her servitude,
she could not guess its purpose. She eyed the triangle in Victor’s
hand. It was slightly longer than it was wide and less than three
inches across at its base. At each corner were small catches of the
same design as that which joined the chain around her hips. It was
not cloth, as she had thought. Nor was it leather, as its slight
shine at first suggested. It was too fine and supple for that.
Baffled, Amelia looked inquiringly at Victor.

He grinned.
“Cat-skin. Most appropriate for covering naughty pussies.”
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Covering?
Amelia felt a faint dawning of understanding. She almost dropped
her hands from her neck as she shrank from the piece of skin Victor
held out. Charles gripped her waist. Gut churning, she felt
Victor’s fingers tickle her abdomen as he attached the two catches
on the triangle’s upper corners to two round links among the
otherwise oval ones on the front of the chain. He adjusted it to
rest low on the swell of Amelia’s mound until the tiny, thin
cat-leather just concealed her slit.

Tears welled
up in Amelia’s eyes. This was the clothing Victor had promised. It
was nothing more than a cruel joke, yet another way to humiliate
her and emphasise her helplessness. And, as Victor’s hands on her
hips turned her backside towards him, she realised it was not
over.

“Watch
closely. This is the best bit.” He slapped her bottom. “Bend
over.”

For the third
time that day, Amelia presented her bare backside to her captors,
her heart thumping as loudly as it had on the first occasion. Her
smarting thighs trembled as Victor pushed them wider and reached
between to draw the downward-facing point of the triangle
backwards.

“Oh!” The skin
made contact with Amelia’s sex, and she felt wretched as full
understanding came only in the final moment. Victor’s fingers
groped around the place where her thighs and buttocks joined, and
he fastened the catch on the point of the triangle to the gold ring
piercing Amelia’s skin between sex and anus. A tear dripped from
her eye and made a small, dark stain on the stone floor.

“There, isn’t
that ingenious?” Victor asked, his tone enough to tell Amelia he
was beaming with satisfaction.

“Oh, simply
delightful!” Judith said. “The rear fixing to the little ring is so
very imaginative. I have been wondering all day why you put it
there. What a clever fellow you are, Victor, to have come up with
something so excitingly novel.”

“We must thank
the author of the notebook, my dear,” he replied. “It is his
ingenuity. I simply put it into practice.” He stung Amelia’s bottom
with his hand again. “Up and turn around.”

Shamed, Amelia
kept her eyes lowered. She could see the top of her slit showing in
the narrow gap between the chain and the skin triangle. Victor
dropped to one knee and moved the chain a little higher. Amelia
felt a gentle pull at the ring in her perineum and a pinprick of
pain from the unhealed piercing, repeated when Victor smoothed the
cat-skin over her sex. The tiny pouch cupped her vulva and she
could feel something pressing on her outer labia, pushing them
slightly apart. She caught her breath. She would be aware of that
contact for as long as Victor made her wear the awful thing. Its
fabric, thinner even than the finest kid glove, seemed to mould
itself to her pussy. Though she could not see it clearly, Amelia
knew that its concealment of her most intimate place would draw
more attention to the flesh than if it were bare, accentuating its
defencelessness and inviting its violation. Her horror of the mind
that had devised such degradation increased.

Victor had
Amelia stand alongside Judith and Charles so she could see when he
fastened the chain and the triangle of white cat skin on Belinda’s
unresisting body. Even the most stoical of Victor’s victims gave a
tremor as he clipped the last catch to the ring in her flesh,
turned her about, and arranged the thin covering over her pussy. It
was absolutely tiny, the merest scrap of animal skin, forming a
pouch that only just covered Belinda’s vulva. It clung to every
contour, sharply delineating the young widow’s sex lips, and just
as Victor had said, its white colour perfectly complemented the
natural honeyed shade of her skin. Amelia cringed inwardly with
self-loathing at allowing the thought to enter her head.

Only after
Victor had insisted Charles fit the chain and a black pouch on
Sophie, and Judith was in the process of taking her turn with Jane,
did Amelia catch sight of the inside of one of the triangles. She
saw a little crescent-shaped piece of leather there, no more than
an inch at its highest point, fixed to its surface by some method
that made it invisible on the outward-facing side. Instantly aware
of what it was that separated her outer lips, Amelia knew without
need of experiment the effect it would have when she walked. Here
was another refinement to the sexual torture her captors
continually inflicted on their victims.

“Belinda,
Sophie, Jane, line up,” Victor ordered. Amelia remained standing
between Charles and Judith. She could not help but look at her
companions. Jane was sniffling and tearful, Belinda outwardly
dispassionate, and from her smile and the movements she was making
with her hips, Sophie had discovered what the little ridge of
leather in her pouch could do.

“There now,”
Victor said, rubbing his hands together. “White for Belinda, black
to contrast with Sophie’s ivory skin and blonde locks, and a brown
that matches her hair for Jane.” He looked at Amelia. “And red for
you, my lovely minx, to signify the fire that’s always burning in
your cunt.”

Amelia turned
her face from his crudity. She felt no fire. There was no heat
between her thighs, nothing but a prickle of discomfort from the
pouch moulded to her sex. And another scar on her torn and
tormented emotions.

“They have
other uses too,” Victor said, holding two triangles points upwards
over Amelia’s nipples. “Only the arrangement of the chains is
different. But I much prefer their tits on show for the
present.”

“And I,”
Judith agreed, “but I must say, the thought of making them remove
their little coverings whenever I please is remarkably
stimulating.”

“Ah, let me
read what the book says.” As Victor went to the desk, Amelia
noticed the thrust of Judith’s nipples against the tight silk
bodice of her evening gown, sensed her former companion’s eyes upon
her and quickly looked away.

“Amelia.” A
sly, superior smile appeared on Judith’s face when Amelia forced
herself to meet her glittering, green eyes. “In line with the
others.” The words were a simple instruction, but Judith’s
expression was far more eloquent, and immediately made Amelia
wonder how much longer the woman would delay what she feared so
much.

Victor cleared
his throat and held up the book. “Clothing,” he read.
“The subject may be permitted to wear clothing when it is judged
the initial period of nudity has had the desired effect. Her first
reaction will be one of relief that she will no longer be naked.
However, it will rapidly become clear to her that her garments,
whether designed to cover her fully or hardly at all, are not to
conceal her body but to enhance its beauty by their decorative
effect. She will also be aware this is solely for the gratification
of her master. It should quickly become clear to her that it is not
for her to don or remove the garment when she wishes, but to do so
only by her master’s command. This will reinforce the subject’s
awareness of how profoundly she is under control and will further
impress upon her vulnerability. Instant obedience must be demanded
whenever she is required to raise or remove her covering and expose
herself. The least hesitation should be punished so that the
subject learns to respond immediately and unquestioningly to her
master’s command.

The
stimulation derived from adding a little mystery to a body
otherwise completely revealed, and the pleasure and satisfaction of
removing, or ordering the removal of the garment, should not be
underestimated.”

Victor sat
back in his chair and chuckled. “You see, Judith? Your statement
proves the truth of the author’s words.” His eyes switched to
Amelia. “A very astute observer of human behaviour, I’d call him.
Are you satisfied, now I have granted your wish?”

Amelia felt
her spirit dwindle. There could be only one answer that would not
bring pain. “Yes, Master.”

Charles
laughed. “Little liar. Do you want to know how the quirt feels on
the backs of your thighs?”

“Oh no,
Master, please!” Amelia’s eyes begged Victor, and his predator’s
smile creased his face.

“No whipping
if you unfasten your pouch at the back,” he said.

Remembering
vividly the notebook’s mention of instant punishment, Amelia
dropped her right hand from her neck and reached behind herself.
She flinched at the pressure of her forearm on the half-healed
welts on her buttocks and felt for the rear fastening of the pouch.
Arching her back to reach it pushed her hips forward, presenting a
clear view of her ill-concealed sex to her tormentors, and her
pierced flesh stung as her fingers released the fastening on the
gold ring. It did not matter, just so long as she was spared the
searing bite of the quirt. A little tingle shivered along the mouth
of her sex as her fingers brushed the cat-leather, then the catch
came free and she returned her hand to the back of her neck.

“Is it loose?”
Victor asked.

“Yes, Master.”
Amelia looked down. The pouch was still moulded to the damp swell
of her sex.

“Show me.”

Amelia felt
hot blood rush to her cheeks, and cringing embarrassment filled her
as the words of the book struck home. Insignificant though her
covering was, it was the only thing between her and total
nudity. And now she had to relinquish it for Victor’s pleasure. All
the horror of her hopelessness racked her again as she peeled the
tiny triangle from between her thighs and let it hang loose.

“Lift it.”

She raised it
and held it against her belly.

“Lean
back.”

Amelia
revealed her most intimate place to her Master. It wrung her
heart.

“Now put it
back.”

Amelia let the
pouch fall, pressed it over her sex and reached behind to refasten
it, the gold ring stinging her again. Her heart was racing as all
the effects the book described impressed themselves upon her, just
as it had said they would.

“They should
all do the same,” Charles suggested, and each girl was made to step
forward and expose herself to her captors.

“I’m going to
punish you for your snivelling,” Judith told the softly weeping
Jane when her turn came. “How severely depends on how quickly you
stop.”

Jane gave a
long sniff that lifted her big breasts. Judith pinched the girl’s
left nipple between her fingers and rubbed the point with the ball
of her thumb. Charles and Victor watched keenly, their cocks
straining their trousers. Jane blinked her tears away, trembling
gently as she fought the urge to fend off Judith’s assault.

The older
woman grinned. “It’s getting hard, Janey. Are you enjoying
this?”

The girl shook
her head, eyes darting to Victor, but if she hoped for his
intervention she was disappointed. Judith’s free hand teased Jane’s
right nipple until it hardened to the same stiff, rosy point the
left one had become.

“I do believe
the prospect of a little pain, even from me, is getting our little
innocent excited, gentlemen,” Judith said. She released Jane’s
breasts, pushed the little triangle dangling before her sex out of
the way and slid a finger between the girl’s nether lips. “Why,
yes, she’s all wet. How delicious.” She raised her glistening
finger to Jane’s mouth, pressing it to her lips. Breathing hard,
Jane tried to pull back. “Open.” Plainly struggling with the urge
to flee, Jane opened her mouth. Judith put the full length of her
finger inside it. “Close.” With the girl’s lips closed around it,
Judith slowly pulled the finger from between them. “Oh, why the
face when you taste so sweet, my dear?” she asked as the girl
grimaced.

Amelia saw
Victor and Charles swap glances, their interest clearly awakened as
they imagined the way Judith had discovered how the young brunette
tasted.

“Now put your
cunt cover back and get in line,” Judith snapped, cheeks flushed
and her erect nipples outlined by the clinging silk of her gown. “I
am reluctant to spoil the fun, gentlemen, but I must draw your
attention to the time. You have an early start tomorrow.”

“You are right
to remind us,” Victor said. “I want a fuck before I sleep. Listen,
young ladies. I am sure you already know that Charles and I are to
be absent for a day or two. We have business in London, which,
seeing you now, I wish could wait. While we are gone, Judith will
watch over you. You will obey her as you would myself, and she will
be keeping a close eye on you, rest assured. If, on my return, I
hear of any disobedience or defiance, you will discover that the
harshest chastisement you have experienced will be nothing compared
to what you will suffer. Is that clear?” He nodded satisfaction at
the chorus of ‘Yes, Master’ that followed. “Then there is one more
task remaining before we retire to our beds.” From the thud it gave
as Victor laid it on the desk, the linen bag in his hand was not
the lightest one in the old trunk. His predatory smile was back on
his face as he reached inside. “Belinda, you’re going to enjoy
this.”

Belinda gave a
gasp as Victor raised his hand. A short length of steel chain with
a large brass ball at its end hung from his finger and thumb. He
pointed. “Bend over the end of the table.”

From the
corner of her eye, Amelia saw Belinda’s head turn towards the
library table Victor indicated, then back to his cruel grin.

“If I have to
chain you, I will also beat you,” he warned. “Judith.”

The woman went
to the wall case containing the straps, whips and canes that caused
Amelia such a furore of emotion whenever she saw them. She returned
holding a thick, broad leather strap about two feet long, and
laughed delightedly when she saw Belinda leaning with her elbows on
the library table’s leather-covered surface.

“Shall I,
Victor?” Judith asked with a mischievous grin, running the stiff
leather over the palm of her hand as she came up behind
Belinda.

Victor gave a
shake of his head, swinging the brass ball back and forth as he
approached. “Arms out. Press your tits down on the table,” Victor
ordered. Amelia felt a pang of sympathy for the lovely, young
widow, as once again Judith could not resist temptation, scraping
her fingernails over the red ridges left on the girl’s buttocks by
her recent caning. Belinda hissed and wriggled.

“Stop it,
Judith. Pull her arse-cheeks apart,” Victor said testily.

Her smile
fading somewhat, Judith laid her elbows in the small of the
brunette beauty’s back and separated the out-thrust rounds of her
bottom. Amelia’s belly fluttered like a trapped bird as she watched
Victor attach the end of the chain in his hand to the one
encircling Belinda’s hips, directly above the cleft in her
buttocks. A wave of nausea swept over her and made her sway.
Charles’s hands closed on either side of her waist, just above her
own chain.

“Do you think
she’ll like it, Amelia?” His question came from behind, spoken
softly into her ear. “Remember how you felt when I made you lick
Sophie’s pussy? That’s what Belinda feels now. Remember how I
fucked you while you did it? You felt violated and humiliated,
didn’t you, but so excited too? How do you think you would feel if
it was you bent over the table? If it was your tight, little arse
that was going to be filled?”

“Noo!” Amelia
whined, horrified. It was torture enough to have to watch as Victor
pushed his forefinger through the puckered rosette of Belinda’s
anus. Her body heaved and Judith leaned on her more firmly.

“No need for
lubricant, I think.” Victor withdrew his finger and transferred the
brass ball at the chain’s end from his left hand to his right.
“Stretch her, Judith.”

Amelia caught
her breath, and next to her Jane gave a sob. The ball must have
been a good three inches wide. Judith pulled the young widow’s
buttocks apart, stretching her rear passage. It widened further as
Belinda relaxed her sphincter. Victor stood to one side so the
girls could not fail to see as he positioned the brass ball against
the gaping anus and pushed on it. Swallowing hard, Amelia heard
Belinda grunt and saw her rear entrance expanding under the
pressure. Although she knew the thick cocks of both Victor and
Charles had violated Belinda there before, it seemed incredible
that the tiny, tight hole could be forced open far enough to admit
the hard, round metal. Even as the thought entered her head, the
widest part of the ball passed through the distended opening.
Belinda’s sphincter slowly contracted around it until the entire
ball and several links of the chain disappeared inside her.

Charles
tightened his hands on Amelia’s waist and she felt her own
sphincter nip tight as a shiver ran up her spine. Victor returned
to stand before the desk.

“Stand up,
Belinda. I’m sure you know better than to try and force the ball
out without being told to,” Victor said.

The brunette
beauty rose, her back to everyone, the shiny chain very obviously
lodged in her cleft and disappearing between her firm-fleshed
buttocks. It struck Amelia that if she had not witnessed its
insertion, she would be entirely unaware that the unyielding metal
was jammed into the girl’s anus.

“Come
here.”

The young
widow’s eyes widened as she obeyed Victor’s summons. Her lower lip
quivered as she stopped in front of him.

“How does it
feel?”


“Uncomfortable, Master.”

“Is that all?”
Victor raised a doubtful eyebrow.

“No,
Master.”

Victor made a
sound of impatience as silence followed the bald negative. “Well,
must I flog it out of you? You like it, don’t you?”

“Master, it is
uncomfortable, but…but….” Belinda’s voice became a whisper. “It’s…
nice too.”

Amelia’s heart
went out to her fellow-captive as she made her shameful confession,
and Victor grinned triumphantly.

“I knew that
already. The way your nipples are standing up on your tits betrayed
you, my dear. And now you can touch your toes and expel the thing
for us.”

Belinda turned
and bent over. Charles hands gripped Amelia’s waist more tightly
and his hard cock pressed against her sore bottom.

“How wet do
you think she is? See how fast she’s breathing and the way her
backside quivers. Look, here it comes.” Amelia gulped as Belinda’s
anus expanded. A link of chain slipped out, then another and the
yellow shine of brass showed in the centre of the rapidly dilating,
brownish-pink rosette. The young widow’s thighs tensed and her
buttocks shivered as she strained. More of the metal appeared until
the widening circle of muscle bulged alarmingly and the ball
suddenly popped out.

Victor laughed
delightedly as it swung gently and bounced back against the opening
it had just escaped.

“Oh, simply
splendid!” Judith said, clapping her hands.

“Now put it
back,” Victor ordered.

Amelia did not
want to look, but the awful compulsion she always seemed to feel at
such times made her watch while Belinda reached up between her
parted thighs and pressed the hard brass against her flexed anus.
Amelia saw the little gold ring in the girl’s perineum move upwards
at the pressure and the pouch fastened to it stretch tighter over
her sex, and then the ball vanished again into the brunette
beauty’s rectum. Breathing hard, she held her bent position until
Victor gave her permission to take her place in line. Amelia saw
the girl’s erect nipples and bright eyes, and wondered how much
pleasure she had felt. She knew if it had been her, Victor’s terse
commands and her humiliating submission would have set her pussy
quivering, especially when he threatened the flogging. She gulped,
shamed by the wickedness of her sin and shivered in Charles’s tight
grip.

“I say,
Victor,” he said. “Remember we mentioned Amelia being an anal
virgin? Why don’t we let her have one of those balls, by way of an
introduction?”

“What a
capital idea,” Judith said, looking spitefully at Amelia.

Awestruck,
Amelia stared at Victor as he turned to the linen bag on the desk.
Charles was chuckling behind her as he began dragging her towards
the table.

“Please,”
Amelia begged, uselessly.

Victor chose
to chain her, the work of moments with the bracelets and anklets
already on her limbs. Heart leaping, she pulled on her restraints,
frantically pleading as her panic increased. The leather strap’s
loud, fiery contact with her writhing bottom made her cry in
anguish.

“Control
yourself,” Judith ordered. “Charles is going to play with your
clitty. You’ll soon sing a different tune.”

“No, please”
Amelia wailed, feeling the sting as her pouch was unclipped and a
broad finger slid over the length of her slit to tease the folds of
flesh concealing her clitoris.

Judith was
right. In barely a minute, the strumming of Charles’s finger on her
little bud was sending rippling waves of excitement through her.
Fear and shame receded and her hips’ desperate wriggling changed to
short, rhythmic jerks aimed at intensifying her contact with the
source of her pleasure. Her breasts and thighs pressing into the
table, reawakened their pain, and the welts on her buttocks felt
raw from the scorch of the leather. Once again, her hurts and her
arousal were mingling to form the charged, euphoric feeling of
excitement that tore away all logic and inhibitions, leaving only
an overwhelming hunger for release.

Amidst her
rising pleasure, she felt something cool trickling slowly down her
anal crease. Judith’s weight came down on her back and her bottom’s
buzzing increased as her former companion’s splayed fingers pressed
deep into its flesh. She could no longer thrust against the teasing
finger. It vanished abruptly, leaving Amelia’s sex quivering with
unfulfilled need. Then Judith’s tight grip spread her buttocks.

Amelia’s
arousal was snuffed out like a candle. A fingertip pressed against
her anus.

“No…o…o!” The
word rose to a shriek as the pressure on her little knot increased.
Gut-wrenching dread made her pinch her sphincter tight but the
pressure remained, insistent and unrelenting. She squirmed under
Judith’s weight as the finger moved a fraction back and forth,
working the lubricant running down her cleft into her puckered
entrance, all the time pushing hard. Suddenly, the oily muscle
surrendered. Victor’s finger thrust inside. Amelia cried out
despairingly. Her tears stained the green leather tabletop as she
writhed on the obscenely probing finger. With Judith holding her in
place, her struggles were futile.

“You big
baby,” the woman said. “Relax. It isn’t going to hurt so very
much.”

At first,
Victor moved his finger in and out, and then began describing
circles with it inside her anus, rubbing its tender membranes. He
was not hurting her exactly, but it felt very uncomfortable and
horribly, sickeningly unnatural to be violated there. Amelia
whimpered, shivering when Victor slid his finger from her oily
anus, and she felt the cool length of the chain rest in her anal
crease and a weight press low down on her buttocks.

“Spread her
again.” Victor’s tone was coolly commonplace as he went about his
wicked defilement. Her buttocks parted and Amelia felt the ball
rest ominously against her twitching sphincter. Sobbing, she took a
deep breath and prepared to tighten her tiny entrance and resist
for as long as she could.

Abrupt,
vigorous pressure took her by surprise. Before she could react, she
felt her anus stretch appallingly, a brief but fierce flash of pain
and a gross, abhorrent feeling of fullness inside her. At once, she
tried to expel the horrid brass ball Victor had forced into
her.

“No you don’t,
my girl.” Victor laughed, pushing it back until her knot closed
again around his fingertip. “That stays put until morning. Be
grateful I’m giving you a chance to get used to how it feels.
You’ll have to learn to enjoy it when we start bumming you.”

Belly twisting
in fear and disgust, Amelia heaved in her chains as Judith’s weight
lifted from her. A sideways jerk of her hips freed her anus from
the probing of Victor’s finger, but for all its horrible heaviness
inside her, she dared not force out the ball. She sank to her knees
when they released her, still weeping. Another fiery smack with the
leather got her instantly to her feet.

“What
do you think you’re doing?” Judith demanded. “Get in line
with the others.”

Her companions
were a blur through her tears as Amelia took her place and managed
to remember to raise her hands to the back of her neck.

“And refasten
your pouch,” Judith barked.

With her hand
shaking, Amelia found it difficult. She raised her head to see her
captors staring at the girls lustfully.

“All this anal
playfulness has given me a taste for sodomy tonight,” Charles said.
“I haven’t buggered Sophie in a while.”

“Then now is
your chance, my dear fellow. I have every intention of doing the
same with Belinda, after she performs her new trick with the ball a
few times.” Victor cocked an eyebrow at Judith. “And you, my
dear?”

Amelia caught
her breath. She thought her heart had stopped after the leap of
sheer terror it gave when her former companion’s cruel, green eyes
fixed on hers. She could feel the blood pulsing in her neck as
Judith’s silence dragged on.

“Jane, I
think,” she said at last, smiling as her gaze continued to hold
Amelia’s. “I did promise I’d punish her for her snivelling.”

As Jane gave a
whimper of dismay, Amelia’s tensed muscles relaxed. The ball in her
rectum pushed downwards, and she quickly tightened her sphincter
and felt it crimp around the chain attached to the brass. She
lowered her eyes as Judith’s smile widened.

“Then there
remains only one more thing before we retire.” Victor reached his
hand into the tin trunk and withdrew a coiled length of leather.
Amelia gasped when his hand went to her neck. There was a metallic
click and she clutched despairingly at her collar. To the ring in
front, Victor had attached a long leash. It hung down between her
breasts, brushing the floor before looping up to his closed fist.
He stepped back, pulling it taut.

“You are a
cruel brute, Victor,” Amelia sobbed wretchedly. “All of you are
base and monstrous beasts to use me so wickedly.”

Her captor did
not go to her. He simply pulled on the leather lead and dragged her
to him, as he might a disobedient dog.

“I see Charles
was right about your arrogance,” he said, face inches from hers.
“He said it was still there. And it has just earned your tits
another drubbing when I return from Town.” His oily finger stroked
her cheek and Amelia smelled the scent of what could only be her
own anus. “And in future you’ll get six with the cane on your
backside every time you fail to address me as ‘Master’.” Lip
curling, he jerked the leash. “I’ll make you compliant, Amelia, or
by heaven, I’ll make you bleed, you hear?”

Belly
quivering, Amelia nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“Make sure you
remember.” Victor handed Judith the leash. “Put our servant to bed,
my dear. And if the ball isn’t still up her arse in the morning, be
sure I hear of it on my return.”

“You may
depend upon it,” Judith promised.

“First, we
should ensure she obeys your order,” Charles said, producing the
broad belt Amelia had been forced to wear earlier in the day. “No
playing with herself.”

There was no
limit to their cruelty, Amelia thought bitterly as he tightened it
around her waist. They had no pity, no sympathy. She wanted to
fight back when Charles chained her wrists to the rings on each
side of the belt. But she was trapped – by her terror of prison and
transportation, by her name on a piece of paper, and most of all,
by her love for the only true home she had ever known and her
loyalty to the man who had given it to her.

“Follow us,
Jane.” Judith jerked the leash and Amelia had no choice but to
stumble after her. The constant pressure on her neck drew her
inexorably towards the dark, comfortless room in the cellar. Her
chains pulled on her wrists as she walked, the ridge inside her
pouch rubbed against her vulva, and with every step she had to
fight the urgent need to expel the weight of the brass moving
within her rectum.

Judith hung
her lantern inside the door and pushed Amelia into the cellar room.
Backing her up against the oak pillar at its centre, she held
Amelia against it with her body as she unclipped the leash. Amelia
felt the full swells of her former companion’s hard-nippled breasts
against her own and shivered. Smiling, Judith stood by the
lantern.

“Here, Jane.”
The young girl came, eyeing her warily. “Kiss me.”

With a nervous
glance at Amelia, Jane lifted her parted lips to Judith’s. The
older woman’s mouth closed over them, greedily ravishing their soft
fullness. She and Sophie had done the same, Amelia thought, but
their kisses had been tender and affectionate as well as
impassioned. Judith’s were nothing but lust. She drew back at last,
but only so Amelia would see her tongue plunge deep into Jane’s
mouth. Eyes shining, she pushed Jane through the doorway, took the
lantern and bolted the door.

Downcast,
Amelia was left in total darkness. She slumped onto the
straw-strewn floor, exhausted. She had no hope of sleeping. The
pain in her bottom and breasts, and the aching that seemed to be
everywhere else in her abused body, would not allow it. The shock
of what they had done was still with her, as well as the horribly
unnatural feeling of the ball in her rear passage and the tight
little pouch in constant, teasing contact with her sex. She hated
the restraint of her wrists that prevented her doing anything to
ease her discomfort. Amelia tried pulling the bracelets over her
hands but they fitted too snugly, and she stopped when she felt the
disturbing sensation of the leather and metal tightening on her
flesh. She recalled the moment when Victor had turned the key in
the lock of her collar. How a thrill of excitement had accompanied
the horror of what was being done to her, and the realisation had
struck her that she did not have the power to remove the awful
symbol of her servitude.

Starkly and
vividly, it had shown her how completely Victor controlled her,
that what she had suffered already might be nothing compared to
that which awaited her, and that whatever did come would be totally
the will of her masters. And so it had proved. And there were weeks
and weeks of it to endure before she regained her liberty. Her
stomach contracted in fear at the thought, and at the same time,
weary though she was, Amelia’s sex and buttocks clenched as a
tremor of excitement ran through her. At once, she tried to force
the frightening thoughts from her mind. Slave girl, a voice
in her head accused.

A low grinding
noise came out of the darkness. Amelia’s obscure fears were
replaced by one much more immediate. She had heard the sound
before.

 



Chapter
7

 


The touch of a
hand made Amelia’s heart leap, and she screamed as it groped its
way up her body and rolled her face down in the straw. Pain stabbed
through her breasts and she screamed again as a heavy, naked body
pressed down on her.

“No,” she
cried. “No more, please.” A thick penis pressed hard into the
crease in her bottom and reawakened the fiery throbbing of her
buttocks and thighs. Held fast by a strong hand between her
shoulder blades, she felt another hand forcing her legs apart.

“Who is it?”
Amelia cried. “Victor? Charles? Oh, stop it, please!”

The pressure
of two knees pushed her thighs wider and the hardened length of the
cock rubbed against the cleft of her behind. She heard a soft laugh
as her tormentor stroked the cat-skin covering on her labia and his
fingers freed the catch from the gold ring and bared her sex.
Drained by her earlier experiences, she still found the strength to
struggle and his weight upon her eased. For a split second, Amelia
dared hope he would be merciful, but he had only shifted position
to enter her, and as she squirmed the thick head of his penis
pressed agonisingly on the fiery weal Judith’s blow with the quirt
had raised on her sex. The swollen lips, still slick with moisture,
yielded at once to the pressure. Amelia gave a cry of frustration
and resentment as the cock pushed painfully inside her.

“Haven’t you
abused me enough tonight?” she wailed, flinching under the long,
slow thrusts. There was no reply, only the sound of rapid breathing
as her tormentor began labouring faster on top of her. She moaned
softly as the feel of his cock began her inevitable arousal. Tired
and sore as she was, the nervous edge of her passion had been
blunted, but she could not fail to respond to the increasing
urgency of the plunging penis. The weight upon her buttocks stoked
their fire unbearably at first, but soon she felt the familiar
blurring of pain with pleasure, and tremors of helpless passion
began striking sparks along her sheath. Even the horrid fullness in
her rectum was no longer just discomfort, as the brass ball seemed
to swell inside her with every rippling contraction of her pussy.
When at last the hot gush of semen sprayed its quivering walls,
Amelia came with a trembling rush of delight that left her slumped
and panting in the straw.

“Good,” a
voice whispered, and she felt hot breath on her cheek. His soft
laugh sounded again as his finger followed the chain down the
crease in her buttocks to where it disappeared into her anus. He
pressed on the oily, puckered knot, forcing a fingertip inside and
pushing the brass deeper. Totally spent, Amelia groaned
despairingly.

‘Who is it?’
she asked. The weight lifted from her. ‘Who is it?’ Amelia
repeated. There was no reply, only a rustle of straw and a low,
scraping noise that lasted only a second, and then silence.

‘Who’s there?’
Amelia held her breath and listened. The silence went on.

 


* * *

 


Judith opened
the door to the room and motioned Amelia inside. “Up against the
wall where I can see you, Belinda,” she called, clearly taking no
chances in the absence of Victor and Charles. A prod from Judith’s
cane to her battered bottom propelled Amelia further into the room.
“Put the tray on the table and stand beside Belinda.” Amelia
obeyed, raising her hands to the back of her neck as the lovely
brunette had already done.

Amelia
remembered the room had been shared by two of her parlour maids in
the days that now seemed so distant, when she had been Mistress of
Watchnest Hall. Belinda had obviously been lying on one of the
beds. The ripe scent of arousal filled the air.

Judith locked
the door on the inside and slipped the key into her apron pocket.
She had put it on before preparing the meals that she and Amelia
had carried upstairs to the servants’ quarters, one each for Jane
and Sophie in the room next door, and one for Belinda. Amelia had
eaten in the kitchen, horribly uncomfortable under Judith’s
watchful eye and from the discomforts of her ill-used body. Only
when she pleaded the extreme urgency of her need had Judith allowed
her to expel the horrid brass ball from her anus and use the
lavatory. The whole thing had been a torture of embarrassment,
firstly when Judith made her touch her toes and looked on as she
forced the ball from her rear, and then when she remained to watch
while Amelia performed her most private bodily functions.

“You’ve been
playing with yourself,” Judith accused Belinda, wrinkling her
nose.

“No,
Mistress.”

Judith gave a
sharp slap to her right breast. “Don’t lie to me. I could smell
your cunt from the other side of the door. Victor specifically
ordered there was to be no playing with yourselves.”

“I haven’t, I
swear,” Belinda said. “It’s only that…that the thing in
my…my….”

“The ball up
your arse makes your pussy wet.” Judith grinned. “Oh, what a time
you’ve had, I’ll wager! But I doubt you could resist fingering that
sloppy cunt of yours.”

“Oh, really I
did,” Belinda insisted. “I didn’t disobey.” The smack of Judith’s
cane on her left breast made her cry in pain.

“Shut up. I’ll
give you the benefit of the doubt – if that ball’s still up your
arse. Let’s have a look.”

Her mouth a
hard line and cheeks flushing red, Belinda turned, breasts swinging
heavily as she bent over. Judith tapped the cane on one of her
cane-ravaged buttocks. “All the way over. Amelia, get on your
knees.”

Amelia knelt,
breathing deeply as the ridge in her pouch rubbed the entrance of
her pussy.

“Why, your
little cunt cover is wringing wet.” Judith laughed as she looked at
the pouch covering Belinda’s sex. “I wonder how many times you’ve
had the ball in and out of yourself since Victor put you in here.
Now don’t lie. I know you well enough by now. You’re a bitch in
heat as soon as anything goes up here.” Her finger stabbed into the
pinkish-brown knot of the girl’s rear and withdrew. “No matter,
it’s coming out now. Victor asked me to oversee your usual morning
exercise. I trust you weren’t foolish enough to use the piss-pot
without permission.” She slapped Belinda’s striped bottom.

“Ow! No,
Mistress.”

Judith
unclipped the chain on the ball from the one around Belinda’s hips
and pulled it taut. The young widow gasped as the pressure on her
rectum increased. Amelia knew the feeling exactly, having
experienced it herself not an hour earlier.

“Push it out
then,” Judith ordered. “ I can’t waste all morning on you.” Belinda
stiffened and Amelia saw her sphincter stretch alarmingly, and then
the brass ball was swinging freely on its chain between Judith’s
fingers. She put it into the dish on the washstand and took a
chamber pot from the cupboard underneath. “Here, Amelia, and remain
kneeling.”

Amelia crawled
on her knees to the place indicated by Judith’s pointing cane, a
little behind and to the left of where Belinda was bent touching
her toes. Judith thrust the pot into her hands.

“Hold it under
her, one arm in front of her leg and one behind. And pay attention.
I fancy you’ll be doing this yourself before too long. This
lascivious young lady’s accomplishments have given the men a taste
for sodomy.” She gave another smack of the cane to the welts on
Belinda’s backside. “Stick your bum out more. That’s it. Now
begin.”

Belinda
released a spurt of piss into the pot Amelia was holding.

“Stop,” Judith
snapped. Inches away, Amelia saw the relaxed pucker of the girl’s
anus tighten at the same moment she stopped her flow. “Go,” Judith
said. The knot relaxed and Belinda’s urine squirted into the pot.
“Stop”. Belinda’s rosette shrank again, and again the flow ceased.
Judith’s contrary orders continued with the young widow’s anus
winking constantly in time with them until she had no piss left to
squeeze out.

“Arse
tightening, Amelia,” Judith explained. “Victor wants no slackness
to his bum-bunny’s rear hole. He makes her do this every morning to
keep her nice and tight. Let’s see if it’s working.”

Still kneeling
holding the pot, Amelia felt disgusted by her former companion’s
heartless treatment of the helpless brunette. Judith pushed her
forefinger into Belinda’s anus. The young widow groaned as it sank
to the knuckle.

“I want a good
grip, Belinda. Mind you nip down tight.” Judith laughed suddenly.
“Oh, good heavens, positively bone-shattering, my dear! Be careful.
If you do that when Victor is inside you, you might tear his cock
out by the roots.” Chuckling merrily, she pulled her finger free
and backed towards the door. “You can have your breakfast now. And
no playing with each other. I’ll be back later.”

She was out of
the door and the lock had clicked back into place before Amelia
could gather her wits enough to realise she was still holding the
piss-pot. She put it in its place and, feeling distinctly
uncomfortable, turned to face Belinda as the young widow
straightened up.

Belinda
unfastened the pouch over her sex. “I can’t stand this thing
another moment. I’d rather go naked.”

Amelia
understood. The constant friction on her sex was like an itch she
could not scratch – at least not without being punished for it.
“What if Judith comes back?”

“She won’t do
that for hours and I’m past caring anyway. Last night was
horrible.”

“For me too,”
Amelia said. “How have you managed to endure it for so long?”

Belinda
flinched as she lowered her buttocks to the bed and quickly turned
onto her side. “Because I have no choice. Except to go mad. Victor
owns my debts and therefore he owns me. One word from him would see
me back in gaol and he has made it clear all the guards will hear
about my…my….”


“Particularity,” Amelia suggested and knew her cheeks were as red
as Belinda’s. “Don’t feel too badly about it. You must know I too
have…have….

“A
particularity.” Belinda took her turn in helping to smooth a
difficult admission. “All of us do, which is doubtless why we are
here. They have even broken poor Jane now. Only weeks ago she was a
complete innocent.”

Amelia lay on
her side facing the brunette. A moment later, she unfastened the
rear clip of her pouch and pulled the sticky leather away from her
sex. If it was time for confessions, she may as well go all the
way. “I wish I could say it took so long with me, but I’m ashamed
to admit hours is closer to the truth.”

“Don’t be
ashamed. And don’t think you are alone. It was the same for me,”
Belinda said. “Victor freed me from prison and said he was taking
me to dinner. I ended up in his house. I got the meal after he and
Charles both used me.” She looked away. “They used me front and
rear at the same time. It didn’t take me long to betray
myself.”

“They had me
on the drawing room floor, here at the Hall,” Amelia said. “And…
and I wanted them to. At least, until it was over.”

Belinda’s hand
crossed the narrow gap between the beds and pressed Amelia’s
forearm. “I know. The guilt comes afterwards, but it isn’t in our
power to control what we do. Our passions are too strong. We cannot
fight our natures.”

“I’m trying,”
Amelia said, desperately hoping the girl was wrong. “I don’t
understand why I behave as I do, but I will. Then I’ll be able to
control it.”

“I wish it
were so. I used to think like you, but I’ve been as I am since the
day I was married, and I’ve never been able to defeat my desire
once it comes over me.”

“Since you
married? But I thought….“

“No, Victor
merely reawakened a desire I thought I had escaped.” Belinda smiled
sadly. “My husband had already revealed it to me. He was a naval
officer and a great believer in discipline. The navy doesn’t allow
officers to flog their sailors nowadays, but there is no
prohibition against husbands flogging their wives. Thomas kept a
rod beside the fireplace. He used it often. Ours was an arranged
marriage.” She laughed bitterly. “My parents thought him a prize, a
dashing lieutenant with good prospects. He used my rear entrance on
our wedding night, took that virginity first. I wondered if it was
unnatural, but I was young, and anyway, it was quite stimulating,
if somewhat painful. I thought it as normal as the other way of
doing it. But I never got used to the beatings. I’m sure the
neighbours must have heard my cries. It was so embarrassing.

“Fortunately,
Thomas was at sea much of the time. His ship carried dispatches to
the West India Station. While he was gone, I discovered candles are
a serviceable substitute for a man. I know it was wrong of me, but
I wasn’t sorry when he died of a fever at Jamaica. It was a relief,
for I could not bring myself to care for him.”

“He sounds a
brute,” Amelia said.

“He was, and I
discovered after his death that he was a wastrel too. His creditors
descended on me the moment word arrived he was dead. Before I knew
it, I was in debtors’ prison. Then Victor got me in his
clutches.”

“Was prison
very bad?” Amelia asked.

“It was not
pleasant. But now I wish I had remained there. At least… sometimes
I do, when I’m being beaten or when Judith has that smug, superior
look on her face.”

Amelia agreed,
not missing the fact that Belinda was not entirely negative about
her situation.

“If… if I
could have the pleasure without the pain I wouldn’t mind
quite so much,” the young widow confessed. “But always being
controlled, never able to do anything except what I am told, that
is too great a sacrifice for the other… feelings.” Tears brimmed
her eyes. “And I am trapped. Victor will never let me go.”

“You mustn’t
think so,” Amelia said. “I made an agreement to serve Victor for
three months. When my time is done, if Jonathan Barron hasn’t
already freed us all, I will do everything I can to see you regain
your liberty. Victor is breaking the law and he will pay for
it.”

“Oh, Amelia,
are you really so naïve? Do you think Victor would risk you
reporting him to the authorities? Do you think you will ever be
freed when he takes such pleasure in misusing you?”

“He must. He
made an agreement, a gentleman’s agreement.”

Belinda shook
her head sadly. “When does Victor ever behave like a
gentleman?”

Fear shrank
Amelia’s belly. The suspicion had been there from the start but she
had refused to contemplate the possibility that Victor had lied. It
was too awful. “Slave girl,” she blurted, “he called me slave girl
the other night. Sophie said it didn’t mean anything but I… I…”
Amelia remembered how she had orgasmed as images of the meaning
behind the words filled her head. “No, it can’t be.” As terror made
her head swim, she felt smooth-skinned arms enfold her.

“Don’t panic,”
Belinda said. “All will be well, I promise. We will not be Victor’s
slaves.”

But Belinda
did not understand, and Amelia could never admit her secret. Her
rational mind might be repelled by the thought of being enslaved,
but in her darkest depths, part of her wanted nothing else. Soft
lips brushed her mouth.

“Poor
Amelia.”

“What about
Judith?”

“To hell with
Judith,” Belinda said and kissed her.

It was a brief
interlude, a distraction from their fear and their desperate
plight. Each girl knew the quickest route to pleasure for the
other. As her tongue wriggled deliciously between Amelia’s thighs,
Belinda did not hesitate to deal several stinging slaps to her
bottom. With her passion thus inflamed, Amelia was no less willing
to wiggle two fingers within Belinda’s tight rear passage as she
lapped busily at the lovely widow’s squirming sex.

Soon, they
were lying together in the afterglow of their lovemaking, the sweat
on their sated bodies mingling while they cuddled close. She had
now been intimate with all of the other girls, Amelia thought
absently. She felt no guilt and was only mildly surprised that she
had surrendered just as easily to her dark desires at Belinda’s
hands as at those of Charles and Victor. A sudden thought struck
her.

“Yesterday I
heard Judith say something about Victor having other girls to play
with soon.”

Belinda lifted
her head from Amelia’s shoulder, suspicion and anxiety in her
expression. “Other girls? New ones?”

“That’s how it
sounded. I think maybe that’s why he has gone to London.”

“To look for
fresh victims.” Belinda shot upright. “Oh, no! Sophie told you
about the brothel, didn’t she? What if he means to replace us with
new girls and send us there? Oh, the thought of being sold to
strangers every day is unbearable!”

“No, don’t say
it,” Amelia begged. “It’s too horrible.”

The young
widow’s arms clasped her tighter. “He won’t sell you. He
hasn’t had you long enough, or Jane either. But I’ve been with him
six months. Sophie says most girls are gone much sooner than
that.”

Amelia hugged
her as she trembled. “No, it won’t happen. Victor says you are
incomparable. You have talents he has never encountered before. He
won’t give you up.”

“Do you really
think so?” Belinda asked, pathetically hopeful. “Oh, I pray you’re
right.”

“I am,” Amelia
said, trying to sound confident. She was aware of the irony in
their sudden desire to stay with Victor.

“If only we
could get away,” Belinda said. “I have almost forgotten what it’s
like to be unafraid.”

“I tried. You
saw what happened when I failed.” Amelia had to admit that it was
her own fault. If she had knocked on the door of the lodge instead
of watching through the window, she might be free now - her belly
tightened - or taking her turn at being birched. She wondered about
that night, how Jeavons and Sally came to be naked together in the
lodge’s kitchen. And who was the stranger she had so nearly
glimpsed before Victor dragged her away?

“Amelia, I
meant to tell you something earlier,” Belinda said more calmly.
“When I was in the cellar something very strange happened.”

“Someone
appeared as if from nowhere and touched you.”

“Yes! That’s
it exactly. One minute I was alone and the next there were hands
groping me and… probing. He never said a word, just used me, there
in the darkness.”

“It happened
to me twice,” Amelia said. “I don’t understand how. I’m sure the
door never opened, yet someone was there and I had no way of
telling if it was Victor or Charles.”

“That’s just
it, Amelia. I don’t think it was either of them.”

Dumbfounded,
Amelia stared at Belinda’s troubled face.

The sound of
Judith’s raised voice had them scrambling off the bed. Belinda
opened the window wide while Amelia straightened the bedclothes and
refastened her pouch over her sex. They heard the muffled smacks of
a cane and cries of pain. A door slammed and Belinda hurriedly
replaced her pouch as the key scraped in the lock and Judith
entered the room.

Her lip
curled. “I suppose you’re going to tell me you haven’t been fucking
either. Don’t bother lying. Those two next door have just paid the
price for that, after I caught them with their fingers in each
other’s pussies.” She pointed a toe and pushed a tray on which
rested two bowls of soup and some bread, through the doorway. “Come
and get it, Amelia. It’s all you’re getting ‘til morning.”

As Amelia
picked up the tray, Judith tapped her flank with her cane. “I’ll be
back for you later, darling. You need to be bathed and scented.”
Her wickedest, gloating smile split her face. “Yes, it’s time at
last. I know how eagerly you’ve been waiting. I have too, but no
longer. Tonight our acquaintance is going to become much more
intimate. Eat hearty, darling. You’ll need your strength.” She
laughed merrily and swung the door closed.

Amelia stared
at the locked door in abject terror. Belinda took the tray from
her, set it aside and put her arm around Amelia’s shoulder.

“We’ve all
suffered it,” she said softly, “but we all came through. And so
will you.”

Amelia shook
her head. “You don’t understand. I was her employer. I thought she
was my friend, my only confidante. And she betrayed me.” Her tears
prickled. “Now she will make me do horrid, wicked things to please
her and enjoy every minute of it.” She looked despairingly around
the room, saw the open window and felt a faint, desperate hope. “Do
you still wish you could escape, Belinda?”

“Of
course.”

“There might
be a way.”

 


* * *

 


Only utter
desperation could have driven her to this, Amelia thought as she
shuffled slowly upwards. She could hardly believe she had found the
courage to step through the window and crawl after Belinda, around
the narrow ledge outside to reach the roof. One slip could hurl her
to her death on the ground four storeys below, but she was much
more terrified of spending the night as a plaything in Judith’s
bed. Even though doubt had set in the moment she had explained her
plan, fear of Judith and Belinda’s enthusiasm had persuaded Amelia
she must go through with it. Her uncertainty returned as she felt
the sun-heated slates burning her knees and hands while she inched
her way on all fours up the precarious slope of the roof.

“Not far now,”
Belinda encouraged.

The ridge of
stonework that marked where the roof became flat was almost within
reach. It seemed an age, but Amelia reached it at last and
immediately dashed for the shade to escape the roof’s sun-baked,
lead covering. Shaking, she sheltered next to Belinda in the lee of
the low walls that stood like an island in the middle of the flat
part of the roof.

“Which one?”
Belinda asked breathlessly.

“Third along
on this side.” Heart thumping, Amelia led the way and checked
through the glass that the window was the one with the broken
latch. It took both of them to force it up enough to squeeze
inside. Amelia clambered down the stack of boxes beneath the window
and dropped lightly onto the bare boards of the attic floor.
Weaving between the accumulated clutter that filled the room, she
reached the door, opened it and listened. There was no sound except
her own rapid breathing and that of Belinda beside her. They crept
down the stairs and past the door of the room in which they had
been imprisoned.

“Shouldn’t we
take the servants’ stairs?” Belinda whispered.

“They come out
right next to the kitchen. Judith might be there.” The mention of
her former companion’s name made Amelia’s belly flutter and her
heart beat even faster but she pushed on, pausing only when she
reached the landing where Jonathan’s portrait hung. She saw Belinda
look up at it. It was impossible not to be impressed by his
imposing figure.

Amelia was
just about to creep around the turn in the stairs when she heard a
door open and the tapping of heels. A cautious glance over the
stair rail revealed Judith walking in the direction of the kitchen.
Dry- mouthed, Amelia swapped a wary glance with her fellow captive
and at the young widow’s encouraging nod, set off down the
stairs.

Silent on
their bare feet, the girls hurried through the drawing room’s
half-open door and into the dining room, then down the oak-panelled
passage to the doors of the library. The stone beneath her feet was
cool as Amelia hurried to the doors leading to the patio and
freedom, with Belinda a pace behind her. She stopped, staring at
the empty keyhole.

“It was there
last night,” Amelia said. “I swear it was.”

“It’s not
there now,” Belinda hissed and rushed to one of the tall windows.
“Nailed shut.”

“Break
it.”

“The gap’s too
small. We’d cut ourselves to pieces. And the frame is too solid to
smash.”

“What do we
do?” Amelia asked, panic rising.

“We get the
key,” Belinda said determinedly. “We know who’s got it. We’ll take
it from her.”

“No.” Amelia
stared at her in disbelief.

“We are two.
She’s alone. Come on.” Belinda set off back the way they had
come.

The kitchen
door was open, but as the two girls crouched beside it they could
see no sign of Judith. The sound of the hand pump spilling water
into the sink betrayed her position. Belinda looked at Amelia and
gave a firm nod. Gut churning horribly, Amelia returned one of much
less certainty.

Carefully
taking one of the brooms that stood by the door, Belinda handed it
to Amelia then took one for herself. Motioning Amelia to follow,
she stepped forward. Judith had her back to them and was taking
dishes from a tray and putting them in the sink. Amelia’s hand
tightened on her broom handle as they drew closer to her oblivious
figure. As Judith reached for the last plate, some movement must
have caught her eye. She swung to face them.

“Get her,”
Belinda yelled, and sprang.

 



Chapter
8

 


Amelia did not
move. Her heart hammered and her body trembled with the urge to
rush madly at her tormentor. She could not do it. She stood rooted
to the spot, watching numbly while Belinda charged alone.

Judith ducked
the swing of Belinda’s broom, snatched the tray from beside the
sink and swung it flat against the side of her head before she
could regain her balance. Belinda dropped to her knees, let fall
the broom and clutched her head. Judith dived a hand into the sink
then grabbed a handful of the young widow’s hair and dropped to one
knee behind her, pressing the blade of a long carving knife to her
breast.

“Drop it,
Amelia, or I’ll saw her tit off.”

Amelia threw
down her weapon. She looked from Belinda’s frightened face to
Judith’s flint-hard eyes. Her head was spinning and her sight
blurred with tears as the enormity of her cowardly failure struck
home. The figures before her darkened then disappeared as her
trembling knees gave way and she fainted.

Flaring pain
awoke her. Amelia’s eyes shot open and she found herself staring
directly into Belinda’s. They were lying face to face on the
kitchen floor. Her knees were bent and something connecting her
chained wrists and ankles was pressing Amelia’s heels against her
buttocks and causing an awful tension in her limbs. Whimpering with
the pain of the fiery welt Judith’s cane had just scored into her
right breast, she looked up at her tormentor and at once turned
away from the terrifying fury in her face. Inevitably, Amelia met
Belinda’s eye again. Shame and guilt racked her. With so much at
stake, she had betrayed the brunette beauty. Belinda had been
afraid too, but had translated her fear into daring action.
Amelia’s had only made her freeze, too weak and irresolute to do
her part.

“I’m sorry. I
should...” Another blaze of pain in her breast cut her off.

“Stupid
cunts,” Judith said. “You should have listened to me, Belinda. Then
you would have known Amelia hadn’t the courage to help you. How
often have I said she’s only good for one thing? She’s always been
a timid, spineless little creature, too frightened even to step
outside Watchnest Hall without someone to hold her hand. I knew she
wouldn’t dare interfere.”

With
gut-wrenching clarity, Amelia knew Judith was right. She was
spineless. She was only good for one thing – to submit. The
escape had been her idea, yet she had not had the courage to see it
through. And Belinda, as well as herself, would have to pay the
price for her weakness.

“Lord knows
what Victor will say,” Judith continued. “But I fancy there won’t
be much skin left on your backsides by the time he’s finished with
you.”

It was an
opinion Amelia shared as she lay on the floor next to Belinda for
hours, dreading Victor’s return. She had never seen him so angry as
when Judith told him of the escape. Even his rage when he had
accused Amelia of being a thief had been mild by comparison. Hauled
to their knees, the girls endured a savage flow of invective that
poured from Victor’s lips like vitriol. They were no longer his
bunnies but worthless, ungrateful whores who deserved none of the
care and attention he had lavished on them. Quaking with fear
though she was, Amelia wondered if he truly believed what he was
saying, so far was it from reality. Only the appearance of Charles
carrying a large linen bag and a thick, short leather strap and
Judith with her cane and the willow switch silenced his tirade and
turned him to action.

Amelia
expected to be taken straight to the library for punishment the
minute her chains came off. She was surprised when she and Belinda
ended up in the servants’ bathroom. To her sudden alarm, she felt
herself lifted by Victor so that Charles could chain her wrists to
an iron bar above one of the two baths. It extended across the
width of the room, and like so much else at the Hall, Amelia had
noticed its presence but never wondered about its function. As
Victor released her, she felt her full weight strain her arms and
shoulders. She discovered she could just reach the two edges of the
bath with the balls of her feet, horribly aware the position was
exposing her sex to Judith’s glittering gaze.

“You’re really
in for it this time, my girl,” she said as Victor and Charles fixed
Belinda in place over the other bathtub. “You would have suffered
far less in my bed.”

Belinda swung
suddenly by her wrists, and Amelia was greatly relieved when the
girl’s scrabbling feet managed to gain a purchase on the rim of the
bath. She dearly wanted to tell the brunette how sorry she was but
the fear tight in her throat stopped her.

“Master,”
Belinda gasped.

“Shut your
mouth,” Victor snarled. “I don’t want a word from either of
you.”

Amelia quailed
as much as Belinda at the violence of his anger. Charles reached
into the bag he had brought, producing two objects that looked
frighteningly like the brass balls both girls had had forced into
their rear entrances the day before. They were not quite the same,
Amelia saw, for they were more pear-shaped than round and each had
a narrow neck below its wider end with a short brass tube extending
from it. Charles handed them to Judith who laughed as she moved
towards Amelia.

“Not yet,”
Victor said, picking up the switch.

Amelia’s belly
flipped as he stood behind her and Belinda, his head level with
their breasts. The switch hissed through the air. Tensed for the
pain of the blow, Amelia felt nothing, for it cracked hard across
Belinda’s buttocks. The young widow’s cries echoed around the
bathroom as Victor laid a dozen strokes onto her jerking backside.
Then the pain Amelia had been anticipating with increasing dread
flared across her buttocks. She had to fight to try to keep still
under the fiery bite of the switch, terrified she would lose her
precarious foothold on the bath. Her bracelets cut deep into her
wrists as she shrieked, and the slender, springy willow rekindled
the full torture of the half-healed weals on her buttocks.

“You miserable
cunts,” Victor said. “I warned you before I left what would happen
if you defied my orders.” He put down the switch and grabbed
Amelia’s right leg above the knee. Charles took the left and, in
terror at her helplessness, Amelia cried out at the awful wrenching
of her shoulders as the men lifted her upwards and backwards,
forcing her back to arch and pushing out her bottom.

“Now, Judith,”
Victor said.

With a mocking
smile to Amelia, Judith laid one of the brass objects on the edge
of the bath and disappeared behind her with the other. Amelia
flinched from the touch of her former companion’s hand on one
smarting buttock, and cried in fear as what could only be the
pear-shaped brass pressed hard against her sphincter. Her anus
burned and stung as, entirely without lubrication, Judith forced
the hard metal into her. Unable to stop herself from writhing
frantically under the assault, Amelia feared she would tear her
shoulders from their sockets before the plug could penetrate her.
Her tight knot gave suddenly, and she felt the hateful fullness in
her rectum as her sphincter contracted around the narrow neck of
the plug.

Abruptly
released, Amelia swung painfully for long seconds before her feet
found the rim of the bath again, while her tormentors turned their
attention to Belinda. When she too cried out at the painful
penetration, Judith only laughed.

“It’s meant to
hurt, little wretch. Even you won’t like having your arse filled
this time.”

Amelia
certainly did not. The heavy brass felt huge, and she worried about
the difficulty it would present when the time came to expel it.
Anxiously, she watched Charles take two brass boxes from the bag
and realised that there was more to come. They were less than a
foot square, with two tarred-leather tubes attached on opposing
sides and a crank handle on a third. But for the tubes, Amelia
would have taken them for coffee-grinders but fearful logic told
her that somehow they were designed to give pain. Victor took one
of them and went behind Amelia while Charles took the other behind
Belinda. When she felt Victor’s hands pushing on the brass in her
anus, Amelia had a sudden, frightening suspicion.

Her fears were
confirmed as she heard the turning of a tap, and the sudden shock
of cold water surging up into her rectum made her feet slip from
the edges of the bath. Burning agony tore through her shoulder
joints as her legs flailed, desperately seeking a footing.

“Silly girl,”
Judith said, making no move to aid her. “You should really try to
keep as still as possible. I’m told it hurts less.”

“Please,”
Amelia gasped as the icy water gushed into her bowels.

“You were told
no talking, Amelia. The more of Victor’s orders you persist in
disobeying, the worse it’s going to be for you.”

Finally
regaining her footing, Amelia clenched her teeth against the pain
of the griping cramps that began racking her belly. Her arm and leg
muscles ached horribly as she strained to hold her position
straddling the bath while her abdomen bulged outwards under the
force of the water in her intestines. A glance at the great, convex
swell of Belinda’s belly showed she was faring no better.

Silence fell,
interrupted only by the groans and gasps of the suffering girls.
The flow of water slackened and Amelia dared hope it might soon
stop. An unfamiliar mechanical noise came from behind, and the
pressure in her belly suddenly increased. Victor was turning the
handle on the box. It was a pump.

Amelia looked
down in horror as her belly swelled visibly until she thought it
would burst, and still Victor pumped ice-cold water deeper into her
bowels. The cramps were agonising. She cried out continually, her
vision blurred by tears. Only when Victor’s palm smoothed over her
drum-tight belly did she understand that he had stopped. He pressed
the grotesquely taut bulge and she felt the water slop back and
forth and heighten the griping pain.

That will do,”
Victor said, and Charles stopped cranking his pump and gave
Belinda’s obscenely distended stomach a shove that made her scream.
“Now I want my dinner. I suppose it will have to be something cold
since our cook is otherwise occupied.”

“Nooo!” both
girls cried together, but their captors had already left them to
their suffering.

 


* * *

 


With a jolt of
fright, Amelia pulled herself back from the edge of
unconsciousness. Her foot had almost slipped. She must not faint,
she told herself. Heaven alone knew what would happen if she was
left hanging with all of her own weight and that of the water in
her gut tearing at her wrists and shoulders. The hard, balled
muscles of her feet and calves burned, and her thighs were in the
same agonies of cramp as her bowels as she strained to keep her
footholds astride the bath. Her slightest movement was enough to
make the water slosh in her belly and intensify its awful pain.

The irony was
not lost on Amelia when she felt thankful for her tormentors’
return. The feeling lasted only until Victor slashed the willow
switch across her massively swollen belly. She squirmed under the
blow, and screamed as the movement provoked a fresh surge of agony
from the water swirling in her guts. Victor did the same to
Belinda, with the same effect, while through her tears Amelia saw
Judith leading Sophie and Jane into the bathroom by two leashes
fixed to the rings on the girls collars.

“Look at them
well,” Victor told the new arrivals. “Be sure you will suffer no
less if you ever behave as these selfish ingrates have done.”

Once more,
Charles went behind Belinda and Victor behind Amelia, and she felt
his hand push against her throbbing bottom as he took hold of the
brass filling her rectum. The moment she had been longing for had
arrived, but it was also the moment she had been dreading; in fear
of the pain the enormous plug’s removal would cause. She felt a
pull against her sphincter and tried to relax. Victor yanked hard,
and with all the weight of water in Amelia’s gut behind it, the
plug tore free in a blinding flash of pain. The contents of her
intestines poured out in an excruciating gush and splattered into
the bath below. Agonising pain swirled and eddied through her
bowels in a series of gut-wrenching cramps as they abruptly shrank
to normal size.

Too relieved
and exhausted to feel embarrassment, Amelia collapsed to the floor
the instant she was unchained. A moment later Belinda slumped down
beside her.

“Are you all
right?” Sophie’s pale, worried face looked down at them.

“Silence,”
Victor barked.

Sophie wiped
Amelia down with a towel and Jane helped Belinda. The young girl’s
face was a mask of horror and she was weeping quietly. Amelia
avoided looking at her tormentors, barely able to find strength in
her aching arms to rub her tortured leg muscles. She had not lain a
minute when the fierce sting of leather across her shoulders made
her cry out.

“Up,” Charles
ordered. “Don’t think we’re done with you yet, bitches.”

“Not by half,”
Victor agreed.

On legs that
only just carried her, Amelia tottered to the library with Belinda
at her heels. It was obvious that Victor had taken time to make
some preparations as well as to dine while the girls had endured
their enema torture. The notebook lay open on the desk, alongside
several linen bags. The two library ladders still stood side by
side, and between them was a water-filled bucket with the ends of
four wooden handles showing above its rim. Amelia’s aching belly
went suddenly tight as Charles pushed her against one of the
ladders. Chains already hung from the brass rings above her head,
and he attached her wrist bracelets to them and fastened her
anklets so her feet were slightly apart. Victor secured Belinda to
the second ladder, also facing into the room. Amelia felt little
consolation from the fact her buttocks were not to be the first
target to suffer Victor’s wrath. Her thighs and breasts still bore
the weals from their previous beatings.

“Proceed,
Judith.” Victor’s gaze was pitiless when her turned it on his
victims. Amelia felt a rush of fear as Judith approached her and
squeezed her right breast.

“No more love
taps for these two beauties, Amelia,” she said softly, her smile
wickedly gloating. “You’re going to learn what hurting really
means.” She looped a thin leather strap under the curve of Amelia’s
breast, slid one end into the buckle at the other and pulled the
loop fiercely tight around the base of the jutting teat. The firm
flesh bulged. Grinning, Judith gave the narrow strap a hard jerk
that tightened it even more painfully, buckled it and repeated her
actions on Amelia’s other breast. As Judith turned to Belinda,
Amelia stared down in horror at the strap cutting cruelly into her
skin, deforming her breasts into two big, hard balls that had
immediately begun to ache and turn red. With her legs already
shaking, she swallowed hard when her former companion stepped away
from Belinda and reached into the bucket.

Amelia’s
aching gut twisted in fear as she saw the whip in Judith’s hand.
Hanging from its short handle were six, foot-long leather thongs,
each tied into a dozen knots along their length. They dripped water
onto the floor and, then onto Amelia’s skin as Judith draped them
over the tightly bound flesh of her right breast and let them slide
over her nipple.

“The water
stiffens them and adds weight,” she said and licked her lips.
“They’ll bite all the harder for it.” She stroked the dangling wet
thongs over Amelia’s belly with their knotted ends resting against
her slit. Amelia felt no tingle of excitement, just a
stomach-churning terror of the unknown torment Judith was
promising.

“Oh,
please.”

“Nothing you
can say will make any difference, my darling. “You’re going to be
flogged, and rightly so, for your brazen impertinence and
disrespect. And Belinda is going to be flogged too.”

Amelia turned
to her fellow captive and saw her own terror reflected in the
brunette beauty’s face. She knew it was useless but she had to try.
“Spare her. It was my fault. Only I am to blame”

Judith
laughed. “Too late to try and make amends now. You may have got her
into this, but the bitch attacked me. Most audacious, Belinda, I’ll
grant you. But now it’s time to pay for it.”

Victor had
Jane kneeling at his feet, holding her leash in his hand as if she
were a dog. He unfastened his trousers and fed the head of his cock
into her open mouth. “Begin, Judith.”

“Left tit
first, I think.” Judith shook the whip and drew back her arm. “Lift
your head, Amelia. You don’t want that lovely face marked.”

Amelia’s head
came up and Judith’s arm lashed forward. The wet, heavy strands of
leather landed with a meaty smack on Amelia’s hard, bulging teat,
and she screamed. The agony was incredible. She felt the bite of
every knot on every thong as they wrapped around the taut-skinned
ball of her breast in one brutal, searing blow after another. All
she could do was shriek with pain and fight to hold her head away
from the vicious lashes. Weak from her ordeal in the bathroom,
Amelia prayed she would faint and be spared the awful torment.

It was not to
be. She was still fully conscious when Judith turned her attention
to her right breast and dealt twelve equally savage lashes to the
tightly-cinched hard ball it had become. Amelia screamed with every
stroke until Judith finally lowered her arm. Terrified by the awful
throbbing and scorching of her tormented teats, Amelia dared to
look down at them and wailed in despair. In vivid contrast to the
rest of her pale body, both of her breasts were dark purple and
blotched all over with deep red and blue marks where the knots of
the lash had scored deepest into her skin. Her nipples had swollen
to twice their usual size and pulsed with the most savage pain. She
heard Judith’s tinkling laughter and looked up into green eyes
glittering in a face flushed with excitement.

“It’s
surprising how much you can take when you have to, isn’t it? I
wonder if your pussy will be wet when we’ve finished with you.”

Tears of pain
still blurred Amelia’s vision, but she could see Sophie and Jane
still on their knees sucking cocks, and Victor and Charles staring
at her sorely wounded breasts and smiling with satisfaction. She
heard Belinda’s indrawn breath as Judith selected another whip from
the bucket and watched the two grotesque, purple balls of the young
widow’s breasts lift as if she was offering them to the lash.
Amelia screwed her eyes shut as the wicked whoosh and crack of the
first blow sounded and Belinda shrieked.

It seemed
almost as bad listening to the brunette beauty’s screams as it had
been to feel the searing bite of the whip. She was to blame,
Amelia told herself. If she had not shrunk from confronting her
former employee, they might have overpowered her. The magistrate
and his constables could already have saved them all and have
Victor and his cronies in custody. It was not only her fiercely
buzzing breasts that burned Amelia while she listened to every
sickening, splatting sound of the wet thongs tear an agonised
scream from Belinda. She would always have the girl’s suffering on
her conscience.

Hands on hips,
Judith stepped back and admired her handiwork. “A satisfactory
beginning, I think.”

Amelia’s belly
flipped. She had hoped it was over. Victor pushed Jane aside and
strode forward, the exposed head of his penis shining with saliva.
He did not trouble to put it away as he bent to take a whip from
the bucket.

“I’ll be
satisfied when I see blood, and not before.”

Agony flamed
and scorched Amelia’s breasts once more as he laid a dozen lashes
on each of them. She barely noticed the pain in her wrists and
ankles as she jerked and writhed in a fruitless effort to evade the
greater torture of the lashes tearing into the hard meat of her
bound breasts. She was almost relieved to see through tear-filled
eyes, the flecks of dark, fresh blood where the knotted thongs had
split her skin. She prayed it was enough to assuage Victor’s fury.
If Charles, who always hit hardest, also flogged her throbbing
globes, she was sure she would never be able to take it and remain
sane.

When Belinda’s
turn came, Victor gave her more and harder strokes than Amelia had
received. The brunette’s screams became a single, continuous howl
of torment as Victor swung the whip hard and fast into her purple,
swollen teats. Her head sagged after the last lash, and Amelia saw
her chained arms strain taut as her knees buckled.

Victor
splashed water from the bucket into Belinda’s face. “No you don’t,
bitch. You can faint when I’m finished with you.”

The wild
fluttering in Amelia’s belly increased as she realised he was still
not satisfied. He tossed the whip into the bucket, went to
Jonathan’s desk and took a box from one of the linen bags lying
there. It was the box containing three gold rings that Amelia had
found during her first exploration of the old trunk. Victor took an
identical box from another bag and a small spirit lamp from a
drawer of the desk. Amelia was close enough to smell the pungent
sulphur as he struck a match and lit it. Once again, her terror of
the unknown twisted her aching gut, increasing when, menacingly
wordless, Victor produced the bone-handled needle he had used to
pierce her perineum. She had once, in her innocence, believed the
rings in the box were earrings, but Amelia was no longer so naïve.
Now she knew what they were for and why there were three of them.
It did not stop her whimper of fear as Victor held the needle in
the flame of the lamp until it glowed red, nor her futile tugging
at her chains as he approached her and held the slender point
before her eyes.

“No, Victor,
please have pity.”

His wolfish
smile was cold and cruel as he took her right nipple between his
finger and thumb. Its throbbing exploded into agony as he squeezed,
making her shriek as he stretched the swollen point towards him.
Her eyes widened as Victor poised the needle at the side of her
nipple.

“Please, Vic…”
Amelia’s words ended in a tortured scream as Victor thrust the
needle into the hard, inflamed puffiness of the tip of her breast.
She felt a long, continuous stabbing pain as the sharp steel slowly
overcame the resistance of her tormented flesh and forced its way
through to the opposite side of her nipple. Blood oozed from around
its tip.

“Oh, haven’t
you hurt me enough?” Amelia sobbed.

“Not by half,
you insolent slut. You’re learning the hard way what it means to
cross me. And it’s just what you deserve.” As slowly as he had
forced the needle in, Victor withdrew it. More blood welled up from
the twin holes on either side of the base of Amelia’s right nipple.
Using them as a guide, Victor inserted the open ring into the
fiercely stinging and throbbing point and nipped it closed. Amelia
cried her pain, and wept at the horror of having her body
disfigured and being helpless to prevent it. Looking down to avoid
Victor’s bared teeth and bright, lusting eyes, she saw his erection
rising arrogantly from his trousers. Its shiny head seemed to swell
as he pinched her left nipple and thrust the needle through it as
slowly and painfully as he had the right.

A tickling
tremor ran through her sex, and then another when Victor pushed the
second ring into the tip of her throbbing teat. Slave girl,
a voice in her head accused, and Amelia knew it spoke the truth.
The knowledge tormented her along with her pain as Victor
positioned himself in front of Belinda. Smiling cruelly at her
shrieks and cries, he pierced the points of her bound, bulging
breasts and added the golden rings to her flesh.

“You can free
their tits,” he told Judith, and as her former companion unbuckled
the straps cutting into her breasts, Amelia saw Victor pick up the
notebook. He cleared his throat and she knew he was about to
read.

“Body
decoration,” he quoted. “Piercing, tattooing, branding and
scarring are the most common methods used to enhance the beauty of
a subject’s body by artificial means. First and foremost, it should
be remembered that most of them are permanent in nature, their
effects irreversible.”

Amelia
screamed. Her breasts were in agony. Anything else Victor said was
lost to her as the savage throbbing in her teats reached
unbelievable heights with the returning flow of blood. She writhed
at the intensity of her new torture, hearing nothing but her own
and Belinda’s cries as the brunette beauty also suffered the
torment of returning circulation in her ravaged breasts.

Victor had
finished reading before Amelia was able to focus her senses on
anything but the pain. “I trust you bitches heard enough of that to
be grateful I decide not to use the branding iron,” he said. “And
believe me, I was tempted.”

Amelia fell
over when her chains were unfastened.

“Drink.”
Judith held a glass of amber liquid to Amelia’s lips. As the brandy
stung her raw throat and burned a fiery trail to her stomach, she
saw a cruel smile twist the older woman’s mouth. “We don’t want you
passing out before we’re finished.”

They
manhandled Amelia to the nearest of the library tables and fixed
her in place as they had when she was depilated, legs open and
arched over her head so her sex and buttocks were exposed. She had
not forgotten the third ring. Belly jumping, she waited anxiously
while Belinda was made to drink brandy and secured in the same
manner on the table next to hers.

Sure enough,
Victor picked up the ring from the desk and wafted the needle
through the flame of the spirit lamp. His iron gaze rested on
Amelia, but it was Charles who came towards her, a dripping-wet
whip of knotted thongs in his hand.

“Ooh! Pity,
please,” Amelia wailed in total dread and despair, but there was
only cruelty in Charles’s evil grin as he shook out the thongs.
Amelia wept and pleaded. She could see what the lashes had done to
her breasts. She would never be able to bear such agony on her
cane-ravaged buttocks.

Charles swung
the first blow, and she learned she would not have to.
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Amelia’s howl
echoed through the rooftrees of the ancient room as indescribable
pain seared the soft skin of her inner left thigh. She bucked hard
in her chains, straining against the leather strap stretched across
her belly and barely moved at all. Panic seized her, adding to her
strength, but still it could not break her bonds. Her scream when
the lash bit a second time ended abruptly as, despite the brandy,
Amelia passed out. More of the fiery liquor quickly brought her
round.

“Charles,
Master, mercy please. Oh, please no more!” She did not care how
pathetic she sounded. It did not matter that Judith could hear her
whimpering pleas. All that did matter was that the agony should
stop. She fainted again when the thongs blazed across her thigh for
a third time. It took longer to surface from the blessed darkness.
Amelia coughed on the acrid stink of smelling salts and looked up
into Judith’s face. Charles raised his arm again.

“Please,
Mistress,” Amelia begged her former employee, too far gone to
care.

“A moment,
Charles,” Judith said. “ It’s plain she’ll only faint again.”

Mind racing
with mingled fear and hope, Amelia felt Judith’s finger slide
between her labia.

“She’s just a
little damp. It seems you are nearing Amelia’s limits, Victor. But
I’ve an idea to keep her conscious while Charles finishes his work.
Do you still have Amelia’s plaything?”

“Oh, no!”
Amelia said, but Victor was already reaching into the desk drawer.
Even before Judith began to rub her sex, she could feel it tickling
with moisture as she stared at her ivory dildo. Excited tremors
prickled her inner petals as her former companion pressed the
phallus against them. She slid it in a little way and withdrew
it.

“No,
please.”

“Do you want
to feel the lash as you did before, darling?” Julia crooned,
stroking her fingertips up the inside of Amelia’s unmarked right
thigh. “Or do you want it to feel nice?” She pushed the dildo
deeper and wiggled it.

Amelia
groaned. She wanted neither. She wanted to be freed. Her sex
rippled as the ribbed ivory glided over its delicate walls.

“Do you know
these are even more sensitive than your breasts or bottom?” Judith
said, pinching Amelia’s inner thigh and working the phallus faster.
Amelia made no reply, only trembled in helpless fright as her
arousal increased with every thrust. And then it happened – the
agony of breasts and buttocks was still agony, but it was wonderful
agony as pain and passion melded. Her hips squirmed suddenly of
their own volition, and Judith laughed and plunged the full length
of the phallus into her quivering pussy.

“I believe you
may continue.” Judith stepped aside, and instantly the lash smacked
wetly onto Amelia’s inner thigh. Once more she screamed at the
cruel thongs biting deep into her tender flesh, savage and searing.
At the same moment, her sex contracted on the dildo and pleasure
flowed through her. “That’s more like it, darling,” Judith cooed
into her ear, and Amelia shrieked at the scorch of the whip and her
sex burned as fiercely as the pain.

Charles dealt
three more vicious blows to her left thigh, pausing only long
enough to alter his stance and then dealing six to her right. She
could scarcely believe such pain existed and did not want to
believe it was also giving her pleasure. Despite the rending agony
on her soft skin, her clitoris was pulsing and hot shivers of
delight ran up and down her pussy. Misty-eyed, she saw Charles
change position again. Amelia screamed even before the whip came
down, in sheer terror of what was to come.

The leather
tore into her sex. It was as if it had exploded. Amelia’s
high-pitched shriek became a full-throated howl as the knot at the
tip of each thong lashed her mound and labia and exposed clitoris.
Certain they were ripped to shreds, she longed for blackness to
engulf her again, but even in the extremity of her torment the fire
of her arousal denied her that mercy.

“Oh, you loved
that one, didn’t you?” Judith said when Amelia had no breath left
to scream. She could still whimper when her former companion spread
her blazing pussy. “She’s very wet now,” Judith announced. “I think
she enjoyed that a little too much to suit you, Victor.”

“We’ll see if
she enjoys this,” he growled, holding up the needle in one hand and
the gold ring in the other.

“Allow me.”
Judith pressed a finger and thumb to the throbbing agony that was
Amelia’s clitoris. The girl managed a strangled cry with her
breathless lungs as her former companion stretched taut the fleshy
folds of her hood. She twisted against her chains. Arousal and
agony mingled in her sex, fiery heat flamed and flared. She saw the
needle drawing closer, felt the stab of its point and her sex
clamped hard on the phallus as the sharp steel plunged through her
flesh.

Amelia
shrieked and orgasmed.

“You wanton
bitch,” Victor said in astonishment as Amelia bucked wildly and her
head spun in agonised delight. “Do you see? The slut is coming, for
heaven’s sake.”

His words and
the exclamations of the others seemed distant to Amelia, lost amid
the flashing lights and wrenching spasms of her climax. Only when
the last delightful quivers began to ebb could she open her eyes
and focus on Victor’s face, framed between her upraised thighs. His
surprise vanished in laughter and he shook his head.

“I swear, I
never saw your like, Amelia. Whatever we do, you always find a way
to come in the end. What are we to do with you?”

Basking in the
aftermath of orgasm, Amelia was shocked to discover she had only
one answer. For all its throbbing, her sex was twitching around the
dildo, and as Victor pushed the ring through the holes in her
clitoral hood Amelia stared at his thick, rearing cock. Pulsing
with pain, her bud began to swell.

“By gad, so
that’s the way of things! Judith, you were wrong. We haven’t
reached Amelia’s limits. We have extended them.” Victor laughed.
“Well, it would hardly be punishment for your outrageous behaviour,
but perhaps I’ll oblige you, my disobedient bunny. Do you promise
to be a good girl?”

“Yes, Master,”
Amelia answered at once, eyes following his fat cock as he turned
to Belinda.

“And what
about you, my lovely bum-bunny. Do you also promise to be a good
slave?”

Amelia’s belly
flipped at his final word and more thrills teased her pussy.

“I will,
Master,” Belinda promised. “I’ll be good. Please don’t hurt me
again.”

“But then
Amelia’s punishment would be greater than yours when the offence
was the same.” Victor looked stern again. “No, it won’t do. Charles
must finish what he has begun.”

Belinda began
to cry. Charles plucked the stick he had used to take the young
widow for her walk from the trunk and unscrewed the long anal plug
attached to it.

“We’ll see if
a little pleasure helps, as it did Amelia,” he said. Belinda heaved
in her chains as he pushed the smooth, dark wood into her anus.
From the young widow’s reaction, Amelia guessed Charles was working
it in and out, waiting to hear a note of pleasure in her gasps and
groans. It was not long coming.

Immediately,
Charles took another dripping whip from the bucket. Amelia’s belly
fluttered and her sheath tightened around the ivory dildo. She
heard Judith chuckling merrily and looked away as Charles lifted
the lash. The wet, meaty smack of the leather drew her gaze back
just as Belinda gave a tortured shriek. Amelia watched in guilty
fascination, her sex quivering as Belinda writhed and screamed
under the fierce thongs’ bite.

Judith stood
by the brunette’s head, smiling and pulling on the rings in her
newly pierced nipples. “Go on, darling,” she urged, “nip your arse
tight around your little invader. You know you love it.”

If Belinda
was loving it, Amelia could detect no evidence in her
tormented cries. When Charles laid the final, wickedly hard lash on
her defenceless sex, she fainted and had to be given more brandy.
Only when he was satisfied she was fully aware of what was
happening, did Victor pierce and ring her clitoral hood. Amelia was
weeping by then, with shame and guilt that she had brought the
brunette beauty to such suffering and allowed herself to be aroused
by the sight of it. And, somewhere in her tangled emotions,
inexplicably but undeniably she regretted having disappointed
Victor. It made no sense, but Amelia felt contrite for not behaving
like the obedient slave girl he wanted her to be. It frightened
her. Yet still she was aroused.

“I’m going to
fuck you, Belinda,” Charles said. “Then you can sample the
pleasures of the cellar. We’ve set aside a room for you, right next
to Amelia’s.” He aimed his broad-headed cock at the sex he had just
scored with the whip, and lunged his hips forward. Belinda cried
out. With her own sex blazing from the bite of the thongs, Amelia
had no difficulty imagining the brunette’s pain at the merciless
penetration. To her disgust, she wished she could feel it too. One
orgasm was no longer enough, and had not been since the first time
Charles and Victor fucked her.

As if summoned
by the thought, Victor loomed above her supine form. Amelia saw the
sheen of oil on his fingers and shivered in sudden fear.

“Yes, sodomy,”
he confirmed. “It’s high time you learned to take it up the
arse.”

“Oh, no!”

“Oh, yes!”
Victor said, making her squirm in her restraints as his slippery
fingers sought the puckered hole between her bottom cheeks. Already
sore and stretched from the enema torture, it yielded to the
pressure at once and Amelia felt the long digits explore the
delicate tissues of her rectum. Fear made her belly quiver but that
was not the reason her pussy was doing the same.

“Good,” Victor
said as Amelia wriggled at the new and not entirely uncomfortable
penetration. Beneath her anxiety she was a little curious to know
what it was that gave Belinda so much pleasure, and she was more
than a little excited by her view of the taut-skinned head of
Victor’s straining cock.

“Oh! Ooh,
Master!” she gasped as the fat plum-head that so fascinated her
pressed against her oily anus. Would it hurt? Would it feel nice?
Would it tear her little opening as it forced its way inside?
Fright made Amelia nip her sphincter tight, but it was too late. It
clamped around the head of the cock and made her pussy grip the
dildo harder.

“Ah, yes!”
Victor said.

“Wait, Victor.
Let me watch you push it in.” Judith hurried across from the other
table where Belinda was moaning loudly under Charles’s vigorous
thrusting. The surge of shame Amelia felt as her former companion
bent to witness her penetration only heightened the tremors in her
sex.

“Only if you
promise that Charles and I will see some of your girl-games
soon.”

“Yes, yes,
whatever you like. I want to see you stretch Amelia’s arsehole. Do
it slowly.”

“I intend to.”
Victor’s face was flushed, and he breathed hard as he grasped
Amelia’s hips and pushed more of his cock through the knot of
muscle between her buttocks.

“Ooh, it
hurts!” Amelia wailed.

“Gently, girl.
Relax or it will hurt more.” Victor looked down to savour the sight
of his shaft gradually sliding into Amelia’s anus. “By gad, she’s
tight, Judith.”

“So I can
see.” She leaned forward for a better view. “But she can take it.
She can take anything with that dildo in her cunt.”

Victor grunted
as he pushed a little deeper, and Amelia’s sphincter squeezed his
penis again. He thrust more forcefully. Amelia gave a little cry
and made herself relax. The shaft slid back, then forward, deeper
than before. It felt nothing like the cold, hard brass, which was
all that had previously filled her rectum, and she knew she would
not be able to close her sore little knot once it was inside. She
groaned as the cock’s rigid length stabbed deeper and painfully
between the sensitive membranes of her bowels.

“Yes, Victor,
you’re in to the balls. Beautiful,” Judith cried excitedly. As if
to add to her pleasure, Victor pulled out and thrust quickly back
in. Amelia cried out as her slippery sphincter yielded painfully to
the assault. Her buttocks were buzzing, her breasts and thighs
stung terribly and her sex was ablaze with pain. Victor was shaming
and degrading her with his unnatural abuse while Judith looked on
in lustful delight. How could she possibly continue to feel the
pulse and prickle of arousal?

Victor lunged,
ploughing deep into her virgin rear.

“Aah, you’re
tearing me apart!” Amelia cried, certain he had split her sphincter
and was ripping open her rectum with his rapid thrusts. At the same
time, she was sure she could feel, through the thin walls
separating them, the fat head of Victor’s cock rubbing against the
dildo in her sheath. The mingling of Amelia’s pain and pleasure had
never completely dissipated. It returned in a sudden ripple of
intense excitement that ran the length of her sheath as Victor
began a painful, frenzied thrusting into her tight rear passage.
Amelia was on the edge, the first sparks hovering on the borders of
her vision, the first quivering spasms tickling her pussy. As
Victor swung his hips, he closed his fingers on Amelia’s flogged
inner-thighs and she screamed at the flaring agony, and climaxed.
Sex and sphincter contracted as Amelia bucked in an ecstasy of
release. Victor cried out suddenly and came with a long-drawn groan
of satisfaction, flooding her bowels with his spunk.

“By gad, keep
that up and you’ll be Belinda’s equal one day soon,” Victor said
breathlessly, pulling his cock free when Amelia’s writhing stilled
at last.

“Oh, look how
her clit has swollen,” Judith said, “and her pussy’s dripping wet.
Lord, you really love this, don’t you, Amelia?”

Breasts
heaving and her vision still clouded by passion, Amelia felt a
sudden fiery sting in her clitoris as, again unable to resist
temptation, Judith tugged on its ring. She felt her former
companion’s fingers at her sex, a shiver of excitement, a
convulsive surge of pleasure and orgasmed as Judith pulled the
phallus from inside her.

“Can you
believe it? She came again,” Judith said, laughing delightedly. “So
much for your punishments, Victor. You need to come up with
something else to keep this lovely little slut in line.”

Victor laughed
too. “Just showing her the little ivory friend and preventing her
using it will be quite enough, I fancy.”

Amelia was too
worn out and hurting to care what they said. Her feelings were in
utter confusion, but none were so strong as her fervent hope that
her punishment was finally over. She sank to her knees when they
unchained her but found a single smack to one teat from Judith’s
cane was enough to persuade her to her feet. She swayed, head
spinning, feeling something oozing from her anus and praying it was
only Victor’s come. Sometime during Amelia’s ravishment, Charles
had finished using Belinda, and the girl stood looking equally
unsteady as he chained her wrists behind her back. Victor secured
Amelia’s in the same way and attached one of the leather leashes to
each of their collars.

“You have paid
the price for your little escapade,” he told them. “Think very hard
before you do anything like that again. And remember what the book
says. Branding and scarring are irreversible.”

Exhausted
though she was, Amelia’s belly fluttered at the threat.

“And let this
be a salutary lesson to you,” Victor said to Sophie and Jane, still
on their knees and looking very cowed. “I trust I have made myself
clear.”

Amelia joined
the chorus of ‘Yes, Master’ that answered him, though she barely
heard her own hoarse words. Her knees felt weak.

“Very well.
The incident will not be mentioned again.” Victor eyed the punished
girls. “Unless I fail to see the proper degree of respect and
obedience a slave girl owes her master. You should be grateful I
don’t chain you to the ladders for the night.”

To Amelia’s
shock and disgust, she was grateful to Victor for sparing her
further torment, but it was her many hurts that claimed her
attention as he led her to the cellar. Locked alone in her cell,
she sank to her knees in a haze of pain. Without the use of her
hands, she could not ease herself down into the straw. Even drawing
breath was agony, aggravating every ache and throb and sting
racking her abused body. Amelia had no idea how long she knelt,
feeling the last of her arousal waning until there was no
excitement left to mitigate the pain.

The silence
was broken by a grinding, scraping noise. Sudden dread gripped
Amelia. A faint light appeared, not, as she would have expected,
from the door, but from the thick stone pillar that formed one of
the walls of the room. She watched the glimmer expand from a narrow
vertical line to a large rectangle that cast a band of orange
lantern-light across the floor and onto her shackled body. As if
rising from the pit of hell itself, a black shadow loomed in the
opening in the wall, silhouetted against the light.
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Amelia watched
the great, dark bulk of the figure coming ever nearer, her heart
fluttering with fear. The orange lantern-glow bathed the hard line
of his jaw as his measured tread stopped beside her. With the dim
light behind him, the man’s features were invisible, but as Amelia
stared up into his shadowed face, she was certain she saw a glint
of menace in his eyes.

She was sure
it was a man and not some fiend from hell whose commanding bulk
loomed over her. Amelia felt his brutal power as one of his big
paws forced her down into the straw. Big, blunt-fingered hands
explored her, making her cry out as they roved over her breasts and
belly, buttocks and thighs. He found the rings in her nipples,
pulling them unmercifully until she was whimpering. He pushed her
onto her back, trapping her chained hands beneath her, laughing
softly as his fingers probed her sex and discovered the ring
through her clitoris.

“Good.” The
word was a whisper, but Amelia knew that even if the dark brute
were to speak aloud she would not recognise his voice. Belinda had
been right. The man who had her at his mercy was not Victor or
Charles. He was a total stranger. Yet, he seemed familiar.

A finger slid
between the smarting lips of Amelia’s sex, striking a spark within.
It sank deep and she felt a tickle of arousal. Through all her pain
and exhaustion, she responded to the stranger’s teasing touch. His
weight came down on her abruptly and she felt the length of the
fiend’s penis against her aching belly. It was huge. It was
monstrous. She stared up at his face, inches from her own yet still
invisible in shadow.

In her mind’s
eye the dim, orange glow of the lantern became the bright, silver
gleam of moonlight and Amelia understood immediately. It was her
favourite fantasy become real. She was given no time to dwell on
it. Indifferent to her pain, the stranger strained the great,
bulging head of his cock against her swollen, tormented labia and
forced his way inside. He took her with long slow strokes, driving
her with consummate skill to a new height of pleasure and pain that
had her wriggling and moaning beneath him. Only then did he ride
her hard, ravishing her in the way the stranger of her imagination
always did, and with the same inevitable result. Amelia came with a
gut-churning, breath-taking delight that left her swooning on the
edge of consciousness.

“Good,” the
stranger whispered as he lifted from her.


“Please…who…are…you?” Amelia asked weakly, between heaving breaths.
His soft laugh sounded, the straw rustled and there was a scraping
of stone as the wall slid back into place. Amelia was alone in the
darkness. Then the pain began again.

 


* * *

 


“Never mind
her whining, Sophie,” Judith said. “Rub it well in. Amelia has had
enough coddling these last three days.”

Lying on her
back on the bed, Amelia looked away from mocking green eyes and
continued to whimper as Sophie massaged salve into her
inner-thighs. Their welts were still an angry red, their bruises
deep blue and their skin was dotted with the cruel wounds the whip
had scored into them.

It could have
been worse, Amelia had told herself repeatedly during her lonely
suffering. It was scant solace but all she had to help her through
the hours of pain and sleeplessness until Victor had relented and
allowed her the partial relief the salve gave. With some easing of
her hurt, Amelia had dared a tentative exploration of her anus, and
remembered her intense relief when she had discovered its abuse had
not left it torn to tatters as she had feared. In fact, it had
recovered quickest from the long ordeal Amelia had suffered.

Yet, even with
her strength returning, Amelia still felt the irrational gratitude
towards her captors that had been with her since the moment Victor
had decreed her punishment was over. It was no more logical or
easier to escape from than the feeling of repentance she
experienced at having betrayed Victor’s trust – a trust she knew
very well he had never done anything to deserve. But knowing it did
nothing to dispel the feelings or the absurd desire she felt to be
pleasing and gain the approval of her captors. It made no sense and
worried her greatly.

She winced as
Sophie began massaging her breasts, carefully avoiding the
sovereign-sized rings piercing Amelia’s nipples. Amelia did not
watch. She had no wish to be reminded that the whip-marks on her
breasts were even uglier than those disfiguring her thighs. She
glanced at Charles and Judith, and was glad she felt a spark of
resentment when her former companion chuckled at the sight of her
puffy, swollen outer labia. The single, agonising lash Charles had
laid between her legs had proved to be the worst of all her hurts
and the main cause of the three sleepless nights she had spent
since being freed from the cellar and locked in one of the
servants’ rooms. One of the knots on the whip had bitten savagely
into the hood of her clitoris, and the piercing and ringing of the
flesh had aggravated it further. Amelia had found there was no
position, lying, sitting or standing that gave her any relief from
that particular torment. Only last night had it finally begun to
ease.

Sophie was
very gentle at smoothing the salve there and Amelia was careful to
avoid Judith’s eye when the blonde’s touch had its inevitable
consequence and her pussy began to tingle through her pain. It was
no surprise. Even in the midst of her most extreme torture she had
climaxed. Had not the hands of the total stranger in the cellar
been enough to overcome her exhaustion and goad her to
uncontrollable passion? Slave girl, the voice in her head
accused, and a tremor thrilled her sex. She looked up to find
Judith beside her. The woman pressed a forefinger to her left
breast.

“Ha! Nipples
as hard as buttons. I think we can safely say you are recovered.”
Judith laughed. “And your clitty is standing to attention, darling.
I believe it’s time we made that intimate acquaintance I promised
you.”

As always when
Judith made the threat, Amelia’s belly gave a flip. Anxious as she
was to please her captors, she was not so eager that she was ready
to spend a night in Judith’s cruel clutches. It obviously showed on
her face, provoking more laughter from Judith.

“Oh, my pet,
didn’t you learn anything from your flogging? Don’t you remember
what Victor said about perfect obedience and enthusiasm?”

Amelia did not
remember. She had been close to fainting at the time.

“Sophie has
learned. You should have seen the little vixen last night, lapping
away at me with such gusto. And I fancy Jane was the same when you
and Victor had her front and rear, Charles?”

“She was
indeed.”

“You see
Amelia? You also have to prove the lesson wasn’t lost on you. Now,
up you get. It’s high time you got back to earning your keep.”

Amelia needed
Sophie’s help to rise. She swayed dizzily for a moment before
waddling to the door with her legs apart to spare her buzzing sex,
cringing inwardly as her tormentors laughed.

Charles took
Sophie with him to collect Belinda while Judith escorted Amelia to
the drawing room. The stiffness in her limbs had eased somewhat,
and the salve’s soothing effect allowed her to walk with something
closer to her normal gait by the time she halted before Victor and
clasped her hands to the back of her neck.

“So, have you
anything to say?”

Amelia meekly
lowered her eyes. “I’m sorry, Master. From now on I’ll be good.”
Astonished, she realised she meant both statements.

“You
understand why the punishment had to be so severe?”

“To make an
example of me, Master.”

“No, silly
girl. Because I decided it would be. Now you can show me how you
have benefited from it. Suck my cock.”

More willingly
than she had ever done before, Amelia set about her task. Even
Judith’s presence did not distract her as she licked and sucked
Victor’s penis to the very best of her ability. She was
enthusiastically swallowing his spunk when Charles brought in
Belinda.

“Ah, at last.”
Victor pulled his cock from Amelia’s mouth and waved her aside.
“Very creditable, my dear. Belinda, I trust you will be cooking us
a good dinner.”

As he led the
young widow to the kitchen, Amelia basked in her Master’s praise,
glad she had pleased him.

“Don’t get
up,” Charles ordered, unfastening his trousers.

Humbly, Amelia
opened her mouth.

 


* * *

 


“Ooh, Master,
please,” Jane whined as Victor spread the redly-glowing halves of
her backside and worked his finger into her anus.

“No protests,
my dear,” he said. “I can as easily ply the strap to your fat tits
as I did to your delightful derrière. And you will still have a
bumming when I am done. Slave girls do not dispute with their
masters. They obey them.”

He had used
the word ‘slave’ again, Amelia thought, with a quiver of something
that was not entirely fear. Was she alone among the girls in being
so unnerved by its implications? Or, like Sophie, did they believe
it was just another of the many names Victor used to describe them?
A most strange and unsettling feeling had come over her since she
had lined up with the others to hear Victor announce that Jane had
done nothing to offend, but he was going to punish her because it
pleased him to do so. As he had laid the strap across Jane’s
bouncing buttocks, what Amelia now thought of as the sane part of
her mind had been revolted by Victor’s selfish cruelty. The rest of
it had accepted without question that it was right and proper for
her Master to use his girls in any way he chose. Most disturbing of
all was the fact that the thought did not terrify her.

“If you do not
object, Victor, I will leave you to your sport and seek my pleasure
in my bed,” Judith said.

Victor paused
in thrusting his fingers into Jane’s squirming rear and Charles
looked up from watching Sophie’s head bobbing over his cock.

“But what of
your promise to show us your girl-games?” Victor asked. “Surely you
will not go back on your word.”

“It was made
in the, er… heat of the moment, but no, I have no intention of
breaking my promise,” Judith said. “But not tonight, Victor, if you
please. You know this is something special and that I have been
long anticipating it.”

Amelia’s gut
churned so furiously with terror she feared her bowels were about
to empty themselves.

“Oh, very
well.” Pulling his finger from Jane’s rectum, Victor wagged it in
Judith’s direction. “But I will hold you to your word next time, my
dear.”

Though she had
known the moment must come, Amelia could not quite believe it had
finally arrived. Stunned, she watched Judith approach her with one
of the long, leather leashes in her hand. Horrified, she let the
woman attach it with a flourish to the gold ring in the hood of her
clitoris. Despairing, she obeyed the jerk on her stinging flesh and
set off in the wake of her wickedly smiling former companion.

“Enjoy it,”
Charles said as they passed him.

Judith’s
delighted laughter tinkled. “Oh, I will! Believe me, I will.” She
hurried from the library and up the stairs, keeping the leash taut
so the pull on Amelia’s tender hood never relaxed until they stood
at a bedroom door. Her bedroom door, Amelia realised in
utter dismay. Judith meant to use her in her own bed. A tug at the
leash took her into the familiar surroundings of her boudoir and
Amelia heard a frightening click as Judith locked the door. She was
trapped.

As she
unclipped the leash, Judith’s fingers brushed Amelia’s sex. It
prickled.

“Unhook me,”
Judith told her, turning her back, and with trembling fingers
Amelia unfastened the older woman’s gown. The rustling silk slid
over her smooth skin and pooled around her feet. She wore nothing
else. Judith sighed and turned to face Amelia, who looked away from
the naked woman. She could smell her former companion’s
arousal.

“Look at me,
darling.”

Wishing she
had the strength to refuse, Amelia raised her eyes to Judith’s,
trying to ignore the rapid rise and fall of the woman’s big,
long-nippled breasts. Judith took a step back and let her gaze
wander over Amelia’s nude figure while the girl cringed inwardly
with embarrassment and the wild flutters in her belly made her feel
sick.

“You can’t
imagine how often I lay in my room and thought of you lying here in
yours, sweetheart,” Judith said, locking her eyes on Amelia’s. “I
must have imagined this a thousand times. I never once thought that
one day it would really happen.” Her breasts shook as she laughed
softly. “And now it has, darling, and you’re going to be mine.”

Close to
panic, Amelia shied from the hand that reached out to stroke her
upper arm.

“No, don’t
pull away,” Judith said quietly. “You needn’t be afraid. I’m not
going to hurt you tonight. I told you, I can be kind too.”

“It isn’t kind
to… to do this,” Amelia said hoarsely.

Judith’s
strong fingers closed around her upper arms and pulled her close
until their breasts touched. “Oh, come on, darling! You know you
love it.” She stroked one hand down the upper curve of the young
woman’s left breast and tweaked its hard point. “Would this be so
stiff if you didn’t find me just a little attractive?”

She had pretty
eyes, Amelia thought, staring into their depths. Judith was a
pretty woman. No one would guess the evil that her beauty
concealed.

Amelia caught
her breath as Judith gently squeezed her nipple. “Please
don’t.”

“But
sweetheart, I’ve been waiting so long for this night. I meant to
have you right away, but then I realised how much I enjoyed the
anticipation. You know I’ve been putting it off, savouring how
sweet it would be when the time finally came.” She brushed her lips
on Amelia’s so fast the girl had no chance to draw back. “Surely
you don’t want to disappoint me.” Her arms encircled Amelia,
pulling their bellies hard against each other and crushing their
breasts together. “You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, darling,”
she said softly against Amelia’s lips and seized them with her
own.

Despite the
implied threat, Amelia did not respond to the kiss.

Judith drew
back. “Oh, it really is too bad of you, sweetheart. After all the
pleasure you’ve given the other girls, you want to deny me the
same. Yes, I know you played with Belinda. A little toying with her
clitty-ring got the story from her.” She smiled, white teeth
flashing. “You know, you mustn’t withhold from your Mistress what
you give so willingly to your fellow slaves. It just won’t do, my
pet.”

“S…slaves? I
don’t understand.”

Her former
companion waved the question aside. “You will soon, but for now you
are here to pleasure me.” She put her hands on her hips, waiting
for Amelia to come to her. When she did not move, Judith gave a
sigh. “Oh, very well.” She picked up a thin willow wand from the
bed. “I truly don’t want to hurt you. I wanted tonight to be
perfect, and your beautiful body is already marked from the
flogging. But everything is going to change tomorrow, so I couldn’t
wait any longer. Please, darling, don’t make me beat you.”

Confusion at
all she did not understand joined the fear filling Amelia’s mind.
She saw Judith tap the slender switch impatiently on her palm. She
did not know the significance of her former companion’s words. What
she did know was that she had no desire to feel the sting of the
whippy little willow wand anywhere on her tortured body.

“Here,
darling.” Breasts jiggling, Judith climbed onto the bed and lay
back on the pillows stacked against the headboard. “Come on,” she
urged, as if trying to entice a wary puppy. Weak-kneed and close to
panic Amelia walked to the bedside. “Good girl.” Laying the switch
aside, Judith reached out her hand. Not wanting to believe the ease
with which she surrendered, Amelia took it and let herself be
pulled into the arms of the woman who had betrayed her.

Judith
arranged Amelia across her lap, resting the girl’s head in the
crook of her left arm. Amelia shivered at the touch of the woman’s
warm, slightly damp body on hers as her cheek pressed on the big,
soft round of Judith’s breast.

“Suck my
nipple, sweetheart,” Judith said softly. “See how hard it is? Ooh,
you’re making me so wet.” She cooed as Amelia closed her lips on
the long point and obediently began to suck. It was difficult with
her heart pounding and her breath coming in short, laboured
gasps.

“Relax,”
Judith soothed. “Enjoy it.”

Amelia did not
want to enjoy it. She did not want to endure it. Terror tightened
her chest as a fingertip stroked softly over her thigh, and she
looked up into the pretty, sparkling green eyes of her tormentor.
Judith was smiling at her with all the warmth and affection she had
feigned so easily when Amelia had stupidly believed they were
friends. She should have been revolted. She should damn the
consequences, tear herself from the woman’s hated embrace and
refuse to submit. Submit! Amelia’s sex quivered as gentle
fingertips crept along her thigh towards it.

“Oh,
please.”

“Oh, Amelia,
you want this as much as I do. You have for a long time. You just
didn’t know until now.”

“No, it’s not
true.” Amelia wailed as Judith’s finger played along her slit.

“Yes,
sweetheart, it is.” Judith lifted her stiff, elongated nipple to
Amelia’s lips. The same numb, stupefying feeling of inevitability
that had gripped Amelia the first time she was raped by Charles and
Victor, made her take the dark point into her mouth. Her pussy’s
quivering increased as Judith’s finger slid between her outer labia
and gently teased her inner petals.

Amelia thought
of all the humiliations her former companion had heaped on her, the
cruel mockery and the awful beatings she had inflicted. She shifted
in her lap as the buzzing pain in her half-healed thighs
intensified under the pressure of Judith’s forearm and the woman’s
fingers sank deeper between them. To her horror, Amelia moaned, and
a surge of excitement contracted her pussy around the probing
digits.

“Yes, darling,
that’s it,” Judith whispered. Her smiling image blurred as Amelia
shed despairing tears and moaned again. The fingers in her sex
moved more rapidly, and she squirmed and felt her juices flow. The
ripe scent of her girl-musk filled her nostrils. She was lost.

Amelia sucked
harder on Judith’s nipple, wriggling her bare bottom on her former
companion’s lap as her arousal quickened. The twinges of hurt from
her caned buttocks and the throb of her flogged breasts and thighs
spurred her on to seek that delicious combination of pleasure and
pain that would set her on the path to fulfilment. Even the shame
as she exulted in the touch of her betrayer only seemed to add to
her feverish passion.

“Have you
found your secret place, sweetheart?” Judith whispered. “The little
ridge here that feels so specially wonderful?” She rubbed the spot
that Amelia had not known existed until the girl was in a ferment
of irresistible desire. She let Judith’s nipple slide from her
mouth and whimpered breathlessly as the fire raging in her sex
reached furnace heat around the teasing fingers.

She came. It
was sudden and ecstatic, a roiling, wrenching, rippling delight
that set sparks flying and flashing in her head and a rich
outpouring of juices flooding from her pussy. As she writhed,
Judith’s lips seized greedily upon hers, and Amelia responded
avidly to their moist urgency and the tongue that ravished her
mouth. Judith continued manipulating her spasming pussy, stoking
its fires, giving Amelia’s overwhelmed senses no respite.

“You make me
quite envious, darling. You come so easily and I have to work so
hard for it to happen to me. I’ll bet you can do it again.” She
flipped Amelia onto her belly and laid her across her lap. Barely
noticing the shame of what she had just done, Amelia had scarcely
drawn breath before her sex was quivering again under Judith’s
rhythmic stroking. A fiery smack landed on her upturned bottom. She
cried out as her former companion’s palm stung her, and felt her
pussy clench on Judith’s fingers.

“I always knew
you were a timid little thing, Amelia, but I never guessed how
naturally submissive you would turn out to be.” Judith rubbed
tantalisingly on the slick membranes within Amelia’s sex and dealt
another smack to her buttocks. She laughed as the girl squirmed
across the firm muscles of her thighs. “Oh, you like that, don’t
you? You’re a rare find, my pet, and a delightful one. I’ve only
known one other who was so responsive. She was my first employer, a
titled lady who lived in a house even grander than your old
Watchnest Hall.” As another smack made Amelia’s bottom bounce, a
more powerful tremor teased her sex.

“Her husband
left her at home for the pleasures of London, but she liked fucking
as much as anyone. I was an innocent girl then. Perhaps that’s why
it didn’t take her long to enmesh me in her lesbian love-games.”
Judith dealt Amelia another stinging spank and wiggled her fingers
in her twitching pussy. “But she didn’t just like making love with
girls. She needed a good caning to get her really excited. Before I
knew it, I was laying a carpet beater across her naughty bottom
nearly every day.” Her laughter tinkled and she wriggled on the
mattress. “And she loved every single smack, just as you do. If her
husband hadn’t come home unexpectedly and caught us in the act, I
would probably still be there.”

The pain of
another slap blended with Amelia’s increasing excitement. “I hear
he took over my role himself and flogs her daily. They are very
happy.” Judith sighed and smacked harder. Amelia mewed and moaned.
“I often wonder how it must feel to be on the receiving end. The
lady only liked to take it, not dish it out. I’m sure I wouldn’t
like it at all.” Amelia felt her shiver. Her next smack sent a
ripple of pleasure quivering the length of the girl’s sheath.
Judith rolled her onto the mattress. “That’s enough for now. This
is too one sided for my liking. My pussy is as hot and wet as
yours. Time you gave it some relief.”

Fresh fear
made Amelia’s racing heart beat even faster. Judith rose to her
knees beside her, eyes shining with a fierce desire. Her nipples
stood out on the full swells of her breasts, longer and darker than
before. Shivering, Amelia looked at the taut bow of the woman’s
belly and the trimmed, copper-tinted hair crowning her mound. She
gasped at sight of Judith’s hard, pink, straining bud and the
moist, ripe redness of her inner labia hanging below her outer
lips. They had always seemed vaguely obscene to Amelia in the past.
She almost panicked when Judith leaned over her until their mouths
were nearly touching.

“I’ve been
good, darling. Now it’s your turn.” Judith kissed her softly at
first, moving her lips slowly, almost tenderly, adding to the
confusion of terror and excitement that was twisting her belly. It
was pleasant, sensuous, arousing. Amelia responded, and Judith’s
mouth quickened, suddenly demanding. She pulled away abruptly,
turned and straddled Amelia’s supine body.

“Now, kiss my
other lips,” Judith breathed, pushing her gleaming sex towards
Amelia’s face.

Her ripe scent
made Amelia’s head spin. No, the voice inside her head cried
as her sex tingled and her heart thumped. Tentatively, she put out
her tongue. No, the voice repeated as the full enormity of
submitting to her hated enemy forced its way into her
passion-fogged mind. She felt Judith kiss her bare mound and a stab
of pain as fingers closed on the ring in her hood and stretched its
folds back. A wet tongue licked the hard nub of her clitoris.
No, the voice cried faintly in Amelia’s head. Thrilling
pleasure sparkled between her legs. No. The voice was tiny,
distant.

Amelia’s
breasts buzzed as Judith’s weight came down on them and pain and
pleasure combined. The redly-gleaming sex gaped before her eyes,
and in mingling despair and delight Amelia pressed the tip of her
tongue to Judith’s fleshy inner lips. Judith moaned.

Amelia had
convinced herself her former companion would taste sour and bitter.
To her surprise, Judith’s pussy had the same rich, exciting flavour
she remembered so well from Sophie and Belinda and Jane. She licked
again and her belly wriggled, not in disgust but with a thrill of
intense desire as Judith’s lips closed on her clitoris and sucked
hard. Suddenly eager, Amelia thrust her tongue deep into Judith’s
sex. The woman writhed, pushing hard against the girl’s mouth and
flogging her tongue over Amelia’s hard, pulsing bud. Caring not at
all that it was her treacherous enemy she was pleasuring, Amelia
responded by clamping her lips on Judith’s own stiff clitoris.

“Yes, yes. C…
coming.” Judith squirmed frantically and mashed her pussy hard into
Amelia’s face. A gush of juices as sweet as Amelia had ever tasted
flooded her mouth. The bubble of excitement that was swelling
inside her burst and released the wriggling, writhing outpouring of
her own climax. The two young women held each other tight as they
both bucked and heaved in their passion. For that short time, it
seemed to Amelia they were not mistress and slave but lovers,
sharing the brief, wonderful moments of ecstasy together.

Breathing
hard, Amelia let her head slump to the mattress, belly and sex
aquiver with the aftermath of her orgasm. She licked her lips and
tasted Judith’s juices. The woman’s pussy was twitching visibly,
inches from her face. Judith rolled off her, and an instant later
her mouth was moving on Amelia’s. Still dazed by her shattering
orgasm, Amelia felt her arms go around the damp, warm body next to
her and crush it to her breast. Judith tickled the lips of Amelia’s
sex with a finger and pulled free, panting.

“What a lovely
come, darling. I must have another.”

She got off
the bed and took an object from the drawer where Amelia had always
kept her toy. It was not ivory, however, but long and thick and
black. The surprise when Judith slid the dildo all the way into her
own sex only added to Amelia’s confusion. She watched her former
companion take a jumble of leather straps from the drawer and
buckle them around her hips and up tightly between her legs,
trapping the phallus inside her pussy. A broader, thicker piece of
one strap covered the furred triangle of her mound and a long,
threaded brass rod rose up from it. Recalling how the ball of the
same metal had been forced up her anus with Judith taunting her as
it happened, Amelia was shocked when her response to the memory was
a tremor of excitement. Judith produced another black dildo that
far outdid Amelia’s ivory one for length and girth, and screwed it
down tight on the brass rod. Amelia had no doubt where she meant to
put it.

Judith knelt
on the bed. The curved, ebony phallus hovered close to Amelia’s
face, arrogant and domineering. “You’re a natural cock-sucker,
sweetheart. You proved it to Victor and Charles this morning. Now
prove it to me.” She angled the dildo at Amelia’s lips. With
yearning anticipation pulsing in her sheath, the girl took its hard
head into her mouth. Judith gave a long sigh, as if she could
really feel the lips that closed on the phallus. “Good girl. You’re
making me so excited.”

How could she
be pleased by Judith’s praise? As a warm glow of satisfaction added
itself to her arousal, Amelia was seized by doubts. They vanished
the moment Judith lay between her thighs, propped herself on her
elbows and gave a wriggle of her hips that pushed the head of the
dildo against Amelia’s tingling sex.

“We’re not
going to fuck tonight, darling. We’re going to make love.” Judith’s
lips came down on Amelia’s and kissed her hard. Their mouths moved
greedily and their tongues danced together as the dildo’s
tantalising tip probed Amelia’s entrance. As the kiss ended, she
looked up and saw Judith’ eyes were misty with desire.

“Lord, how
I’ve waited for this,” Judith said and thrust her hips forward.

Amelia’s sex
rippled. She cried out. Her belly felt as if it was melting in the
heat that flamed within her sheath. Judith’s weight was on her
throbbing breasts and thighs, and forcing her aching buttocks into
the mattress. Instantly, the pain and pleasure coiled and entwined
into a thrashing orgasm that clamped Amelia’s sex tight around the
phallus.

“Oh, you came
darling!” Judith panted, riding her hard. “Oh, you came again!
Wicked girl.” Her laugh was a strangled sound as she continued
thrusting, and Amelia’s orgasms kept bursting over her again and
again until her frantic, quivering pleasure became one long,
continuous climax. Head spinning, her sheath racked with spasms of
delight, Amelia was close to fainting. Her thighs were bathed in
the wet heat of her juices and her blood pounded in her veins.
Heart hammering, she could barely breathe between the impassioned
cries being torn from her lips.

Abruptly,
Judith’s wild movements stopped and her whole body stiffened. She
strained her sex hard against Amelia’s. A growling, guttural cry
rose from her throat and suddenly she was bucking and writhing with
the same rapturous abandon as Amelia. The girl had no idea how long
it lasted. She felt an explosion of breath-taking delight in her
sex, and her body went on wriggling until her strength deserted
her. She lay inert until Judith collapsed on top of her, panting
raggedly. Then she closed her eyes.

When Amelia
stirred, Judith’s weight was gone from her. Had she slept or
fainted? It did not matter. All that did matter was that she had
come longer and harder than she had ever done before. Her belly
ached and her sex still shivered uncontrollably. Incredibly, she
had Judith to thank for it - her wicked, treacherous, malicious
former companion. With sudden, heart-stopping clarity, Amelia knew
that it was not the pain Judith would inflict that the other girls
had feared so much. It was the pleasure.

Why was she
not filled with horror? She knew what she had done. She should feel
guilt that she had let herself be conquered, shame at her eager
responses, despair that Judith had been right all along about the
pleasure she would feel at her hands. Instead, she felt a boundless
gratitude and affection towards her Mistress for giving her such
wonderful orgasms.

Judith had
been right about her in other ways also, Amelia admitted. Timid and
nervous in the company of strangers, she had only dared to seek
adventure vicariously, in the pages of her novels and the tales
Jeavons told. The only time she had stood up to anyone had been a
miserable failure that ended with Victor taking the Hall and her
along with it. She was the weak submissive creature they
called her, a natural, born for servitude, destined to obey and be
used by her betters in any way they saw fit. She was a slave
girl.

This time
Amelia did not reject the truth. She embraced it. A wonderful calm
feeling filled her at once. All of her fear, confusion and doubt
slipped away. Amelia let them go, and felt the reassuring certainty
and security of servitude. There was no need for the agonies of
conscience she had put herself through. All that was needed was
that she serve and obey, and all would be well.

Judith lay
back on the piled pillows, pulled Amelia up beside her and made her
drink from the large glass of red wine at the bedside. It was warm
but refreshing. As Amelia swallowed, her Mistress kissed her hard,
ringed nipple and ran her tongue over the perspiration-beaded curve
of her breast.

“You loved it
as much as I did, didn’t you, darling?” Her bright eyes searched
Amelia’s face, almost anxiously, it seemed.

“Yes, I did,”
Amelia confessed, and felt a tiny pang of regret – not for the
admission but for the life she was leaving behind by finally
accepting her true nature.

“I’m so glad,
sweetheart. Whatever it is you do that makes me come like that, you
must promise me never to stop.”

“I promise,”
Amelia said.

“You
are a wonder, Amelia. A dream come true.” Judith lay back
with a sigh of contentment. “You know, sometimes I have the
strangest imaginings. I pretend that Charles and Victor are
Charlotte and Victoria and they use me in the same way they do you
and the other girls. I could never submit to a man, but I do wonder
about another woman. I know I would hate the bite of the switch or
the cane, or the whip.” She shivered. “Yet I can’t escape these
pictures that come into my head. How can you take pleasure in
feeling pain?

“I don’t know.
I was trying to understand it but now I’m just...”

“But you
relish it. You actually enjoy being bound and hurt.”

Amelia nodded
and lowered her eyes from Judith’s intense gaze.

“Are you
deliberately failing to address me properly so that I’ll punish
you?” Judith demanded sternly.

“Oh, no,
Mistress! I’m just tired after… after…”

Amelia’s
Mistress pinched her nipple. “Then why are these still hard?” Her
finger slid down to Amelia’s sex and circled within her outer lips.
“Why is this so hot and so very wet?”

Amelia moaned
and stared at the curving phallus between Judith’s thighs. She
dared to run her fingertips along the length that had given her
such unbelievable pleasure.

Judith slapped
her hand away. “I do believe I will have to punish you.
You’re being such a bad girl.”

 



Chapter
10

 


As Amelia
gazed forlornly up at her, Judith laughed and clapped her hands
delightedly. “Lord, I love that look! First the fear, then the
helplessness, then the resignation when they realise there’s
absolutely nothing they can do to stop it.” She pulled Amelia
closer and kissed the tip of her nose. “Don’t be afraid, my pet. It
won’t hurt much. It’s not a punishment. It’s a reward.”

Judith stacked
some pillows on the bed and made Amelia lie belly-down so her
bottom was lifted high. She chained Amelia’s wrist-cuffs to one of
the iron rings in the headboard that the girl, in her innocence,
had always thought were mere decoration. The tingling in her sex
became a tremor as Amelia tugged on the chain and felt a delicious
curl of fear in her belly when it did not yield.

Judith was
true to her word. The twenty strokes with the light wand she laid
on Amelia’s buttocks did not hurt much, just enough for their sting
to meld with her arousal and fill her with the craving for greater
pleasure. Judith left her in her chains when she put down the
switch. Amelia watched her Mistress run her hand up and down the
thick ebony of the phallus and caught her breath. Kneeling on the
bed behind her, Judith stretched Amelia’s buttocks apart with both
hands.

“Now, which
opening should I fill?” she said. Amelia felt her belly tighten.
Judith laughed. “Oh, your bum-hole just winked at me! Was that an
invitation?”

The hard tip
of the phallus pushed against Amelia’s sphincter, and despite the
racing drumbeat of her heart, she forced her anus to relax. It was
a slave girl’s duty to please her mistress.

“Good girl,”
Judith said, and Amelia felt an extra thrill of pleasure at her
praise. “But I was only teasing.” Her fingers tickled Amelia’s
vulva. “It’s here I want be, in this lovely pussy.” She slid the
big phallus in slowly, and Amelia had to fight to resist thrusting
back to impale herself on it. A sudden jerk of Judith’s hips
plunged it deep and Amelia climaxed immediately. They made love
with the same wanton fury as before until Judith stopped, just
short of Amelia’s third orgasm.

“Lord, I have
to taste your pussy again,” she groaned and clamped her lips to its
juicy, ripe folds. Arched over the pillows, helpless, Amelia could
only climax again.

Judith’s
insatiable appetite made the session continue long after the faint
chimes of midnight sounded from the long case clock downstairs. She
unchained Amelia and removed the strap-on dildo and the one in her
sex so that the girl could lick her to orgasm. It was right and
proper, Amelia reasoned, after the delights she had experienced at
her Mistress’s hands. The first grey of pre-dawn tinged the sky
when their strength failed entirely and they slept, their hot,
sweating bodies still entwined.

Nevertheless,
it was early when Judith woke Amelia with a sharp slap to her rear.
“Up you get,” she said. “There’s a busy day ahead for us all. You
had better piss first.”

She put the
chamber pot down in the bright rectangle of June sunlight coming
through the window. Amelia obediently squatted and urinated while
Judith’s green eyes watched her and sparkled. She felt no shame or
embarrassment and was relieved to finally be free of such feelings.
Why she had clung to them for so long, she could not imagine, when
all along she could have had the peace she was feeling now. How
silly she must have been not to see it. She squeezed out the last
drops and stood up.

“Pass it
here.” Judith sat on the edge of the bed, spread her legs and held
her hand out.

“Let me,
Mistress,” Amelia said, remembering how Jane had done it for
Victor.

Judith looked
curiously at her and let her kneel at her feet. “Are you all right,
Amelia?”

“Yes,
Mistress.” Amelia smiled at her.

“You seem
uncommon light-hearted this morning. Did you enjoy last night so
much?” Judith squirted piss.

“Oh, yes,
Mistress! It was… it was….” Amelia struggled to find a word that
adequately described it.

“It was
wonderful, marvellous and utterly delightful.”

“Yes,” Amelia
agreed, “all of those things.” She looked up shyly, ignoring the
spatter of piss on her cheeks. “Mistress, I’m sorry I haven’t
always been good. I will be in future, I promise.” If she was to be
a slave girl, Amelia was determined she would be a very good slave
girl and make her Mistress proud.

Judith studied
her face while her piss dwindled to nothing. “Good Lord, you mean
it! You have learned your place.”

“Yes,
Mistress. I understand now.” Amelia was not entirely sure she did,
but she was sure it was good that she no longer felt afraid. At
least, she thought she was. She rejected the thoughts as too
complicated and returned the pot to the commode.

“Well, this is
excellent,” Judith said. “Oh dear, I really must have your tongue
in my pussy one more time before Victor’s guests arrive!” She gave
a smile, an affectionate one, Amelia thought.

Happy to have
pleased her Mistress, Amelia knelt down, ignored the drips of piss
clinging to Judith’s dangling labia and began to please her
again.

 


* * *

 


Her journey
had begun here, Amelia thought as she lined up with her companions
before the ornate fireplace in the drawing room of Watchnest Hall.
The few days that had passed since Victor ripped off her clothes
and made her his servant had been the longest and hardest in all
her twenty-one years of life. She had been so fearful, torn between
her loyalty to the Hall and Jonathan, and the compelling cravings
her captors had created in her. Now she was calm, untroubled. She
accepted without rancour that Victor had never intended to keep the
three-month agreement. She accepted that Jonathan was not going to
come to her rescue. It was not important. What mattered was to
serve her masters and be free of her fears.

Yet, Amelia
was experiencing a most strange duality of self that left a part of
her detached from everything happening around her. It stood to one
side, a mere observer, as the rest of her played the role of
obedient slave girl she had set herself. That small part still knew
right from wrong, good from evil – sanity from madness.

Belinda
shifted restlessly beside her and Amelia felt a pang of guilt that
she had not apologised for the trouble she had caused the young
widow. She had had no opportunity when the morning had been spent
preparing for Victor’s guests, the ones he had travelled to London
to see, Amelia’s Mistress had informed the girls while they applied
their cosmetics and pinned up their hair. Victor had insisted they
all look their best for the men he had invited. No longer resentful
when her Master played lord of the manor, Amelia was surprised by
the other girls’ reluctance to be seen naked by strangers. She had
quite understood when Judith had quashed their protests with a few
smacks of her cane.

Amelia
recalled that Judith had again seemed hesitant before deciding to
also put on makeup and add one of the tortoiseshell and silver
combs she had made the girls wear, to her hair. She had drawn the
line at rouging her nipples and outer labia as the girls had had to
do. Amelia looked down at the hard, shiny red points of her breasts
and the gold rings piercing them, and hoped her Master’s guests
would find them pleasing. Her pussy was tingling, as it had been
since Judith had slapped her awake hours before. She was in a state
of mild but constant arousal, enough to keep a warm, moist tickle
in her sex without soaking the little red pouch covering it.

“They’re
here,” Charles announced from beside the open window, and Amelia
heard the crunch of carriage wheels on gravel.

Victor stopped
pacing back and forth and pointed a threatening finger at the
girls. “Remember what I said - your very best behaviour. These
people are as important to your future as they are to mine. If any
of you displeases them, you will all suffer for it.” Running a
finger inside his shirt collar, he hurried to the front door.

As her
upraised arms began to ache, Amelia suddenly remembered she had
meant to tell Victor about the stranger in the cellar. As her
Master, he should be informed, but for some reason she did not
understand, she felt reluctant to raise the subject. It was plain
that Belinda had not told him either. Perhaps later, Amelia
thought.

“Come in,
Malbury and welcome. And you, Marchbank. A pleasure to see you.”
There was much else in the same vein in Victor’s effusive welcome
but Amelia did not listen. She was watching the broad-shouldered
man who walked into the drawing room and immediately fixed his
flint-grey eyes on the assembled girls. Even in her seclusion at
the Hall, Amelia had heard of the notorious Lord Malbury. His
outrageous exploits, which had seen him outcast by polite society,
made him a frequent favourite in the scandal pages of the
newspapers. They vilified him as a whoremonger and profligate, and
hinted at much worse, as well as condemning him for using his
wealth and privileged position to escape the consequences of his
worst outrages. He was about Victor’s age, sandy-haired,
clean-shaven and his regular features were not what Amelia expected
of the debauched libertine the press described. Except, she
thought, for the hardness of his thin-lipped mouth and the
iron-hard gaze roving over every naked inch of the girls before
him.

“The coachman
left your baggage at the door,” Victor said. “I’ll see it’s taken
to your rooms.”

“No need,
Birchwood,” Malbury said, and gestured at two young women who had
followed the men into the room. “The cunts will carry it. Have your
lackey watch them.” He gestured at Charles.

Looking far
from pleased at being called a lackey, Charles’s expression
darkened even more when Victor did not correct Malbury’s mistaken
impression.

“Get stripped
and spread your legs,” Malbury barked at the two girls, who
immediately shed their ankle length summer coats and folded their
arms behind their backs. They wore nothing else but shoes and
stockings, and a silk ribbon tied tightly around the top of each
thigh. Amelia blinked. There was something attached to each ribbon,
a small rectangular piece of gold that was in turn attached to – a
tremor thrilled her moist pussy. The taller of the girls had a
little gold clamp screwed tight to each side of her inner sex lips,
and as she parted her thighs the ribbons tied to the clamps grossly
stretched apart her inner labia. The girl, pretty with full lips
and blonde hair showing beneath the bonnet that matched her coat,
hissed through her clenched teeth, eyes watering.

The second
girl had clamps fastened to her outer labia. She was as black
haired as Amelia and had skin of the same honeyed shade as
Belinda’s. She too hissed her pain when she spread her thighs and
her labia stretched, making her sex gape.

“Good heavens,
have they travelled all the way from London like that?” Victor
asked.

“Of course,”
Malbury confirmed and pointed at the blonde. “But Prudence decided
to disobey me.” Before the girl could blink, his big hand slapped
hard on her right breast. “Did I tell you to keep your legs open
the whole way?”

“Yes, my
lord,” the girl said, gasping.

Malbury
slapped her left breast. “Then why didn’t you?”

“My lord, the
ticket collector kept looking at me.”

He smacked
both breasts again. “I don’t give a fuck if the Lord Chancellor was
looking at you. You do not disobey me. Spread your legs
more.”

Face twisting
in pain, the girl obeyed and her delicate pussy-lips became even
more misshapen while tears ran down her cheeks.

“I’ll thrash
you for it later,” Malbury promised, and Amelia did not doubt he
would keep his word.

“I say, I know
you, don’t I?” Victor asked the girl. “Prudence? It’s Pru isn’t
it?”

“You should
know her, Birchwood. I bought her from the whorehouse you sold her
to. And just in time. She’d have ended up with a cunt like a
bill-poster’s bucket, the way the customers kept fucking her.”

“By gad, she
was one of my first,” Victor said. “A hundred pounds I got for her
and I only paid forty for her debts.”

The girl hung
her head, hiding the pain in her face as they discussed her.

“Two hundred,
the madam said she paid,” Malbury said with a short laugh. “She
cost me four. Head up!” He slapped one of her teats again and she
whimpered. “Worth every penny.”

“I’m glad you
appreciate her,” Victor said. “I enjoyed breaking her. You could
have the same pleasure with others once I am established.”

“All in good
time.” Malbury waved Victor’s comment aside and eyed the line of
girls. “So these are your whores?”

“My bunnies,
Malbury. Slave girls, not whores.”

Amelia noticed
she was the only one of the captives who did not gasp at Victor’s
words as he revealed their true status clearly for the first
time.

“I have no
wish to be a brothel-keeper,” he continued, “or to be known as a
whore-master.”

“All women are
whores, Birchwood.” Malbury regarded him, one eyebrow raised. “You
think a slave-master is a step up from a pimp?”


“Unquestionably.” Victor gave no sign he was insulted. “There are
fewer costs and you need not doubt the profits will be far
greater.”

Again, Malbury
waved dismissively. “Business later. Let’s see these ‘bunnies’ of
yours.” He looked at Judith who stood at the end of the line
holding her cane behind her back. “Why is this one clothed?”

Amelia had
never seen Judith embarrassed before. Her Mistress made a strangled
noise and blushed red. Victor cleared his throat, and what might
have been a stifled titter escaped Sophie.

“I am
not one of Victor’s sluts, Lord Malbury,” Judith said icily,
making plain her pique at his mistake. “I assist in maintaining
discipline and with their training.”

“Judith, Miss
Carver that is, has been of considerable help,” Victor added. “Her
familiarity with the Sapphic arts has been most useful.”

“A damned
bull?” Malbury looked her scornfully up and down.

Judith shot a
furious glance at Victor.

“An asset to
our organisation,” he said. “You will recall the part of the
brothel devoted to female clientele. We should not ignore the
wealthy daughters of Lesbos as potential sources of profit.”

“Profit be
damned. I’ve no use for a woman I can’t fuck.” Malbury gave Judith
a scathing look and moved on to Jane who trembled under his
scrutiny. “Seems a might skittish.”

“Recently
acquired,” Victor explained, “but coming along nicely.”

Malbury
weighed one of her big breasts on his palm. “Young, eh? I like the
jut of her tits. What’s this thing on her cunt?”

Grinning,
Victor had Jane demonstrate the fixing of the tiny pouch over her
sex. Both Malbury and the so-far silent Marchbank showed interest
in the ring in her flesh as she exposed the pouting crescents of
her sex lips.

“She looks
wet,” Marchbank said, and Victor showed him the ridge inside the
pouch and explained its purpose.

“No sign of
her clit,” Malbury observed. “Pru, here.”

Wincing, the
girl hobbled to him and spread her legs to stretch her sex horribly
again. He ran a finger over her hood twice. At once, the tip of her
bud peeped from its folds.

“That’s
training, Birchwood.”

“Indeed,”
Victor smiled. “Amelia, bare your cunt.”

Immediately,
Amelia unclipped her pouch at the rear and raised it to expose her
sex.

“You used to
have an ivory toy, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Master.”
Her sex quivered.

“You liked
putting it up your pussy a lot, didn’t you. You like it in deep and
how it rubs….” Victor broke off, pointing at the hard nub that had
risen at the apex of Amelia’s slit. “There. How’s that for a proper
response?”

Malbury smiled
thinly. “Interesting, to be sure. Marchbank?”

“Oh, most
amusing. I like the idea of those rings, Birchwood. Perhaps you’d
show me how it’s done? You can use Georgette here.”

Victor looked
at the dark haired girl. “With pleasure. Should I know her?”

“Not one of
yours, old chap. I got her in Paris. She was companion to a lady.”
He looked curiously at Judith as she gave a little splutter. “Had
her plucked off the street one afternoon, straight into a carriage
and onto my yacht before anyone knew she was gone.”

“Somewhat
risky, I’d have thought,” Victor said. “It would be much easier for
a gentleman to simply attend a gathering at a country house and
purchase whatever took his fancy. Don’t you agree?”

“And you’re
the one to arrange it, are you, Birchwood?” Malbury demanded. “You
have a damned shady reputation and can boast of little success in
your previous ventures. If you want my money, you will need to make
a damned good case why I should invest in your enterprise.”

Taken aback,
Victor began a hesitant reply.

Malbury
ignored it. “Let’s get back to these bitches.” He made Sophie
remove the chain around her hips and let it and her pouch hang from
the ring in her perineum. “Hm, it’s a novel thing,” he said,
watching her flesh stretching under the weight.

“I got it from
a hand-written book I found here at the Hall,” Victor said and
glanced at Amelia. “Written by an expert. It was the book gave me
the idea for our enterprise, along with the excellent facilities
this place offers for housing and training the slaves.”

“And they’ll
come from debtors’ prison?” Malbury asked with a glimmer of
interest.

“All carefully
selected and not of the common type. Like these ones, they will be
well-educated young women from respectable backgrounds and virgin
for the most part, at least to begin with. I made an exception with
Belinda here. She is a widow but not yet twenty-three, and she can
read and write and play the piano.”

“Damn the
piano, man. Can she play me a tune on the blue-veined piccolo?” He
laughed and unashamedly unbuttoned his trousers, exposing his
large, stiffening penis. “Get your mouth round that,” he told
Belinda. “Show me what you can do.”

With a
dagger-look at Victor, she knelt, took the swelling head of
Malbury’s cock between her lips and began to suck it. Amelia had
been more conscious of the thrumming pulse of her arousal than in
what was going on around her. That changed as she saw Malbury’s
cock thicken and lengthen until Belinda could barely stretch her
jaw wide enough to accommodate it. Though certain that Victor and
Charles possessed stalwart examples of manhood, Amelia knew they
did not compare with the enormous, curving shaft the aristocrat
could boast. She gulped, and her sex rippled.

“You’ve
flogged her recently,” Malbury said conversationally, working more
of his length into Belinda’s mouth and ignoring her protesting
squeak. He nodded towards Amelia. “That one too, but not the
others. Did these two offend in some way?”

“Not at all,”
Victor lied smoothly. “It was purely for pleasure.”

“I like mine
freshly marked at all times, night and morning at the very least.
Pru, show your arse.”

The girl
obeyed, displaying a half-dozen, angry, red weals on her taut
buttocks. And she had had to sit on a hard railway carriage seat
for most of the morning, Amelia thought, sex tingling.

“And you
ringed them tit and clit,” Malbury said. “Shouldn’t that be up to
the buyer?”

“It’s easily
reversed. Take the ring out and the hole closes eventually. But I
don’t plan to sell them. They will stay to set an example for the
new stock. I learned that one myself. Keep a few trained girls
around and the new arrivals quickly learn to copy them. No need to
explain in detail.”

“Hm, good
idea,” Malbury said and reached down to the rings in Belinda’s
breasts, pulling the heavy globes until their nipples stretched.
Belinda’s eyes narrowed but she knew better than to falter in her
task. “She still has her hands at her neck.”

“And they’ll
stay there until she’s told otherwise. I’ve trained them well,
Malbury, as I will the next ones.” Victor’s smile was directed at
both of his guests. “Of course, as investors, you will be at
liberty to participate in their education whenever you choose.”

Malbury
released Belinda and pulled his penis from her mouth. As she gasped
for breath, he stowed as much of it as would fit back in his
trousers. “No more than I’d expect for the sum you’re asking. I’ll
grant they’re beauties and I like those collars around their necks.
Puts ‘em in their place, what? This slut’s is different from the
rest.” His gaze was on Amelia, who respectfully lowered her eyes.
“Look at me. Are you the Barron brat?”

She looked
into his eyes and knew they had never shown pity. “Yes, Master.”
Her breast stung fiercely from his slap.

“I am a peer
of the realm. You address me as ‘my lord’.”

“Yes, my lord.
Please forgive my mistake.”

“Your clit’s
still sticking out. Are you wet?”

“Yes, my
lord.”

Malbury looked
at Victor who grinned.

“I told you,
she’s a natural.”

“Is that true,
girl?” Malbury gripped Amelia’s clitoris hard between finger and
thumb. “Are you a natural-born slave?”

Amelia groaned
in pain and pleasure and could not stop her hips wriggling. “Ooh!
Yes, my lord.”

Only Judith
and Charles did not join in the laughter that followed. Amelia
hoped she had not displeased them. Behind her, the mantel clock
struck noon.

“Luncheon in
an hour,” Victor told his guests. “Meanwhile, I’ll show you your
rooms and you can refresh yourselves after your journey.”

“Make it two
hours,” Malbury said, watching Amelia’s face while he continued
pinching her clitoris. “I’m going to fuck this one first.”

 



Chapter
11

 


Amelia walked
carefully down the long staircase of Watchnest Hall. She would have
liked to rub the fiery stripes Malbury had carved into her buttocks
but no one had given her permission to lower her hands from her
neck. Her pussy felt bruised and stretched, and her anus was
burning. She reached the deserted entrance hall at the foot of the
stairs, where one of the visitors’ trunks still stood beside the
half-open front door. Amelia stopped, feeling a little wistful as
she looked out upon freedom.

Run.
Run, a tiny voice cried in her head, but Amelia knew that
was not a slave girl’s duty. She recognised the tap of Judith’s
heels.

“Amelia?”

Her Mistress
seemed surprised. Amelia looked through the doorway for long
seconds before turning to her.

Judith’s frown
became a thin smile. “Out there isn’t for you, my pet. You wouldn’t
like it at all.”

“I know,
Mistress,” Amelia replied, pleased when the woman’s smile
broadened.

“Whatever are
you doing wandering around on your own?”

“Lord Malbury
sent me for hot water.”

“I see.”
Judith looked relieved, and then cocked her head to one side for a
clearer view of Amelia’s caned bottom. “Did you upset him?”

“No, mistress.
He punished the girl called Prudence, and then he punished me. He
said he wanted to see if I took it as well as she did.”

“He didn’t
restrain you first?”

“No,
Mistress.”

“And you kept
still while he beat you?”

“Yes,
Mistress.”

“Good girl,”
Judith said, and Amelia felt a warm, satisfied glow. “I’ll see to
Malbury’s request. You get along to the servants’ bathroom and run
a bath. I’ll be there presently.”

Amelia was not
surprised when Judith removed her gown as soon as she entered the
bathroom a few minutes later. Her aching pussy even managed a
little tremor. Judith took the girl’s cuffs and collar off and
pressed a palm to the fresh ridges on her buttocks. Amelia flinched
and gave a mew of pain.

“In you get.
It won’t hurt too much to sit on that prettily-striped bottom.”

The girl mewed
again at the contact of the hot water and the hard bath on her
freshly caned backside.

“Hands
up.”

Amelia clasped
her hands behind her neck and Judith soaped her breasts. It felt
nice, and Amelia was grateful for the attention her Mistress was
lavishing on her.

“What a good
slave girl you’ve become,” Judith said. “Lord, I can’t wait to flog
these lovely tits again! Oh, we’ll have such times together, my
dear! Years and years of them, and all so much better than when you
were the mistress and I was a mere companion.” If she thought the
comment might wound Amelia, she showed no sign of caring, but the
girl was sure that had not been her Mistress’s intention.

Amelia’s
nipples hardened further as Judith’s fingers pinched and teased
them, and tugged on their gold rings. Soon her hand slid under the
water and between Amelia’s thighs. Knowing her Mistress would
expect her to, she opened them and let the fingers slip into her
sex.

“Did
high-and-mighty Lord Malbury hurt your naughty pussy, darling?”
Judith crooned. “Did he stretch it with his nasty cock?”

“Yes,
Mistress.” Amelia told her how Victor had not even left the room
before Malbury had stripped naked. He had finally allowed Prudence
and Georgette to release the clamps on their sexes, which also
caused them much discomfort, then made Prudence bend over a chair
and grip its seat with both hands. After dealing her six hard
strokes with a thick cane he had taken from his portmanteau, he had
done the same to Amelia.

“Judging your
reaction, I expect,” Judith commented. “To see if you are as good
as Victor said.”

Pleased that
Victor had praised her to his guest, Amelia described how Malbury
had lain on the bed and made her climb on top of him. She had been
in awe of his huge, straining penis with its head nearly as big as
her fist, certain it would never fit inside her. Somewhat to her
surprise, it had, though rather uncomfortably, at least to begin
with. She had been further surprised when Malbury made her do all
the work while he lay with his hands behind his head and watched
her pussy slide up and down his enormous cock. But the greatest
surprise had been when Marchbank joined in and forced his way into
Amelia’s tight rear passage while she was still riding Malbury.

“Thank you for
oiling us all there this morning, Mistress,” Amelia said
gratefully.

“One should
plan for every eventuality, my pet. I fancy I have heard tell those
two like taking their pleasures together.” Judith flicked the ring
in Amelia’s hood, making her erect clitoris tingle pleasantly.
“Each to their own, I suppose. Did you come?”

“Only once,
Mistress.”

Judith
laughed. “Once is enough for a man. I’m sure you were born to
please pussies, not cocks, darling. Especially this pussy.” She
stood up and put one foot on the edge of the bath. Amelia looked
from the long, hard nipples on her Mistress’s big, swaying breasts
to the stiff point of her clitoris and the pink, wetly-gleaming
cleft of her sex. Without needing to be told, she leant forward and
began licking its juicy folds. She had added rubbing Judith’s
clitoris to her service by the time Charles walked in.

“Excuse me,”
he said, making no move to withdraw.

“Can’t you
knock?” Judith demanded sharply, stepping back and pressing her
thighs together as she raised an arm across her breasts.

Charles
appeared equally annoyed as he looked up from her nakedness and met
her gaze. “I want a word. In private.”

Judith smiled
smugly. “Amelia is quite safe. Haven’t you noticed? I didn’t expect
Victor to, but I thought you had more perception, Charles. Amelia
has undergone a change of heart, or perhaps more accurately, a
change of mind. She now knows her place here.” She laughed at his
doubting expression. “Amelia, what are you?”

“A slave girl,
Mistress,” Amelia said with a delicious curl of fear in her
belly.

“A very good
slave girl.”

“Thank you,
Mistress.” Her pussy quivered.

“There, now we
have established that, what do you want?” Judith demanded.

“I want to
know what you think of Malbury.”

“I don’t like
him at all,” Judith said. “I doubt you do either, since he treats
you as Victor’s lackey.”

“Forget his
insults,” Charles said. “He worries me. He criticised Victor’s
reputation but his own is a damned sight uglier. He’s thrown his
weight around as if he owns the place since he walked through the
door.”

“Victor is the
same,” Judith said.

“He
does own it. Malbury is just a guest.”

“An arrogant
aristocrat that Victor wants to invest in his scheme,” Judith
reminded him and pulled a face. “But I do wish we had argued more
strongly that Victor go slowly. He is too impatient.”

“He has spent
his life trying to outdo his cousin’s success and always failed. He
blamed Jonathan Barron for that, though in reality he had nothing
to do with it. Victor’s ambition has made him overstep the mark
this time. And he owes a lot more money than he’ll admit. Most of
what he wants from Malbury would go to pay his debts so the
bailiffs will leave him alone. He doesn’t want them chasing him
when he’s involved in something criminal.”

“Perhaps we
would have done better to demand our money and left him to it.”

“Too late for
that. Besides, do you really want to give up this?” Charles pointed
to Amelia. “But I suggest you go very carefully from now on.”

“Are you sure
this isn’t just because he doesn’t treat you like a gentleman?”
Judith asked slyly and Amelia saw Charles jaw clench in anger.

He turned
away, paused and looked back. “I’ve given you warning, Judith. Heed
it or don’t. You can look out for yourself from now on.” He stared
at her nudity for a second, then left, slamming the door.

Judith gave a
shiver. “Oh dear! Charles has quite ruined my mood. Out you get.”
As Amelia rose from the water, she slapped the girl’s smarting
bottom. “And I suppose I will have to play housekeeper again now.
Oh, it really is too bad.”

Gingerly
drying her buzzing buttocks, Amelia felt a little unsettled by the
disharmony among her Masters and Mistress. She had easily worked
out that Victor planned to become a dealer in slaves, just like the
ravening Turks she had read about. He would use the Hall to house
and train his slaves and to hold the auctions at which they would
be sold. Her role was to set an example of obedience to the
newcomers, which meant there was no reason she would ever need to
leave her home. Greatly cheered by the thought, she forgot the
concerns of her betters. They were not for her. She need only
obey.

Amelia thought
about the plundering Turks again as her Mistress replaced her cuffs
and her collar. Her sex twitched and she wished Charles had not
interrupted them.

 


* * *

 


“Wriggle your
arse more,” Charles told Belinda. “Push it down.”

The brunette
beauty groaned as he leaned his weight on her shoulders and her
hips sank lower, forcing the big, cast-iron phallus deeper into her
rear. Kneeling on the dining table facing Belinda, Amelia felt her
sphincter flex nervously as the young widow gave another wriggle to
seat the thick iron less uncomfortably within her rectum. Amelia
had fully expected to have her anus used when Charles had taken her
and Belinda from their work in the kitchen to the bathroom, and
given them both enemas in a more conventional and less painful way
than their previous experience. He had liberally oiled their
puckered rosettes, pushing deep, especially with Belinda, who had
quickly become excited. Laughing as he deliberately left her
frustrated, he had turned to Amelia.

“You like
fucking in bathrooms. Suck my cock.”

She had obeyed
enthusiastically, gulping down his come and licking his shaft
clean. Charles hypnotic eyes had stared deep into hers. Amelia had
been determined they would see only her willingness to serve him
well.

“Perhaps
Judith is right about you, after all,” he had told her, and Amelia
had smiled with pleasure and ignored the questioning look Belinda
gave her.

She watched
Charles chain Belinda’s left wrist level with her shoulder on the
big cast-iron frame that held the phallus, then slide along the
table towards her. An identical device stood at Amelia’s back, a
large open rectangle with solid, claw-feet, all so heavy Charles
had needed Victor’s help to lift it onto the table. It was as tall
as she was while she knelt on the table and pierced in places with
holes for the fitting of ropes or chains. Amelia had seen both
frames before, half-hidden by junk in a corner of the attic but had
paid then no attention. Of course, she had not seen their most
prominent feature at the time – the thick, long phallus curving up
from each of their bases, equally capable of penetrating a girl
front or rear, as it suited her master.

Eager to
please, Amelia reached between her legs, grasped the shaft and
manoeuvred herself until its tip pressed her sphincter. “I’m ready,
Master,” she said as Charles knelt beside her.

“What? By
heaven, so you are. Very well, push on it.”

Sure she had
pleased him, Amelia relaxed her anus and pushed her bottom
backwards. The cold iron made her wriggle as much as Belinda had as
it stretched her knot and suddenly slid inside. Charles hands on
her shoulders forced the invader deeper until her buttocks squashed
against the base of the frame. Being fully impaled was more
uncomfortable than Amelia expected, almost as much as the rough
penetration of Lord Marchbank, which had left her tight little hole
burning quite painfully. The feeling lasted until Charles took two
identical ivory dildos from his pockets. Amelia’s juices flowed and
her pussy prickled in anticipation.

“No coming
when this goes in, Amelia,” Charles said sternly, “or I’ll give
your tits a smacking. Lift up there.”

Amelia felt
the unyielding iron slide over her slick, stretched anus as she
raised herself enough to let Charles slip the dildo into her sex.
Biting her lip, she fought the rippling contractions that thrilled
through her as the ribbed ivory teased its way over the velvety
ridges of her sheath. To her amazement and intense satisfaction,
she hovered on the brink for a moment and then subsided to
quivering arousal. She had done it. For the first time since Victor
had taken her on the drawing room carpet, she had managed to
suppress her desires. Panting with the effort, Amelia had to
acknowledge it had not been in quite the circumstances she had
intended.

Charles
chained Amelia’s left wrist to the frame, returned to Belinda and
pushed the second dildo into her pussy. “I’m going to join the
others. Remember what I told you, those fingers start rubbing your
clits as soon as you hear the doors open and not before, and
woe betide you if they stop before you’re told.”

As Charles
left the room Amelia orgasmed, her fingers nowhere near her
clitoris. Moments later, Belinda did the same.

A little
later, the sound of the doors opening was immediately followed by
exclamations of surprise and amusement, and Amelia began rubbing
her finger on her hard bud. Jolts of delight joined the tremors
already teasing her sex.

“Droll,
Birchwood, very droll,” she heard Malbury say.

“Yes indeed,”
Marchbank agreed. “A splendid tableau, dear fellow. This will be a
dinner with a difference, to be sure.”

“Accompanied
by the smell of cunt.” Malbury appeared beside Amelia and took a
long sniff, watching her fast-moving finger. “Another idea from
that book, Birchwood?”

“And by no
means the last,” Victor agreed, drawing his attention to the solid
iron jammed into Amelia’s anus. The friction in her rectum as he
raised her to display the shaft was enough to send her over the
edge.

“Ha, she’s
coming already,” Marchbank said as Amelia gasped and squirmed on
the iron and her sex spasmed long and hard around the dildo.

“Yes, it
doesn’t take much with Amelia,” Victor said.

“Then let’s
make her work for it. Chain her wrist.” Malbury took an unopened
wine bottle from the cooler on the sideboard while Victor secured
Amelia’s free hand. He placed it on the table an inch or two in
front of her swollen clitoris. “Rub yourself on that, girl.”

Disappointed
at being deprived of the stimulus of her finger, Amelia lifted
herself on the iron phallus and pushed her belly forward. The dark,
dew-covered glass was cold on her clitoris, but neither bud nor
Amelia shrank from their task.

Victor
congratulated Malbury on his idea as they sat down, the two lords
facing Victor, who had Judith at his right, closest to Amelia, and
Charles to his left, beside Belinda. Amelia was not so lost in
arousal that she was unaware of the long switches Charles and
Judith laid beside their place settings. Sophie and Jane, wearing
only collars, hip-chains and pouches, had just begun serving the
first course when Belinda came with a long, juddering groan.

“One each,”
Marchbank said, chuckling and looking at Amelia arching her back to
reach the bottle. “But it’s not a fair contest now. I say, we
should get some of these, Malbury. No need to wait for after-dinner
entertainment then.”

“Maybe we
will, Jimmy, though Prudence sucking my cock at mealtimes has been
adequate amusement up to now.” He hooked a thumb towards Belinda.
“You say this bitch cooked the meal, Birchwood?”

“Quite true.
But her real skill lies in the way she takes it up her arse. You
must try her. I’ll wager you’ve never come across her like.”

“More
Marchbank’s thing than mine, eh, Jimmy?”

“Yes, I’ve
always enjoyed buggering.” He looked up as Sophie changed his
plate. “None of that same sex stuff, of course. Only women.”

“Quite so,”
Victor said. “I’ve never held with that sort of thing either.” He
glanced quickly at Judith and cleared his throat. “I see you like
your slaves bare-cunted, Malbury. Do you shave or wax them?”

Judith lashed
her switch across Amelia’s breasts. “No one told you to stop, slut.
Get moving. Now!”

Shocked from
her daze of desire by the fiery line scoring her teats, Amelia
rubbed her pulsing bud faster on the bottle. It was not her place
to doubt her Mistress, but she was sure she had not stopped, even
for a second.

“Neither one,”
Malbury said as if nothing had happened. “I have ‘em plucked. I
only brought Prudence with me. Caroline is at home. They do each
other.”

Marchbank
sniggered. “While we watch. Most entertaining.”

“I must try it
then,” Victor said. “ I see you like to have your girls beside you
at table.” He nodded at Prudence who knelt at Malbury’s left with
her arms folded behind her and Georgette, in the same position
beside Marchbank.

Amelia guessed
their folded arms were the equivalent of the bunnies keeping their
hands behind their necks. She came suddenly, not so much from her
clitoris rubbing the bottle as the movements of the shafts in her
sex and anus.

Marchbank
applauded. “Two, one,” he announced and not a minute later all
heads turned to Belinda as she moaned and squirmed again. “Two
all.”

As the
laughter faded, Malbury picked a piece of fowl from his plate and
held it for Prudence to take delicately into her mouth and then
lick the sauce from his fingers. “I hand feed ‘em every
dinnertime,” he replied to Victor’s enquiring look. “Reminds ‘em
who they depend on.”

“My girls’
collars do the same,” Victor said. “A constant reminder they are
here to serve.”

“I must say,
they look well,” Malbury said, eyeing Sophie and Jane and then
Judith’s bare neck. “I’ve a mind to have some made for my
sluts.”

“What about
you, Marchbank?” Victor asked.

“Oh,
definitely! Perhaps you’ll spare me one of yours? I only have
Georgette at the moment. I was promised an exotic Egyptian some
time ago but nothing ever came of it.” His mouth hardened as he met
Malbury’s sharp glance.

The aristocrat
leaned back from his empty plate. “Shall we adjourn to the library?
I want to see the place in use and Marchbank is eager to see the
piercing performed.”

“Splendid.”
Marchbank rose to his feet. “Come, Georgette, we’re going to have
some fun.”

They left
Charles and Judith to release the two chained girls. Amelia came
again when Judith pulled the dildo from her sex. Her Mistress
clapped her hands in delighted amusement.

“Isn’t she a
diamond, Charles?”

“Maybe.” His
glance was grudging as he pushed Belinda ahead of him. “Come on,
the others are waiting.”

Judith made a
face at him behind his back and slapped Amelia’s bottom to set her
in motion.

As they
entered the library, Malbury held out a glass to Charles. “Have a
brandy, Dunkerley.”

“Thank you, my
lord,” Charles said, his surprise obvious.

“ ‘Malbury’
will do. We’ve been talking about the Hall. I hear you were
instrumental in Birchwood getting possession, and in
securing the Barron girl. Tell me about her.”

Forced to join
the line of slave girls beside the desk, Amelia did not hear
Charles’s reply.

“Are we
ready?” Marchbank asked eagerly as Amelia raised her hands to her
neck, and the little French girl shivered. There was some
discussion about whether to secure Georgette to a ladder but
Marchbank decided it should be a table. While Charles prepared the
leather cuffs and chains, Victor took out the three gold rings, lit
the spirit lamp on the desk and wafted the needle though its flame.
Malbury lit a cigar and Marchbank ordered Georgette to the
table.

“That’s
already earned you six with the cane,” he said at her obvious
reluctance. “Do you want more?”

She ran the
rest of the way and climbed onto the table, sobbing. As small and
slender as Sophie, Georgette seemed smaller still when Victor and
Charles seized her, laid her flat and slid a cushion from one of
the day couches under the small of her back to raise her belly. She
whimpered her distress as the chains went taut on her wrists and
ankles. Marchbank and Malbury looked on with keen interest as
Victor held up the needle.

“I’ll do her
tits first,” he told Marchbank. “You watch, then you can see to her
cunt yourself, if you like.”

Amelia could
not see clearly as the men all leaned close, but she heard
Georgette’s cries and saw her fingers clench and toes curl as
Victor pierced her nipples and inserted the rings. Marchbank put a
fingertip through the one in her right nipple and pulled it
upwards.

“Ooh, it
hurts,” she whined and lapsed into rapid pleading French.

Marchbank
pulled harder. “Stop that at once. I told you never to speak in
that heathen tongue.”

The girl fell
silent, watching fearfully as he moved to her parted thighs and
took the needle from Victor.

“A good firm
grip and keep it taut,” Victor advised.

Georgette
whined and heaved against her chains.

“Excellent,”
Victor congratulated as Marchbank fixed the ring into the holes he
had made. “If you want a pouch for her I suggest we add that ring
now as well.”

“Another
time,” Marchbank said and the French girl let out a long
breath.

“Let me know
if you change your mind,” Victor said. “It’s a fiddly business for
anyone with big hands. Fortunately, we have Judith with her small,
nimble fingers.”

“It’s her big
tits interest me,” Malbury said.

Judith’s
cheeks flushed bright red. She lifted her chin indignantly and took
a deep breath, which made her breasts rise until they nearly
overflowed her low-cut gown. Her mouth opened.

“I wouldn’t
put up with it, Birchwood,” Malbury said before she could speak.
“There’s something damned unnatural about keeping a woman around
and not fucking her. She’s no use for anything else.”

Victor swapped
a shocked glance with Judith, which suddenly turned to a wily grin.
“Well, there is another I can think of. Judith, I recall you
promised us a demonstration of your girl-games, which we have yet
to enjoy.”

Judith’s
eyebrows shot up and more colour rushed to her cheeks. “Really,
Victor, this is hardly the time. We have guests. Strangers. I am
sure...”

“No time like
the present, I always say,” Malbury cut in.

“And I,”
Victor said. “Come on, Judith, you’ve been leading us on and
putting us off for days now. I think it’s time you kept your
word.”

Fear and anger
merged on her face as she looked from Victor to Charles, then
Victor again. “I said not tonight. You can’t…”

“We can.”
Malbury hooked his big hand into the neck of Judith’s gown and tore
its fine silk to the waist.

 



Chapter
12

 


Judith leapt
back and turned to run, her bare breasts swinging heavily. Malbury
caught her by first one arm then the other and manhandled her to
the table where Georgette lay. “I’ve an idea, Birchwood,” he said
above the rising volume of Judith’s protests. “I assume she has the
‘tools of her trade’?”

“Oh, yes!”
Victor grinned evilly.

“Allow me,”
Charles said. “Amelia, you must know where Judith keeps her false
cocks.”

“Yes, Master,”
Amelia replied, a little confused at how events were unfolding.

“Fetch them.”
Charles held up a hand as Victor began to protest. “No, I guarantee
she’ll come back.”

When Victor
did not countermand Charles’s order, Amelia went to the bedroom and
gathered up the dildos. She was hurrying downstairs with her arms
full when she heard two familiar sounds – the sharp, meaty smack of
the cane on bare flesh followed immediately by a tormented
shriek.

Judith
screamed again as Amelia entered the library and put her burdens on
the table. Georgette no longer lay there. Judith was chained by
cuffs on her ankles to the table’s end, naked and legs spread. Long
chains ran from her wrist-cuffs to rings on the long edges of the
table, bending her forward to present her defenceless buttocks to
Malbury. Swinging the same cane Judith had used many times herself,
he laid a third, hard stroke across them.

The woman gave
a piercing cry and screwed her face into a mask of agony as the
cane scored deep into her flesh. Amelia watched her big breasts
swinging wildly as she writhed, and though she could not see the
effect on the cane’s target, she could easily imagine the vivid red
weals it was carving into her Mistress’s skin.

“No! No! Stop,
you...” Judith broke off to scream as a fourth blow scorched her.
She lifted her eyes to Victor’s “You filthy bastard, we had an
agreement. I helped you. Oh god, it hurts!”

Victor
sneered. “You helped me because it suited your own purpose, my
dear. Don’t pretend it was anything else.” He pulled Amelia into
his arms and gripped her bottom in both hands, looking over her
shoulder at the chained woman. “Oh no, my little coquette! You’ve
teased my cock once too often. And you really shouldn’t have done
your face and hair in the same way as the bunnies. It showed me how
like them you are. And how much more like them I can make you.”

“No! You
wouldn’t.” Judith stared at him in horror. She screamed, writhing
under another bite of the cane.

“Yes!” Victor
said. “I would.”

“Forget my
money,” Judith begged. “Keep it. Just let me go, please.” She
turned her pleading eyes to Charles.

He grinned.
“Do you think she’ll like taking it up the arse, Victor?”

“I doubt it,
my dear fellow. We’ll know soon enough.”

“You bloody
swines,” Judith spat. “I’ll kill you. I’ll kill you both.”

“Bad language
and threats,” Charles said. “I think it’s time to shut you
up, Judith. I saw the very thing in the trunk.”

“I like to her
‘em scream,” Malbury said, slashing a sixth, more savage blow onto
Judith’s buttocks as if to demonstrate.

“You will, my
lord,” Charles assured him as Judith’s shriek faded. “Depend upon
it.”

Malbury nodded
approval as Charles wedged a large, brass ring gag behind Judith’s
teeth and fastened it at the back of her neck. The lawyer joined
Victor in buckling her strap-on dildo around her, despite her
frantic struggles and the incoherent invective coming through the
gag.

“Up on the
table, Amelia,” Victor said.

Amelia’s
tingling arousal increased as she realised she was to participate
in whatever was to happen. Pleased her Master had picked her, as
she obeyed she saw Belinda, Sophie and Jane were all smiling
broadly. The tiny part of her mind that still claimed some sanity
told her she too should be glad to see her former companion
receiving her comeuppance. Amelia paid it no attention, too excited
by the sight of the ebony dildo between her Mistress’s thighs. She
lay down and lifted her legs when Victor told her, and he and
Charles slid her down the leather-covered tabletop towards Judith’s
half-bent figure.

Unrecognisable
words that might have been protests came from Judith’s wide mouth
as Victor positioned the dildo against Amelia’s pussy and Charles
pushed on her shoulders to slide her onto it. She wriggled her
bottom, moaned at the delicious penetration and rested her legs on
Judith’s shoulders.

“Stay like
that,” Victor ordered and disappeared briefly, returning with a
cane in his hand. “Now for a little Sapphic entertainment, Judith.”
He sawed the cane back and forth over her hanging breasts. “I knew
you’d keep your promise eventually.”

The moment he
stepped away, the cane cracked on Judith’s bottom and her
inarticulate outburst became a tormented shriek. She squirmed, her
body jerking forward under the impact and thrusting the phallus
deeper into Amelia’s trembling sex. Wonderful, tickling tremors
filled Amelia’s sheath, instantly repeated when another sharp smack
sounded and Judith screamed and thrust again. From the speed with
which the phallus kept lunging into her, Amelia knew that someone
else had joined Victor in laying the blows on her Mistress’s
buttocks.

Amelia loved
it. Her excitement increased with every cane-stroke and every wild
jerk of Judith’s hips until she was writhing as uncontrollably as
her Mistress - but for a very different reason. Drool overflowed
the ring-gag, dribbling between Amelia’s breasts to mingle with her
sweat and that running in rivulets down Judith’s teats and dripping
from her long nipples. Misty eyed, Amelia looked into her
Mistress’s contorted faced and wished she too could feel the blaze
of the cane sting her bottom. The memory of how it felt was enough.
Amelia came in a violent, breath-taking rush.

Hearing her
breathy groans and seeing her bucking and kicking her legs, Victor
called a halt. He leaned close to Judith’s ear. “Had enough, my
little Sapphic slut?” He laughed as she nodded her head vigorously.
“Well, we haven’t.”

Amelia found
herself stumbling back to her place in line as Victor called for
Belinda. Her obvious reluctance earned her a wicked slash of the
cane to her breasts. They positioned her as they had Amelia.

“Do I need to
chain you?” Victor demanded, brandishing the cane.

“No, Master.”
Belinda rubbed her stinging teats as Charles positioned the dildo
at her anus. Victor pushed her down the table onto it.

“Look,
Malbury. She’s taking a bumming,” Marchbank said delightedly, and
Judith gave a strangled squeak of terror as his cane swished
through the air. A split second later, she was screaming again as
Charles and Marchbank took turns to flog her backside with rapid,
heavy strokes. Charles always hit harder than Victor, Amelia
recalled. Judith’s struggles became more frantic as the beating
went on. She writhed and heaved, rattling the chains she had made
Amelia polish to a shine, yanking uselessly at the unyielding iron.
Her buttocks were no longer the pale, soft rounds Amelia
remembered. They flamed with a dozen shades of red, beneath which
purple bruises were already appearing, and their skin was split and
torn. Blood welled up on the ravaged flesh where the knots of the
cane had bitten deepest and trickled down the backs of Judith’s
thighs.

The smiles
were gone from the faces of Jane and Sophie, and even Amelia, sure
though she was that her Master knew best, thought perhaps Judith
had had enough and the caning should end.

It did end,
but only when Belinda’s ecstatic moaning and writhing announced
that she had climaxed. Marchbank bent to watch the dildo stretching
Belinda’s anus as Judith continued squirming in pain.

“Capital
entertainment, Birchwood,” he said above Judith’s racking sobs. “I
kept count. Sixty four between you and Malbury and sixty seven for
Dunkerley and I.”

“Plus the six
I gave her to start,” Malbury added, puffing at a second cigar.
“I’ve given more and with a heavier cane. Mind, the slut couldn’t
walk afterwards.”

“I’d like to
try your bum-bitch, Birchwood,” Marchbank said as Belinda struggled
groggily to the table edge.

“By all
means,” Victor said. “You won’t be disappointed. What about you,
Malbury?”

“The little
blonde cock-sucker and the young one with the tits.”

Splendid
choice.” Victor beamed. “I trust you will not object to me renewing
my acquaintance with Prudence?”

“Feel free,
and be sure to flog her if she gives you any nonsense, or if she
doesn’t, if you like.”

“Then you must
have Georgette,” Marchbank told Charles. “I recommend you use her
arse.”

“Why, thank
you, I will,” Charles replied, looking much happier than earlier in
the evening.

Malbury
stubbed out his cigar and began unbuttoning his trousers. “That’s
arranged things for later. Right now I’m going to have that one.”
He nodded at Judith’s groaning figure. “I’ll show her what a proper
fuck is.”

All the girls,
Victor’s and the visitor’s, watched, tense and stony-faced as
Malbury tore the strap-on dildo from Judith’s shuddering body and
forced his huge penis into her sex from behind. Careless of her
demented screaming, the savaged flesh of her bottom and even the
bloodstains on his light-grey trousers, he took her with hard,
uncompromising strokes, forcing her cheek to the tabletop while he
rammed his thick meat to the hilt.

The woman
suffered even more at Marchbank’s hands. With some difficulty but a
good deal of obvious satisfaction, he managed to penetrate her
unlubricated anus and sodomised her unmercifully while her cries
grew weaker and more despairing.

“By heaven,
she was tight,” he said when his spunk was oozing from her
redly-gaping rear and Georgette was kneeling before him tonguing
his cock clean. “I think it safe to say she was virgin there.”

“No longer,”
Victor said callously. “Charles, will you follow Marchbank, or
Malbury and I?”

“Neither one,”
Charles replied. “I’ve never liked Judith’s sharp tongue. I’ve
blunted it once tonight and I have something that will do it
again.”

He had to
carry Judith to the nearest leather-cushioned couch. She sagged as
soon as he released her, but Victor’s left hand gripping one breast
while the right pulled on her sex held her in position on all fours
as Charles lifted her head and aimed his penis at her mouth. Judith
gave a despairing wail, cut off as he pushed his thick cock through
the brass ring holding wide her jaws. Her struggles were
pathetically weak as Charles pumped his shaft between her lips
until he came with a long grunt of satisfaction and she made
gargling, choking noises.

“No more
pussies for you,” he said and his mouth twisted cruelly. “It’s cock
sucking from now on, and you’ll get plenty of practice.”

Judith
collapsed the second Victor let her go, her head flopping back over
the edge of the couch. Amelia feared her Mistress might drown in
spunk until she suddenly coughed, rolled onto her belly and puked
the slime over her gag and onto the floor.

“Lick that up,
Amelia,” Charles said.

It was gritty
but Amelia did her duty and swallowed it down. When she stood up,
she was looking straight at Judith. Charles was holding her under
her arms as Victor removed her gag. Her head rolled and her eyes
were half-closed. Her makeup was smeared over her face and her
elegant hairstyle was in disarray. Beneath the sweat-matted
triangle of her pubic hair, gobs of spunk were running down her
thighs and dripping from her anus.

The brandy
Victor forced Judith to drink revived her a little, but her legs
shook and her eyes barely focused. Her expression changed from
frightened, to hateful, to despairing before her head sagged
again.

“Splendid
evening, Birchwood,” Malbury said. “I’m taking these two ‘bunnies’
of yours for a fuck.” He waved one of the canes they had used on
Judith. “I’m taking this too.”

“Why, of
course.” Victor spoke to Malbury’s back as the aristocrat
shepherded the anxious-looking Jane and Sophie from the library.
Marchbank lingered long enough to see Georgette collared to his
satisfaction and quickly disappeared with Belinda.

“Not quite how
I expected the evening to turn out.” Charles glanced outside at the
gathering dusk.

“It’s not
finished yet,” Victor said, selecting another collar from the ones
on the desktop. Trembling with shock, pain and fatigue, Judith only
sobbed when he locked it around her neck. Grinning, Victor slipped
the key into his waistcoat pocket. “Forgive me, Judith, I just
couldn’t resist the temptation.” She did not struggle as he chained
her wrists behind her back and clipped a leash to the ring on her
collar. He chuckled. “It’s better this way. For me, that is. Not
only have I saved the thousand pounds I promised you, I have also
gained a slave girl.”

“You bastard,
“ Judith rasped hoarsely.

“What’s that?
You want to spend the night in the cellar? Why, of course you may.”
He laughed along with Charles at her fresh tears.

“Forgive me,
Master,” Amelia said as their laughter died.

“Whatever
for?” Victor asked.

Amelia felt
her tears brimming. “Nobody wants me. I am not pleasing
enough.”

Victor’s eyes
darted to Charles, who shrugged. “According to our new slave, this
one has changed.”

“For the
better, it seems.” Victor recovered quickly from his surprise. “You
are very pleasing, my lovely slave girl. And I want
you. You will share my bed with Prudence and myself.”

“Thank you,
Master.” Amelia felt a wonderful glowing gratitude as she followed
Victor, Prudence and a painfully slow and unsteady Judith to the
cellar. Wrists still chained and crying pitifully, her Mistress was
consigned to the darkness of the storeroom.

Kneeling
beside Prudence in Victor’s room shortly afterwards, Amelia thought
how much more fortunate she was as she lifted her lips to her
Master’s cock.

 


* * *

 


Judith was a
changed woman when Victor led her into the drawing room on her
leash next morning and made her join the slave girls lined up in
front of the fireplace. The canings and rapes, and a night of pain
in the dark cellar had removed all trace of her brash confidence,
sarcastic wit and mocking smile. She hung her head until Victor
barked at her to lift it and forced her to meet his eye.

Laughing,
Malbury tweaked one of her long nipples. “She’s come to heel quick
enough, Birchwood. Nothing like flogging and fucking to teach ‘em
their place.”

Victor raised
the willow switch in his hand and pointed to several fresh, fiery
stripes on Judith’s breasts. “She needed a reminder this morning,
but I fancy she’ll behave herself tomorrow, won’t you slave?”

“Yes…Master,”
Judith croaked, lowering her eyes.

“No, look at
me,” Victor snapped and smiled coldly as she obeyed.

“Is the bitch
wet?” Malbury wondered and slid a hand between Judith’s legs.
Instinctively, she pressed her thighs together and he slapped the
raw weals on her teats. Sobbing wretchedly, she spread her legs
again and let Malbury force a finger into her sex.

“Barely damp,”
he said. “You had better get one of those pouches on her.”

“I intend to.”
Victor gave her his predator’s smile. “Now, I’ll show you the
servants’ rooms, ideal for keeping the slaves secure while they’re
trained. And there’s the cellar too. Huge place.” He paused.
“Perhaps Lord Marchbank would be kind enough to keep an eye on the
girls while we take a look? Charles, we must think about finding a
replacement for Judith soon. Meanwhile would you see to what we
discussed?” He gave Judith’s leash to Charles and went off, talking
animatedly to Malbury.

As Marchbank
ordered Sophie to demonstrate her sucking skills, Charles took
Judith and Amelia to the kitchen. With Judith’s wrists chained
behind her, it was Amelia’s task to give her breakfast. The woman
ate little but drank a lot of water, remaining standing the whole
time. Having seen her ravaged buttocks, Amelia was not surprised.
She wondered if the stranger had visited her during her night in
the cellar. She really ought to tell Victor about the man and his
ability to enter the Hall by ways she had never guessed at during
her own exploration of the house. Not particularly curious, for
such things need not concern a slave girl, Amelia wondered who he
was.

Charles soon
lost patience with Judith’s poor appetite and almost dragged her
limping figure to the library. With much yelping and crying from
the helpless woman, he chained her to one of the tables in the
manner used when the girls had been waxed. At least it spared her
bottom from contact with the tabletop, Amelia thought, though
Judith’s whimpers of pain showed she was far from comfortable.

Charles
produced a pair of tweezers from his pocket. “Victor wants to try
Malbury’s method. Amelia, you are to pull out every hair on
Judith’s cunt. And make sure you do her arse-crease too.”

“Yes, Master,”
Amelia said above Judith’s despairing wails and futile pleas.
“Master, is Judith not my Mistress any more?”

Charles
laughed at the naive question. “Judith is most certainly not your
Mistress any more. She is one of Victor’s bunnies now, just like
you.” He leaned over to look into the chained woman’s face. “A
slave girl.”

Charles soon
became bored and left Amelia to spend the rest of the morning and
half the afternoon plucking hair from Judith’s sex and anal cleft.
She found it boring too. Judith’s continual gasping and whining as
the girl tugged each hair out by its root became irksome. Amelia
was glad when the noises stopped. She saw her former Mistress’s
face had relaxed. Despite her pain, Judith had fallen into an
exhausted sleep. Amelia carried on with her task.

The wolfish
smile on Victor’s face when he came to examine Amelia’s handiwork
told her the woman’s respite would be short lived. Judith awoke
with a cry as Victor slid his hand up the cleft in her tortured
bottom.

“I like you
better bare-cunted, Judith.” His smile broadened to a wicked grin
and he pinched her sex. “Maybe I should fill it again?”

“On, no!
Please, Master.”

“What, you
didn’t like it last time?”

“No. Yes. No.
Oh, please, Victor. Master.”

“Hm, you’re a
bit more respectful than you were this morning. Are you still going
to kill me?” He pinched harder.

“Ooh! No,
Master.”

“No,” Victor
repeated. “But you are going to suck me, Judith. Whenever I say so.
You’ll do as you’re told, won’t you?” He squeezed her clitoris
hard.

“Yes, yes,
yes!”

He was not
gentle dragging her off the table. “Tears look well in your eyes,”
he said, pulling on her leash. “I fancy I’ll see them there often
before you’re trained. Come on, we dine early today.”

Despite
Judith’s pain, he chose her as the table decoration. All four men
participated in mounting her on the cast-iron frame and forcing one
of her many dildos into her pussy. As they ate, they commented on
the size and shape of her breasts, her long nipples and newly
hairless sex, while Judith wept and squirmed grotesquely on the
hard iron shaft in her anus. When dinner ended, Victor released her
and chained her hands in front so she could raise them behind her
neck, then led the way to the library. He had the slave girls line
up beside the desk as usual, and at the orders of their masters,
Prudence and Georgette joined them.

“Well, what is
your pleasure this evening?” Victor enquired of his guests, placing
his brandy glass on the desk.

Malbury sat on
one of the couches and lit a cigar. “A little conversation to begin
with, Birchwood. What if I choose not to invest in your
enterprise?”

“Not invest?”
Victor looked stunned. “But why? The scheme is sound. It will bring
us both a fortune. And there are obvious other benefits.”

“Maybe so, but
what will you do if I don’t give you the money?”

“I will press
on alone. It’s too great an opportunity to miss.”

“Without
money?”

“I’ll get
money,” Victor said adamantly.

“How far would
you go to obtain it?” Malbury asked with a thin smile and a glance
towards Marchbank. “Would you sell Watchnest Hall?”

“Yes, by gad!”
Victor declared. “I will sell the Hall.”

Sell the Hall?
Amelia felt a terrible, stabbing pain in her heart. Victor would
sell Jonathan’s home? Her home. Cold rage filled her mind.
Suddenly, she felt as if her eyes had just opened. It was as if she
had awoken from a trance or a long nightmarish sleep. Instantly her
thoughts were clear, sharp. Her hands dropped from her collar.

“No! You will
not sell the Hall. It is Jonathan’s, not yours. You will
not betray him. I will no longer betray him. I won’t
accept this despicable servitude. Summon the constables. Send me to
prison. Send me to Australia. I would sooner suck the cocks of
convicts than those of the likes of you.” Panting, Amelia glared at
Victor.

“What the
devil…?” He stared back, astonished.

Malbury barked
a laugh. “Is this the measure of your control, Birchwood?”

“No, by
heaven, it’s not.”

Amelia saw
Victor’s anger flare as he advanced towards her. She stood her
ground. She raised her arm and deflected the blow he aimed at her.
Judith’s laughter sounded, harsh and mocking. Victor scowled at
her, then at Amelia. She held his gaze levelly. There would be no
more timid Amelia, she swore, and no more hiding from
confrontation. Whatever the consequences, she was going to stand up
for her home – and for herself.

“I warned you
not to embarrass me in front of my guests,” Victor said through
teeth clenched in fury.

Amelia
remembered the ugly wounds carved into Judith’s buttocks, the pain
she herself had suffered at Victor’s hands, and the pleasure that
had come with it. “Do your worst, Victor,” she said defiantly, “and
be damned to you.”

Judith laughed
again, an ugly croaking sound. “How will you punish someone who
loves pain as she does?”

He glowered.
“There are ways. Every girl has limits.”

“She’s right,”
Charles said. “It would take a long time to persuade Amelia back to
obedience through her own suffering. But what about that of
others?” He walked down the line of girls towards her. “What if we
flog Sophie’s little arse, or Jane’s big tits, or Belinda’s?” He
stopped beside the young widow and seized the ring in her left
nipple, stretching her breast upwards until she was on tiptoe and
dragging her by it to the nearest table.

Amelia’s
thumping heart leapt. “You bastard. If Jonathan...”

“Jonathan,”
Victor snarled. “I’m bloody sick of Jonathan. You want to know
about your hero, Amelia?” He reached the desk in two strides and
grabbed the leather-covered notebook. “I’ll show you your hero.” He
flicked the book open at the last page and held it before Amelia’s
eyes. “See the signature, you stupid cunt? What does it say?”

Amelia stared.
“No! For pity’s sake, no. It’s not true.” But she knew it was. She
had read the few letters Jonathan had sent her many times. She knew
his handwriting and she knew his signature. It explained so much
that had puzzled her - the tin trunk and iron frames in the attic,
the wall case that fitted so perfectly the alcove in the library,
the sinister dual purpose of so much of the furniture. Amelia had
no doubt – Jonathan was the author of the wicked book. Her heart
seemed to shrink as Victor laughed harshly.

“You see,
Amelia? Jonathan Barron, the great entrepreneur, the heroic
adventurer. It was all a guise to hide his true profession.”

Amelia fought
the prickle of tears and looked from Victor’s gloating triumph to
Belinda, still held in Charles’s cruel grip. She had already
betrayed her once. She would not do it again. Despair lay like ice
in her belly. “You don’t need to hurt Belinda,” she said. “ I will
be obedient…Master.”

Victor bared
his teeth. “I don’t need to hurt Belinda but I’m going to.
Something for you to think about next time you’re feeling
rebellious, slave girl. I will punish you too. I don’t care if you
come a dozen times while I flog you, I’m still going to enjoy it.”
He went to the cabinet of whips and reached into its deepest
corner. “I’ve been wondering what this can do. Now we can find out
together.”

Amelia stared
awe-struck at the thick, broad strap in Victor’s hand. It was
studded with diamond-shaped, brass studs.

“No, Victor,
not Belinda. Beat me if you wish but she is innocent.”

In reply,
Victor lashed the strap across the unsuspecting girl’s buttocks.
Amelia’s horrified cry was drowned by Belinda’s scream as dozens of
bloody beads sprang up on her savaged skin. Amelia flung herself to
her knees at Victor’s feet. “Master, spare her, please. I’ll do
whatever you want. You can’t punish her for my mistake.”

Victor turned
to Belinda who had torn free of Charles and was writhing face down
on the floor, her clutching hands smearing blood over her buttocks.
“Help me chain her, Charles.”

Malbury stood
up. “No, the girl’s right. You can’t.”

“Who’s to stop
me in my own home?” Victor demanded.

“I am.”

In the act of
hauling Belinda to her feet, Victor suddenly let her go and stared
open-mouthed at the five-barrelled, pepperbox pistol Malbury was
pointing at him.

“What’s this?
You can’t care what happens to this slut.”

“I can if
she’s my property, Birchwood. I’m taking her and the rest.
Call it a down-payment.”

“For
what?”

“The money you
owe me.” Malbury dropped his cigar and crushed it under his boot
heel. “I’ve bought up your debts. You owe everything to me now.
I’ll allow you two hundred each for the slaves. You can sign over
the Hall to me for the balance.”

“But it’s
worth twenty times that,” Victor protested.

“The rest will
repay what Barron owed me.”

“Jonathan?
What has he to do with it?”

“It seems you
were right, Jimmy,” Malbury said, keeping his eyes on Victor.
“Marchbank said you didn’t know anything. I thought otherwise.” He
shook his head at Victor’s baffled expression. “I didn’t come here
to invest in your damned scheme. Four years ago, Marchbank and I
gave Jonathan Barron ten thousand pounds. He was going to Egypt to
buy female flesh, exotic beauties that would bring us a fortune
here in Britain. Of course, we could have had our pick of them - if
they had ever turned up. The next thing I heard, Barron was dead in
South America and my money gone with him. I don’t like being
cheated.”

“Neither do
I,” Victor said icily.

Malbury
shrugged. “Then you shouldn’t have been fool enough to trust me.
You’re Barron’s only living relative. You inherited the Hall, you
inherited his debt.”

“You’re
forgetting Amelia,” Marchbank said.

“Oh no, I’m
not!” Malbury smiled evilly at her. “I’ll enjoy having you as my
slave. A pity Barron isn’t here to know about it.”

“But he
is, Malbury.”

 



Chapter
13

 


Amelia turned
towards the sound of the voice. She had heard no grinding of stone,
but a black hole had appeared in the wall at the spot where the
whip case had rested in its alcove. Through the hole stepped a
figure Amelia knew only from a portrait. In the figure’s hand was a
large pistol.

The crack of a
gunshot and a plume of gunpowder smoke came from Marchbank’s
direction.

The rest was
utter confusion to Amelia. More shots sounded and more smoke
obscured the room. She heard a cry, a curse and then only silence.
Victor still stood before her, a small, twin-barrelled pistol in
his right hand. His left pressed the open notebook to his chest.
There was a hole in it. Victor swayed a little. Amelia got off her
knees, coughing on the acrid fumes drifting slowly up towards the
rooftrees. She looked around. The girls were all still standing,
Georgette weeping softly into her hands, the others gazing unmoving
at the bodies.

Charles was
sprawled face down on the table. Marchbank lay full-length on the
floor, staring sightlessly upwards. Malbury was on his knees,
clutching both hands to his belly and staring hatred at Jonathan’s
tall figure above him. Amelia looked away as Jonathan pressed his
gun barrel to Malbury’s forehead. Her heart leapt at the sound of
the shot and was still leaping when Jonathan walked towards her,
the pistol in one hand and a long-handled riding crop with a
curved, solid brass end in the other. He used it to knock the gun
from Victor’s hand.

“Not such a
fool as to go unarmed around Malbury, I see, Victor. He
underestimated you.” Jonathan eyed the bloodstain spreading down
one side of Victor’s coat. “You won’t last long,” he said
indifferently.

“You,” Victor
croaked. “You!”

“Yes, you’re
not hallucinating, Victor. I’m really here. It’s useful being dead
when the likes of Malbury are looking for you. As you’ve learned,
he was the vengeful type. I must say, you did much better than I
expected. Even after Amelia helped you find the book in the trunk,
I thought you’d take weeks to get this far, and here we are
already. Mind, I thought Malbury would have to come looking for you
once he heard you’d inherited. I didn’t expect you to invite him.”
He laughed. “Never mind, it worked out well in the end. Now I need
only make my official reappearance, announce my lost memory is
recovered and I’ll have the old place back again.”

“You planned
this?” Amelia asked, astonished.

“Ah, Amelia,
we meet at last!”

“I think we
have met before, sir. In the cellar.”

“Yes. Flesh to
flesh, but not in the flesh, you might say.” He laughed
again.

Amelia looked
at the body of the man he had killed. Had that also amused him?

Jonathan
stepped aside as Victor suddenly fell over, and then poked the body
with the toe of his boot. “Poor Victor. He never realised he was
being manipulated. He needn’t have died, but it would have been
inconvenient if he hadn’t.”

Amelia let out
a deep breath. “It was all you, wasn’t it? In the cellar, watching
through the window when they beat me, in the kitchen at the lodge
with Sally and Jeavons?”

“You saw
that?” Jonathan grinned. “Yes it was me. I also arranged for Victor
to receive a letter warning him to advance the date of his
arrival.”

“You…you are
responsible for my entrapment?”

“I didn’t want
you leaving here. You surely realise your liking for pain runs in
the family, one way or the other. You will complement me perfectly.
And it was fun observing your training without anyone guessing I
was there.” He waved the riding crop towards the opening in the
wall. “There’s a rabbit warren of tunnels under the cellar, built
by the Cavaliers for the siege that never came. They come up all
over the house.”

“Fun? You
watched and did nothing,” Amelia said bitterly. “You let them make
me a slave.”

“No Amelia,
you did that yourself. I merely enjoyed the show.”

“You could
have saved me so much suffering. You could have saved us all.”

“Where’s the
fun in that?” Jonathan’s eyes narrowed. “I expected a little more
gratitude. After all, I did save you from penury.”

“I was
grateful,” Amelia said. “Deeply so. But to a kind, brave, honest
man, not one who buys and sells human flesh.”

“Only the
loveliest flesh,” he said, lifting her right breast with the end of
the riding crop.

She looked
down at the upraised point with its gold ring and felt the weight
of sadness in her heart. Her belly tightened. “You will keep us all
in servitude,” she said. It was not a question.

“There’ll be a
few alterations, but you have just undergone a change of ownership.
It’s common enough for slave girls,”

“Keep me,”
Amelia said. “Let the others go.”

Jonathan
laughed. “That would hardly be prudent for ‘one who buys and sells
human flesh’. I’ll soon establish my old contacts and get the
business going again. These beauties will give me a good
start.”

“No, never!”
Belinda snatched Charles’s pistol from beside his body, aimed it at
Jonathan and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened.

“You bitch,
you might have killed me.” Red-faced with anger, Jonathan strode
towards her, raising the heavy riding crop.

Amelia bent
and grabbed Victor’s fallen gun. She had never touched one in her
life. She pointed it and fired, flinching from the noise and the
spurt of flame. Jonathan turned to her with a look of surprise. The
riding crop dropped to the floor. A second later, Jonathan followed
it.

“Bloody
hellfire!” Jeavons came through the opening beside the fireplace.
Amelia was not surprised. Ignoring modesty, she turned. It was not
her nudity that made his eyes go wide but the pistol aimed at him.
He held up his empty hands and looked at the dead, lingering
longest on Jonathan. Slowly, he shook his head.

Amelia fought
her trembling and the urge to scream, and laid the gun aside. She
felt the warm pressure of Belinda’s arms around her.

“I thought I’d
lost you,” the young widow said. “I saw it happen to another girl.
She would do anything to please Victor. She even went willingly to
the brothel. I thought she’d lost her mind. I thought you had
too.”

“If I did, I
have found it again,” Amelia said. She remembered every moment of
the last two days and could scarcely believe how she had acted. It
seemed as if it had all happened to someone else, while she stood
apart, watching. She pushed the thoughts away. Now was not the
time. She held Belinda at arms’ length. “I owe you an apology.”

The brunette
beauty gestured at Jonathan’s lifeless body. “I think you have
already made it. But this is an awful mess, Amelia. What are we to
do?”

Despite her
horror at what she had done, Amelia found she could think with
perfect clarity. “First, take Judith to one of the servants’ rooms
and lock her in.” She took the key from Victor’s waistcoat pocket
and unlocked her wrist bracelets. “Get the collars off the girls,
see they dress and put them in the drawing room. Make some tea and
be sure they drink it.” She turned to Jeavons and pointed at
Jonathan’s corpse. “You will remove that. Then go and fetch the
magistrate.”

“You saw
nothing,” Amelia told the girls. “We were having a friendly
gathering to hand over the Hall to Victor. We were in the drawing
room having tea and heard the shots. That’s all we know,
understood?”

The slave
girls’ shock was far less than Amelia expected. They were used to
violence, if not its most drastic consequences, and they had no
reason to mourn those who had died. Neither had she. She felt no
remorse, even for murdering Jonathan. It was unquestionably murder,
she admitted and she should feel guilty for having committed it.
But all she truly felt was that they had all got precisely what
they deserved. That and a wonderful, swelling joy that she was
free.

The magistrate
was easier to deal with than Amelia had hoped. She had known
instinctively that Jeavons would follow her lead in the story they
told him. As soon as Malbury’s papers showing he owned Victor’s
debts were found, the magistrate assumed it was an argument over
money that had got out of hand and ended in the deaths of all
concerned. He did not even question the girls, and left as soon as
his constables had removed the bodies, expressing his sympathy for
Amelia’s distress.

“I think I am
owed an explanation,” Amelia told Jeavons as soon as they were
alone. She adjusted the skirts of her gown. It felt strange to wear
clothes again.

“He wasn’t
always like that,” Jeavons said earnestly. “I didn’t make up all of
those stories. He had a lot of the good I told you about in him. He
went to Egypt just before you came here.”

“To buy
slaves,” Amelia said coldly.

Jeavons
nodded. “He got a brain fever there. When he recovered, the men he
was dealing with were gone, and the money. He knew Malbury would
make him sell the Hall if he returned. He loved this place and
couldn’t face losing it, so he went to Chile.”

“I thought
that was a fiction for my benefit.”

“He never told
anyone where he was really going except me. He thought it as good a
place to hide as any. It was easy to fake his death there. The
sea-captain who was his witness was an old acquaintance.”

“Another
slaver,” Amelia said and shivered.

“Yes. He
brought Jonathan back to Europe eventually, but the brain fever
kept coming back and he started taking laudanum.” Jeavons met
Amelia’s eye. “The opium changed him, Ma’am, or the fevers.
Unhinged his mind. He wasn’t the man I knew when he turned up here
a few weeks back, obsessed with Malbury and getting back to the
Hall.” Tears welled up in his eyes. “I’ve known him since he was a
boy. I loved him and yes, I helped him. But I think…maybe what
happened was for the best, for Jonathan as well as the rest of
us.”

“But he was
always a slaver,” Amelia said.

“Like he said,
it runs in the family. That book has been handed down for
generations and added to by each of them. I…I tried to keep you
from it for as long as I could.”

Amelia
shivered. “Are you one too?”

“No, Ma’am. I
only looked after the Hall.”

“I saw you
birching Sally,” Amelia accused.

“It’s she who
likes it, not me,” Jeavons said. “She...encourages me. Tobias Sweet
was away that night. Jonathan appeared from the tunnels. He
couldn’t be managed when he’d had the laudanum. Sally went along
with it to calm him down.”

Thinking back
to what she had seen, Amelia could see the probable truth of the
butler’s words. She could hardly blame Sally for having the same
inclinations as herself, and she found it hard to condemn Jeavons
for his loyalty to Jonathan. She had felt it too. Jonathan had
spoken the truth when he said he had saved her from penury. Amelia
was only sorry her loyalty had been so sadly misplaced. She
realised she was staring hard at Jeavons.

“If you’re
done, Ma’am, I’ll be going. The last train is in an hour. I’d like
to say goodbye to Sally first, with your permission.”

“My
permission?” Amelia asked, puzzled.

“There can’t
be any argument about who owns Watchnest Hall now, Ma’am.”

Amelia was
shocked. She had had no time during the crisis to think about the
consequences of what had happened. There was only one surviving
member of the Barron family – herself.

“I’d prefer it
if you stayed, Jeavons,” she said. “I think Watchnest Hall is going
to need you. And I know I do.”

Together, they
buried Jonathan in an empty tomb in the family crypt that stood in
the grounds of the Hall. Jeavons shed a tear as they closed the
heavy lid but Amelia’s eyes were dry. She could never forgive
Jonathan for causing her so much pain, or for that he had planned
to cause her in her future as his slave. With Jonathan dead, the
Barron’s were finished with the evil trade. There would be no more
slavers in the family. How could there be? She was the last of the
line, Mistress of Watchnest Hall.

 



Epilogue

 


Amelia woke
up, blinked in the August sunshine streaming through the bedroom
window and felt a flutter of excitement. Today was the day. She
rolled over and planted a kiss on Belinda’s lips.

“Come on, time
to get up.” Amelia jumped out of bed and sponged herself at the
washstand.

Belinda rubbed
her fists in her eyes and looked at the clock. “Oh it’s not even
seven! Amelia, from the time you get up in the morning, anyone
would think you are a servant. Oh, sorry!”

“No matter.”
Amelia smiled. Her days of servitude were over. A week earlier she
had received the papers from her lawyers that officially made her
the owner of Watchnest Hall. The home she loved was hers alone and
no one could ever take it from her. She sponged her nipples and
felt them pulse pleasantly. Unlike Belinda, she had left her rings
in place. She liked the way they kept her nipples permanently
erect. “I’m going to build a bathroom upstairs,” she said
impulsively. “No, two.”

“What, you
don’t like sharing with me?” Belinda smiled coyly and Amelia
remembered their lovemaking of the night before.

“You know I
do. It would just be more convenient.”

“Then do it.
It’s your money.”

“It’s
our money,” Amelia corrected. “We all deserve it after what
we’ve suffered.” She had invited all the girls to remain at the
Hall and they had all accepted. After their experiences and the
discoveries they had made about their desires, they would have
found it difficult to return to normal life. The Hall was a
livelier place for their presence and they could continue to
indulge their passions without fear of discovery and censure.
Amelia rubbed the sponge on the pink stripes Belinda had laid
across her bottom the previous evening and tossed it at the
brunette beauty. “Come on, I’m hungry.”

They
breakfasted in the kitchen, as they usually did. Sally Carpenter,
soon to be Mrs. Jeavons, served them one-handed, the other clasping
a plump infant to suckle on one of her milk-heavy teats. Apart from
Jeavons, she was the only servant. Amelia knew her household was
rather too unconventional for any others.

“Are any of
the girls up yet?” she asked.

“They were all
here a quarter-hour since. They’re in the library now.” Sally gave
her a pointed look as Amelia rose from the table.

“We really
ought to let her go,” Belinda said, looking in through the
library’s open doors.

“That could be
awkward, considering how much she knows,” Amelia replied, watching
Jane flick the willow switch across Judith’s bouncing breasts. Her
former companion was chained with her back to one of the ladders.
Inside its frame, little blonde Sophie stood on a box behind her.
She wore nothing but Judith’s own strap-on dildo and her hips were
swinging enthusiastically as she thrust into what Amelia suspected
was Judith’s rear entrance. The woman was gasping and groaning in
the intervals between crying out at the sting of the switch on her
teats, while Prudence and Georgette looked on with
satisfaction.

“If we keep
doing this, it makes us no better than she is,” Belinda said.

“I can’t help
feeling she enjoys it more than we think,” Amelia replied.

“And I can’t
help feeling she’s getting her just deserts after what she did to
us,” Belinda said and sighed. “I expect they’ll tire of it
eventually.”

“I haven’t,”
Amelia admitted, walking into the room. The girls did not stop
tormenting Judith until Amelia was face to face with her. “What do
you think, Judith? I’ve decided to take your advice. The girls and
I are off to London for a few days shopping. We all want to look
our best when we take our trip to Paris. What a shame you can’t
come with us.”

“Please,
Mistress,” Judith pleaded breathlessly.

“Oh, don’t be
such a big baby.” Amelia smiled sweetly, turned her back and walked
away. “Carry on, ladies,” she called over her shoulder. “Don’t be
too long. We have a train to catch.” Her step was light. She was
leaving the stories and novels behind. There would be no more
substitutes for adventure. From now on, she was going to have the
real thing.

“You naughty
girl,” Belinda said, looking stern until her grin broke through.
“You should have a spanking for that.”

“I think
there’s just time,” Amelia said, pussy quivering.

Belinda took
her hand then looked again at Judith. “We really must find a way to
set her free.”

“We will,”
Amelia said. “But not today.” Excitement bubbled inside her. “Today
the adventure begins.”

 


The End
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