
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her Shameful Training

––––––––

By

Emily Tilton


Copyright © 2019 by Stormy Night Publications and Emily Tilton

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

Published by Stormy Night Publications and Design, LLC.

www.StormyNightPublications.com

––––––––

Tilton, Emily

Her Shameful Training

Cover Design by Korey Mae Johnson

Image by iStock/lisegagne

––––––––

This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Additional Books in the Victorian Correction Series

More Stormy Night Books by Emily Tilton

Emily Tilton Links

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter One
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Miss Joanna Middleton awoke in a strange bed, to the sound of a gentleman’s voice. She knew even before she opened her eyes, and despite the terror that the almost indefinable feeling of being in the wrong bed instilled, that he must be a gentleman. His voice’s entire unfamiliarity to her, and the alarm occasioned by his very masculinity notwithstanding, his accent and his manner told Joanna that at least she could rely on his breeding.

“Arise, Joanna,” the deep voice said. “Open those lovely blue eyes, if you please.”

She struggled desperately to cling to the idea that as a gentleman, to judge again from the sound of his voice and the way it rose and fell with the same elegant rhythm Joanna knew so well from the drawing rooms both of town and country, he must intend to restore her to her own home, as foolish as she had proven herself to leave it. Something hard and commanding in his tone, though, despite the obvious breeding to be heard there, made her heart quail. He had after all just called her by her Christian name, and he had taken an unpardonable freedom in the way he had described her eyes. Joanna did not want to open her eyes, suddenly; not in the slightest. She feared what she would see when she did.

Then, an instant later, she realized from a slight motion of her limbs under the bedclothes that she had nothing on those limbs—not even her shift, which she remembered now she had most definitely had on when she went to bed in the frightening room at the inn in Cheshire. For a moment she thought she had recalled where she was—she had, she supposed, gone to sleep there, and now she had awoken there, and she had simply forgotten: Joanna would open her eyes, now, and she would see the room whose smallness and meanness had, as passive and unpretentious to menace as those characteristics might seem, alarmed her so much when she finally reached the tiny chamber after what had on its own already seemed such a perilous journey up to that point.

Joanna had definitely had her shift on when she had gotten into bed. She had tried to brush her hair, as a means of calming herself and a way, as she had said to her heart, of accustoming herself to a life without a ladies’ maid. She had felt a good deal of pride in having manifested the temerity and presence of mind to carry her ivory-backed brushes away from Weatherstone. As she had attempted to perform the familiar ritual for herself, though—the ritual performed every night by her sweet little maid Sally—her hands had trembled, and even if Joanna had known how to brush her hair in the approved manner used by ladies’ maids and chambermaids (of which latter species Sally was an example) alike, she would not have had the power of concentration necessary to the task.

She had not remembered to carry away her dressing gown, either, which made the theft—as Joanna had to admit the world would term it, since she had until her reckless flight lived entirely as a dependent of her ‘friend’ Mrs. Mund, mistress of Weatherstone—of the brushes seem ridiculous. The more she shivered as she sat at the horrid little dressing table on the horrid little chair, trying to brush her hair, the more Joanna had cursed the fit of pique that had made her fly from Weatherstone.

She had taken the brushes, of course, because of how Mrs. Mund had just employed one of them, and not because Joanna meant to demonstrate her independence by learning to brush her own hair. Since Joanna had turned eighteen three months ago, the mistress of Weatherstone, to whom Joanna served as a companion, had reinforced her frequent criticism of her employee’s ‘free’ manner, as Mrs. Mund termed it, with extended, painful lessons over her elegant lap. There Joanna, with her skirts raised and her drawers down, had received weekly ‘correction,’ as her mistress called it, delivered through the heavy back of one of the lovely set of hairbrushes Mrs. Mund had said Joanna might use, when the girl had come to Weatherstone the previous year.

That Mrs. Mund had made this condescending donation of the brushes with the clear intention that they would not become Joanna’s, but rather be hers while she remained in the woman’s service, had rendered the command to appear with one of them, stripped to her chemise and drawers, in Mrs. Mund’s study, all the more galling. Every time she had felt the woman’s hand raise the chemise and lower the drawers to bare her young companion’s bottom, Joanna had wanted to rise again from Mrs. Mund’s lap and slap her across the face.

The previous night’s correction, however, had simply gone too far. Miss Joanna Middleton might be the natural daughter of an unknown gentleman, whose apparent wealth and influence could obtain for Joanna a place as the companion of an extremely well-regarded widow but could never remove the stain of the lovely fair-haired girl’s birth. She might possess a certain freedom of manner that arose from a happy childhood in the country in a landed family where distinctions of birth never received much notice. She could not, however, bear to be treated as Mrs. Mund had treated her.

“You will take off all your clothing, Miss Middleton,” the awful woman had said. “They are saying below stairs that you are pretty, and that you will surely find a husband despite the blot upon your honor. I intend to ensure that such talk does not go to your head. You are a shameless hussy already, or I would not need to spank you every week for your deportment, but to have the servants speak of your prospects is unacceptable and requires truly firm correction. You are to learn now, miss, to be ashamed of yourself.”

“But Mrs. Mund—” Joanna had begun, intending to point out, as who could deny, that she could bear no responsibility for what the servants said.

“Not a word, Miss Middleton, or I shall have to turn you over to Davidson to be punished like the stable lads.”

Joanna’s eyes had gone very wide at that. Sarah had whispered to her that the butler Davidson used a stout leather strap on the eighteen-year-olds who tended Mrs. Mund’s carriage horses.

“Do as I have said this instant,” the widow had insisted, peering with a cruel, searching gaze into Joanna’s face as if hunting out the last shred of the girl’s resistance. Even then, with the terrible threat of a stable whipping in her ears, Joanna might have defied the woman, but then Mrs. Mund had used her sharpest weapon. “If you do not remove your chemise and drawers at once, Miss Middleton, I shall send you to my cousin in India directly after Davidson whips you.”

Mrs. Mund had made this threat once a month or so since Joanna entered her employment. This cousin in India, for all Joanna knew, might not even exist, or might perhaps not have been heard from in several years, but though tigers and pythons held little terror for Joanna, the idea of being made to leave England and to part in all probability forever with her only friends, the Misses Pettigrew, with whom she had grown up in Kent, seemed too terrible to contemplate. She hardly ever got to see Miss Eliza and Miss Jane as it was, thanks to having been placed with horrible Mrs. Mund, and she had such difficulty even remembering their secret promise to find a different situation for her, one where she might indeed find a husband.

The threat of the Indian cousin had brought home to Joanna her powerlessness so cruelly that she had burst into tears. She had thought, to her further sorrow, on the foolishness with which she had greeted Mrs. Mund’s accusation: worst of all, Joanna had seen then, had been the way her heart leapt at the information of what the servants had said about her—though that, too, she had reflected bitterly, might have been just as fictional as the cousin in India probably was. For a moment she had wondered whether perhaps even as Mrs. Mund’s companion, shut off from society, she might indeed attract a gentleman’s notice and escape her dreary fate.

Joanna had no notion of marriage beyond its capacity to remove a girl from her present circumstances into some other, rather ill-defined—from her perspective at any rate—situation. Indeed, for the Misses Pettigrew as for most other girls who had no congenital stain upon their honor, Joanna rather found the vaunted change of state more a cause for apprehension and even pity than she had ever cared to admit. Men—even gentlemen, and in particular even those few members of the nobility whom she had had the privilege to encounter—seemed such foolish creatures, caring so much more for hunting and dining than they did for the life of the mind. Joanna had read in the works of antiquity, and even in a few of the better novels, many great passages that seemed to convey knowledge of the existence of a different sort of man—a sort that might deserve the title it seemed men claimed for themselves of superiority over the gentle sex. She had never, however, met one of these.

On the other hand, Mrs. Mund had seemed to know the whereabouts of a sort of man who could not come from the common run of fops that constituted the full range of Joanna’s acquaintance with the sex, unless those silly types of masculinity took on, when in private with a girl, a very different sort of bearing. Seeing Joanna weep, she had said coldly, “Do you think this sort of display will save you, should you come indeed into a man’s power? Remove your chemise immediately, Miss Middleton. I intend to make you understand what it is to have the sort of pretty young body with which providence has seen fit to tempt seducers.”

These words had sounded so strange in Joanna’s ears, and the double threat of the butler’s lash and the voyage to India had cowed her so thoroughly, that she felt helpless to resist further. With the tears still dropping from her eyes, Joanna had loosed the ribbon at the neck of her thin cotton chemise and drawn it over her head, her cheeks burning at the thought of Mrs. Mund looking at the little hillocks of her pale bosom, with their tiny pink nipples that stood tinglingly straight at the motion of the air across them.

“The drawers, now, Miss Middleton,” the widow had said severely, as if the sight of Joanna’s maidenly beauty had inflamed her anger. Joanna had thought often before upon the injustice of her employer’s apparent resentment of her youth and physical attractions, but this moment had seemed a ghastly confirmation of her worst fears. “Let us see that naughty cunt.”

Joanna had never heard the terrible word before, but she knew with another surge of heat to her cheeks exactly what it must mean, and that it must be the sort of word a woman like Mrs. Mund would never say unless—the widow would maintain—a hussy like Joanna had provoked her to it. Somehow despite its utter unfamiliarity, that is, Joanna knew that cunt was the most shameful way possible to refer to a girl’s private part, the tender cleft that she understood, simply from all the admonitions a young lady received concerning it, must be naughty by its very nature, if in some hitherto unknown way.

Joanna had hesitated, then. Her hands had already reached around to her back, to loose the blue ribbon that held up her thin cotton drawers, but the embarrassing sound of the monosyllable had stopped her fingers in the act of untying the bow there.

“Come along, girl,” Mrs. Mund had said. “I wish to see your cunt, and to teach you not to imagine that you will have a handsome gentleman to fuck it with his hard prick. Then I shall spank you until you regret nature’s giving you such a sweet little bottom, one so suited to the penis.”
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Lord Stephen Gaithwait looked down with the greatest satisfaction upon the girl he had abducted. When his faithful valet Mark had reported that Miss Joanna Middleton had received a terrible punishment, observed at the keyhole by the parlor maid Mark had seduced several weeks ago and had been fucking regularly in the interim, and that the girl had it seemed actually fled from the home of the execrable Mrs. Mund, Lord Stephen had scarcely known how to contain his excitement, or his lust.

Joanna had captured his interest two months since, in Mrs. Mund’s drawing room in London, whither Lord Stephen had gone upon a nearly unendurable courtesy visit at the behest of his uncle the Duke of Essing, whose title and property Lord Stephen stood to inherit, the duke being himself childless. Mrs. Mund had, it seemed, organized a charitable society for the benefit of neglected standing stones, a cause in which the duke took a keen interest. That passion made a great deal of sense to Lord Stephen, because both his uncle and Mrs. Mund closely resembled the weathered, rocky objects of their munificence, but he himself took no interest in philanthropy, being an unapologetic seeker of the world’s pleasures. The visit to Mrs. Mund, though it had occupied perhaps half an hour, had seemed to last as long as Stonehenge had glowered over the Salisbury plain, but at the end of it, perhaps simply because of the strength of the contrast it afforded, a brief, enigmatic moment had captured Lord Stephen’s notice most emphatically.

A young woman, of eighteen or so, had entered the drawing room, carrying her workbasket and so apparently unaware of Lord Stephen’s presence in the house. The girl’s blue eyes, startled, had contrasted instantly with the delicate pink that traveled from her cheeks to her neck, and her flaxen hair, put up carelessly as if she meant merely to sit by the fire and darn her stockings and had no thought of society, seemed to gleam like gold against the deep blue of her simple, though elegant, dress.

Lord Stephen had arisen from his seat immediately to greet the newcomer, but in the same instant both the girl and Mrs. Mund had spoken in a fashion that both conveyed the girl’s dependence on the widow—as well as the widow’s apparent wish that the girl not receive visitors—and piqued Lord Stephen’s interest in her most extremely.

“Oh, I did not know...” the girl had begun in faltering accents.

“Miss Middleton, depart at once,” the widow had pronounced. Then, turning to Lord Stephen as Miss Middleton withdrew, Mrs. Mund had explained, “My companion. Not fit for noble company such as yourself, Lord Stephen.”

In the acid tone with which the widow had dismissed the girl and the treacly one she had addressed to Lord Stephen, he had understood immediately that mere jealousy governed Mrs. Mund’s conduct with respect to this companion—a poor relation, Lord Stephen had at first felt certain. Indeed Mrs. Mund had a great deal of which to be jealous, though his lordship had thought the stratagem by which the woman attempted to keep Miss Middleton in check singularly ill-suited to the task.

From that moment forward, in fact, Lord Stephen had done everything in his power to prove Mrs. Mund’s foolishness to the world. He had begun as soon as Miss Middleton had closed the drawing-room doors behind her.

“Miss Middleton?” his lordship had asked. “Do I know her family?”

“No, indeed not,” the widow had replied, obviously—and to Lord Stephen’s satisfied amusement—discomfited that her companion had attracted his attention. Mrs. Mund’s voice had turned as hard and cruel as one of her standing stones, as it fell in pitch and volume to the sort of whisper used exclusively for the divulging of shameful information the speaker is certain will mortally wound a rival’s prospects. “She is the natural daughter of who knows whom.”

Lord Stephen’s eyebrows had raised themselves at this information, as if of their own accord. “Who knows whom, Mrs. Mund?”

The widow had pursed her lips. “Well, he is, or was, a peer, or else I should not have her in my household, of course. But as I say she is not fit for society. I contemplate sending her to India, for it seems her father has given her entirely into my keeping and I have a deal of trouble with her. I shall punish her presently for her intrusion here this afternoon, have no fear.”

His lordship had pursued his inquiry at this point without any expectation of discovering any matter of interest: Lord Stephen had merely wished to learn as much as possible about the charming Miss Middleton, in case some opportunity of getting at her might present itself. The result of his next interrogatory, however, had made the finding of such a chance imperative.

“Punished, Mrs. Mund?” he had asked, expecting to hear that the widow meant to forbid the girl the play, or a concert.

Mrs. Mund had smiled in a way that suggested she considered herself a most skilled arbiter of feminine manners—one possessed of a very special ability to ensure the proper conduct of girls placed in her care.

“I do not employ half measures, Lord Stephen, I assure you. Miss Joanna Middleton will go over my knee with her drawers down, to receive a sound spanking.”

Joanna, then, was the girl’s name. His lordship, since that moment, had wondered whether the briefly glimpsed personal charms of Miss Joanna Middleton had made the name sound in his ears so harmoniously or if it had been, as he thought rather more likely, the terribly intriguing idea that the girl would soon have her bare bottom punished by the awful Mrs. Mund.

“Indeed?” Lord Stephen had said, at loss for words for several seconds.

“I promise you that after the hussy receives the hair-brushing she deserves, she will inquire as to whether the drawing room is occupied before entering so brazenly and disturbing my noble company.”

Lord Stephen had nodded, having collected his thoughts and determined to garner as much helpful information as he could. “You spank her often, then?” he had asked, not needing in the slightest degree to feign the curiosity he expressed.

“Very often, I fear,” Mrs. Mund had said, her eyes suddenly seeming to shine in the twilit drawing room. The widow had seemed extremely eager to impress upon his lordship the complete propriety of her proceedings with Miss Middleton, and perhaps also to ensure that he view the girl as unworthy of his notice. “I find she responds well to it, as it puts her in her place most effectively. Those bewitching eyes do not seem so alluring or so impertinent when she has spent a quarter of an hour with her bottom bare, paying for her faults at the hand of her mistress. A girl who bears upon her nature the blot of wickedness from her very birth, as this one does, requires the sternest possible correction. I assure you that I will not hesitate, if the need arises, to send her to the stable to receive the strap my butler keeps in store for the stable lads. She will not look so charming, I think, bound naked over the trestle there with her bottom raised for a condign chastisement severe enough to make her keep her bed for a day or two as she thinks upon the lesson expressed in the stripes upon her young backside.”

If Mrs. Mund had intended that Lord Stephen’s interest in Miss Joanna Middleton should abate as a consequence of hearing that this terrible punishment lay in store for her at some future date, she had calculated most incorrectly. He had rather suspected, however, that Mrs. Mund had been carried away by her envy of Miss Middleton’s youth and beauty: the widow’s own apparent interest in whipping her companion as severely and as frequently as propriety might allow should perhaps have given her some inkling that her noble listener might share her inclination. Lord Stephen, too, believed very strongly in baring the bottoms of naughty girls and teaching them difficult lessons in obedience with a firm hand, when necessary for their happiness and his satisfaction with them.

He therefore had asked, in as innocent a tone as he could manage, “And surely you will wish to be present when the girl is whipped that way, to see it done with all justice and with her modesty respected, despite the need for her to feel as fully as possible her dependence upon you?”

Mrs. Mund had nodded, though a slightly guarded expression had appeared upon her face, surely at his lordship’s ready sympathy with her motives. “Indeed, though I fear you are sadly mistaken, my lord, about the element of modesty. A girl like this one has only feigned modesty, a pretense she has learned to put up before the world to cover the sin in her soul. She must be taught true modesty by degrees, over my knee or in the stable as the occasion warrants, her naughtiness uncovered. I assure you that when she feels the sting of my hairbrush, her kicks expose the most shocking lack of decency in her, as under the smart of the lash, as it were, she shows her true colors. To her shame, and mine, Miss Joanna Middleton exposes all of what a man—not a nobleman such as you, Lord Stephen, of course, but the sort of man whose eyes can deceive him into thinking a chit of a girl more worthy of his notice than she is—might call her secret charms.”

The widow had studied his lordship’s countenance as she delivered herself of this speech, which held such extraordinary interest for Lord Stephen that he found it rather a trial neither to shift himself upon the settee nor to smile in the way he would have had his interlocutor been of the masculine persuasion. He would have inquired further, indeed, and perhaps attempted to ascertain whether Miss Middleton were ever to be found out of doors, for his lordship had already determined that he would find a way to put himself in possession of the girl.

The butler had at that moment, however, announced Lady Renfrew, whom Lord Stephen simply could not abide and who, moreover, knew enough of his lordship’s career as to warn Mrs. Mund should the matter of Miss Middleton continue as a topic of conversation with him present. He had therefore pretended the pressing nature of the same fictional engagement he would have mentioned twenty minutes sooner had Miss Middleton not intruded, and departed to find the estimable Mark Shepard, valet and confederate-in-ordinary to so many pleasurable arrangements thus far in their three years together as master and man.

“Easiest thing in the world, my lord,” Mark had said on hearing of Miss Joanna Middleton and Lord Stephen’s designs upon her. “Leave it to me. Your companions are a sorry lot, as I hear, even when their employers treat them kindly. If this widow whips the girl on the regular, mark my words...”—this was a joke between Mark Shepard and Lord Stephen that never failed to draw a smile to his lordship’s lips despite its well-worn character, simply because of the open delight his valet took in the freedom it manifested between his menial nature and his master’s noble one—“...you may have nothing at all to do but watch and wait for the girl to run away all on her own. In the ordinary course of things, they would bring her back, to be sure, and though the idea doesn’t sit well with me—and I am a man who doesn’t spare the rod when it comes to training girls as have reached their eighteenth birthday, as your lordship well knows—the widow would doubtless break the girl’s spirit at last.”

Lord Stephen had nodded, his smile broadening. “But should we place ourselves by, so as to assist Miss Middleton in her flight...”

Mark had laid his finger alongside his nose and nodded, a grin of his own breaking out upon his apparently honest face. “Your lordship may find himself with a pretty filly well in harness and a naughty cunny to train for hard riding.”
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Joanna, awake in the strange bed, tried frantically to remember how she might have gotten there.

“You won’t open your eyes, Joanna?” the gentleman’s voice asked in a chiding tone. “I shall have a look at you, then.”

Joanna gave a startled cry as she felt the bedclothes snatched away. Her eyes flew open of their own accord. Over her stood a tall man, dressed in a fine linen shirt and buff breeches. His dark hair hung to his shoulders and his posture seemed to tell of an active life: the arm that had pulled the coverlet back and now held it at the man’s side showed lean and sinewy through the fabric of his shirt.

Joanna’s mind concentrated at first on those details, she supposed, because the more troubling aspect of the man’s appearance terrified her so thoroughly: to wit, he had a black mask of stiffened leather upon the upper part of his face, hiding from her all knowledge of his identity. Behind the eye slits of the mask Joanna thought she could discern dark pupils, gazing down not into her own eyes but upon the naked expanse of her young body, looking hungrily—for something in the set of his chin seemed to convey a greed to consume the charms he saw—at her little breasts and at the place the awful Mrs. Mund had taught Joanna just the previous day to call her cunt.

She put her hands down, desperately, to cover herself, her left arm across her bosom and her right hand before the tender slit where a sparse golden thatch marked her womanhood. Then the dark eyes in the mask met hers. “Take those hands away, Joanna,” the man said, “if you please. I wish to see what belongs to me.”

The voice still conveyed gentility: Joanna could not escape that impression despite the fear occasioned by his mask and even more urgently by his eyes and his lewd command. The phrase if you please, too, seemed to recall her initial idea upon waking that nothing terrible could befall her because a gentleman would behave with honor.

“Please, sir,” she said, not moving her hands. “Please, where am I? What has happened?”

“Move your hands, girl,” the man said. “I shall not ask again. In this house you will learn to obey me much more readily even than you obeyed the mistress from whom you stole those hairbrushes we found in your reticule.”

Joanna shook her head, tears coming into her eyes. “Oh, please, no. Sir, I beg you...”

The man turned his head, looking behind him into a corner of what Joanna noticed now for the first time was a large bedchamber, well if not elegantly furnished. A log fire lay upon the grate, making it not disagreeable to be naked, as to climate at any rate. Whatever comfort might be given by the cheery fire, however, the scene took away in an instant because Joanna discerned, standing quietly in the corner into which the masked man had peered, another man, just as tall and much broader of shoulder, dressed in a brown coat that told her he must be a servant. This man, too, wore a black mask over half his face.

“I shall whip her,” the gentleman said. “Make her ready for her punishment.”

“Oh, heavens,” Joanna cried. “Please... please do not whip me... I shall...” The gentleman turned back to her, and Joanna thought she could discern curiosity in his eyes and the slight curl of his lip. She had removed her hands from her bosom and her private part, to clasp them in an aspect of pleading, while drawing herself up to curl against the headboard, but when she saw the mask turn back to her she could not help it: she tried to cover her nakedness again.

“You will show me your sweet bosom and your maiden cunt?” the gentleman asked. “Yes, Joanna, you will, for my man will render you unable to do otherwise, as I teach you your first lesson in obedience to the man who will make a woman of you, and train you to give pleasure.”

Having uttered these terrifying words, he looked again at the man in the corner, and nodded once.

“Yes, my lord,” that man said in a gruff voice, stepping forward so swiftly that Joanna cowered back, feeling the polished wood of the headboard against the bare skin of her back. My lord. Was the masked gentleman not merely that, then, but a nobleman?

The servant advanced to the head of the bed as his master moved further down, to give room. Joanna’s lips parted and her breath came in short gasps as the big man in the brown coat loomed over her.

“Don’t make this difficult, miss,” he said without any cruelty. “Kneel at the foot of the bed and bend yourself down, then take your knees in your hands so I can get you ready for the strap upon your little bottom.”

Joanna felt her chin move side to side without willing the gesture of refusal. Her eyes darted from one mask to the other. The nobleman had folded his arms across his chest and the set of his chin conveyed satisfaction with the scene, now that to all appearances he would soon avenge himself thoroughly upon Joanna’s backside.

“Come now,” the servant said. “His lordship is going to whip you now—there’s not a thing you or I can do about it. You’ve a lesson to learn, miss, and his lordship is the sort of man to give it to you properly. Once his lordship sees you begin to obey, you’ll see how kind a man he is—not like that horrible widow.”

The nobleman spoke then, perhaps as he saw the heat flood to Joanna’s face at the realization that these men knew, somehow, about Mrs. Mund’s spanking her.

“Yes, my dear, I know your lovely bottom has experienced much correction. I even know that Mrs. Mund spanked you in the nude yesterday, and spoke to you of what I suppose we might call womanly matters. So you are well prepared, I think, for another sort of naked punishment—and a much better sort, so far as I am concerned.”

Joanna’s chin stopped moving: there seemed not the slightest use in expressing her refusal of the servant’s instructions and the master’s matter-of-fact expression of these terrible things. She caught her lower lip in her teeth and looked into his eyes, a plea for mercy that she knew would be in vain but which seemed to her the only remaining hope of averting the progress of his shameful plans.

For a moment she thought the man might have pity on her: a sort of softening seemed to occur behind the mask, as if—so very unlike Mrs. Mund—he actually did care for Joanna’s well-being despite the starkly vicious appearance of his abducting her and placing her naked in this bed, of his promise now to have her bound so he might thrash her for refusing to show him her maiden charms. Then he turned to his man and said, “Go ahead, if you please.”

“Yes, my lord,” said the servant, with satisfaction evident in his voice, whether at his master’s resolution or at his own anticipated pleasure in securing Joanna’s compliance she could not tell. Joanna cried out, but the big man in the brown coat merely leaned over and plucked her away from the headboard, left hand upon her upper arm and right hand around her waist. She struggled in his strong arms, but the feeling of her naked skin against the rough serge of his coat seemed to her so shameful that from the moment he had her off the bed and began to carry her to its foot, Joanna felt faint and feeble.

When he placed her there, upon the mattress again—bare now because the nobleman had finished the removal of the coverlet to leave the bed without any clothes but the bottom sheet—she seemed unable to manifest even the little strength her limbs possessed. The servant put her on her knees and bent her face to the linen sheet.

“If your lordship will just put a hand on the girl’s back,” the servant said in an easy, conversational tone. “Won’t take much, I think, but just hold her down, if you please, to remind her she can’t get away, while I truss her for you. That’ll make the job a deal easier for me.”

Joanna did cry out a little when she heard this, and as the servant’s hands left her and the nobleman’s descended she tried to rise and crawl away, as if she might reach a door and run naked out into the dawn—for she could see through a window that the sky had begun to grow light outside.

“No, Joanna,” the nobleman said, and then he held her hip tight in his left hand and began to spank her with his right, very hard.

Mrs. Mund had always used the hairbrush, and never her own hand. Joanna had wondered at that, when her regular spankings had begun, but the size of the nobleman’s hand made her conscious immediately of what the reason had been: a widow’s little hand could never make a young woman feel the kind of authority this aristocrat could. Even the hairbrush seemed to Joanna a poor imitation of a man’s strong palm and long, thick fingers, brought down with force, over and over, right in the center each time.

She wailed, and struggled more, but to no avail at all.

“You... will... hold... still.” The masked man spoke steadily and sternly, and when Joanna willed her body at last to cease attempting escape he stopped the spanking suddenly, and said, “There. Good girl.” Then he said, “Bind her.”

Joanna couldn’t help it: she started at the terrible command, tried for a moment to rise, and emitted a little shriek. But the nobleman held her down and delivered another hard spank, and the resistance went out of her with a whine of discomfort, her thoughts and feelings balanced in the terrible dilemma that this man would certainly whip her, once the servant had bound her, but he would doubtless whip her more if she continued to struggle. Weeping, she let the man in the brown coat take her wrists and pull them back behind her knees so that he might tie them together with a stout leather strap.

The mere picture, in Joanna’s mind’s eye, of the posture into which the servant had placed her with this trussing, made her cry out in shame. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to concentrate her attention on the feel of the linen sheet against her cheek and the sensation of her disheveled hair around her face.

To her dismay she felt a hand—the nobleman’s surely—brush back the golden tresses from her cheek and smooth them over her shoulder. She felt her brow crease deeply and then a deep blush as she thought of him looking at her face as well as those other places—the ones of which Mrs. Mund had spoken so cruelly and crudely.

As if he read her mind, somehow, the man said, in a gentle voice that seemed to confirm what his servant had told her, about his kindness once a girl began to show she knew how to obey, “Mrs. Mund made reference, I am told, to this pretty cunny, when she punished you yesterday.”

Then Joanna cried out in shame and fear, and with another feeling she could not name, for the man put his hand there, between her legs, on the cleft of her private part. His long, thick fingers held her firmly, but not forcefully, and he squeezed the place Mrs. Mund had accused of such natural wickedness. Joanna’s cry changed in pitch, moved lower into her chest, as she suddenly felt she had begun to understand what the widow had meant.

“My informant tells me that the woman even spoke to you of what a man likes to do with a girl’s cunny, when he decides she is ready to become a woman. Is that so, Joanna? Did you hear about fucking? About what a man has between his legs, and how his wife must learn to receive it when he chooses to enjoy his conjugal rights?”
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Mark Shepard knew very well indeed that the dried-up, vengeful, self-righteous—and yet astonishingly lewd when she chose to display it—Mrs. Mund had said such things. He had after all lingered outside the window of the widow’s study during the greater part of Miss Joanna Middleton’s very diverting discipline session.

Mary the parlor maid had summoned him as soon as she heard Mrs. Mund summon Miss Middleton to the study, sure as only a servant can be that the widow’s tone could mean only that miss would have her naughty bottom bared. Mary had gone over Mark’s knee several times herself by then, showing each time the natural good grace with which girls of Mark’s own class always took their spankings. He had seen in her face the very first time he watched her walk along the village street upon her day off that Mary Wilkins was a saucy girl who would nevertheless respond well to the command to prepare herself for punishment.

Such young women represented Mark Shepard’s favorite sort of conquest, because their sauciness made it clear that a man had won something worth the having, when his cock at last entered her sweet young cunt and then, even better, the little bottom he had spanked until it glowed merrily in the firelight or the filtered green light of a tree-covered country ramble. He would not be the first to fuck Mary, she had blushingly confessed when Mark took her over his knee within half an hour of meeting her, but no other man had it seemed known to use a firm hand with her.

Thus, in recompense for the freedom of her speech with him in the lane, when he asked if she came from Weatherstone and served the widow Mund, she had come with Mark, on his command, to the house Lord Stephen had let in the village. There he had sat down upon the side of his bed and told her she must get over his knee or have it known that she had come to the bedroom of a stranger. In the maid’s eyes Mark had seen the fascination he always looked for: the need a girl could never confess for guidance from a man not so good that he did not wish to spank and to fuck her soundly—but also not so bad that he would betray her confidence.

“You are a randy little thing, Mary Wilkins,” Mark had said as he spanked her delightful young bottom. “You have been fucked, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Mary had cried. “Oh, no... please...”

“I shall fuck you myself, presently,” Mark had said, slowing the spanking, moving his hand much more gently, so that the maid’s cries changed to moans. “Here...” Mary whimpered. “And here, so that you need not fear embarrassment.”

“Oh!” Mary had said at the touch of Mark’s middle finger upon her tiny ring.

“No man has had your bottom, I think,” Mark had said softly.

“No, sir,” Mary had affirmed, “and...”

The girl had meant to say, “And neither shall you,” Mark had felt sure, but he had pushed his finger in, quite gently, and Mary’s voice had trailed off.

“Yes, Mary Wilkins,” he had said. “I shall. My hardness will open you here, to teach you your lesson.”

Mary’s body had tensed over Mark’s thigh, her back arching for a moment in a delightful mixture of protest and urgent need, and then she had relaxed again as his probing finger taught her the beginning of the lesson, moving in and out to subdue her as Mark had subdued many another country maid.

“Your Miss Middleton,” he had said as the finger moved in and out, drawing a whimper with each invasion of Mary’s most shameful place. “She gets smacked, as I hear, by the widow.”

A silence had fallen then but for Mary’s submissive little noises in response to her first anal training. Mark had allowed it to continue until he felt sure Mary’s reluctance to respond must indicate embarrassed assent to his proposition.

“Does Mrs. Mund spank the girl in front of the servants?” he had asked.

Mary’s head had threshed from side to side, her russet locks dancing charmingly over the shoulders of the black servant’s gown whose skirts Mark had turned up to show the sweetest bottom, he felt certain, in the village.

“But you have seen Miss Middleton punished, I warrant?”

Mary had hesitated, but Mark had pushed his finger deeper inside her bottom’s little flower, until she gave a cry and said, “Yes, sir. At...”

“At the keyhole?” Mark had asked, letting a little amusement come into his voice, so that Mary would see the affair as a joke to share between them.

“Yes, sir,” Mary had replied. “We... the maids, I mean... we take turns watching when Mrs. Mund calls miss to the study with the hairbrush, because we know miss is going to get paddled.”

Mark had withdrawn his finger and given Mary three hard smacks, right, left, and center, to pay her out for her naughtiness. “You like to see the girl weep, Mary?” he had asked sternly.

“No, sir! Miss is... well, she’s high-spirited, but she’s kind to the servants.”

Mark had spanked her again, three more times, until Mary had bucked and cried out with the smart, her bottom rising to meet his hand in demonstration of the need the girl felt for a man’s sexual guidance—the same need Mark would help Lord Stephen awaken in Miss Joanna Middleton. He had stopped spanking her and thrust his hand between her legs, to feel her desire flow onto his caressing fingers. Mary had let out a long, low moan.

“You like to see a girl spanked, don’t you, Mary?”

“Oh, please... please, sir...”

Mark had raised her from his lap, then, and bent her over the bed, dropping his breeches so that his rampant prick could find her ready cunt.

“You will come and tell me when Mrs. Mund is going to spank Miss Middleton, Mary. I would like to see it for myself, from that window that looks from the widow’s study out onto the back garden.”

Then he had fucked Mary Wilkins hard, in her cunny and her young bottom, making her take his seed deep in the shameful place that already longed for his masterful attention. Mary had summoned him twice, after that, before the previous day, and Mark had become well acquainted with Mrs. Mund’s ways in correcting Miss Middleton, confirming at first hand that the girl’s sweet, round hind-cheeks, so frequently the recipients of the hairbrush’s stern attention, constituted a worthy object of his master’s interest.

Now, with that same bottom well presented both for whipping and for fucking, bearing distinct red handprints from the action of his lordship’s strong right arm, Mark could not help looking forward to receiving the reward of his labors—his own training rides upon Lord Stephen’s new filly.

“No...” Joanna whispered. “No, she... she... didn’t.”

“Do you call my worthy man here a liar, Joanna?” Lord Stephen asked, his voice playful but edged with the bright steel of a nobleman’s dueling rapier.

“Oh, no,” the girl said, twisting her head this way and that as if trying to catch a glimpse of Mark.

“You will be whipped very hard, girl,” his lordship continued, “if you persist in accusing honest men of mendacity.”

Lord Stephen glanced at Mark then, and the valet could see amusement dancing in the dark eyes behind his master’s black mask, so he knew a contribution of his own would prove grateful to his lordship’s ears.

“Come now, miss. Don’t make it harder on yourself than it has to be,” he said, bending down to test the strap binding the girl’s wrists behind her trim thighs a final time, and enjoying the slightest whiff of girlish cunny that rose to his nostrils as he held his face near the maiden charms that Lord Stephen’s hand worked firmly, but also slowly and gently. “I was outside the window. I heard what the widow said.”

“Oh, no,” Joanna repeated in an even fainter voice. “You... you couldn’t.” Her hips moved just a bit, as if her cunt had begun to give in to his lordship’s dominance, helpless to resist the pleasure he forced upon her.

“But he did,” said Lord Stephen. “So allow me to ask again—though I must admonish you, for the last time before I fetch the stable strap...”

As Mark had expected she well might, Joanna gave a piercing cry of fear at this indication of her backside’s fate. Mrs. Mund had prepared this little harvest very well, though Lord Stephen would now reap it: Miss Middleton feared the stable strap above all things, and it would not matter in the slightest that Mark had no idea what the widow’s butler actually used upon the stable lads, or if he used anything at all. The valet had supplied Lord Stephen with a very creditable doubled length of stout mahogany-brown leather that would feel to Joanna a good deal worse than the hairbrush without rendering her rear unable to receive further punishment as soon as Lord Stephen cared to administer it.

“Quiet, girl,” Mark said. “Do you want his lordship to give you the cane?”

Joanna sobbed at that. “No, please. You mustn’t.”

Lord Stephen nodded to Mark, a smile playing upon the merry lips that the mask left exposed. The valet took a good deal of pride in the skill the two of them had gained together in this particular area of the broader field Lord Stephen generally called training fillies. To establish for a young woman a hierarchy of implements by means of which her masters might correct her, according to the severity of her faults, always produced beneficial results.

As indeed, the threat of the cane did now. Joanna almost certainly had never seen the sort of cane employed in only the stricter sort of establishment for the education of difficult girls, though of course used with abandon upon their masculine counterparts. Still less could the girl ever have witnessed it employed on the bare bottom of a misbehaving young lady.

Nevertheless, the word carried such a freight of fright and shame that to have it mentioned—promised, really—as her lovely round hind-cheeks’ destiny, should Joanna continue her defiance, audibly changed the girl’s ongoing calculus with respect to her present conduct. For though scarcely a moment had passed since she had said, You mustn’t, she whispered, “Yes.”

“Yes, what, Joanna?” asked Lord Stephen, his smile broadening. Mark watched with envy as his lordship’s hand took terrible liberties with the girl’s most private places, encouraging her further confession. Joanna gave a little sob of helpless pleasure.

“Yes, she... Mrs. Mund... she did... she made me take off my clothes and she spoke of... of those things. Oh, please... don’t... you mustn’t... it feels so wicked.”

Lord Stephen continued to soothe the sweet little cunt, his fingers slipping up and down the girl’s private lips a trifle more rapidly now. Joanna had an adorable thatch of golden curls that would, Mark knew, have to be taken away before very long, to teach her the kind of submission his lordship liked best to instill. Mark appreciated a smooth cunny as much as Lord Stephen did, but he also liked to see a young woman with her first, sparse secret tresses—perhaps, he reflected, because he knew he would soon have the pleasure of informing her that henceforth she would not be allowed that natural covering, and must learn to keep her cunt as her master desired to see it when he chose to enjoy her naked charms.

His lordship turned his masked face back over his shoulder toward Mark. “Fetch the strap, if you would, sir.”

“No! Please!” Joanna cried. Desperately writhing now in the efficient truss into which Mark had placed her, and succeeding only in making Lord Stephen hold her hips in place with his left hand, she tried to bargain even in her impossible position. “I’ll... tell you... all of it... all of what Mrs. Mund said, about... about...” Even now, as Mark obeyed his lordship and got the doubled leather from the top of the dresser where he had placed it weeks ago when he and Lord Stephen had set into motion the abduction of Miss Joanna Middleton, the girl could not it seemed say the terrible word, though she had convinced herself for the moment it might spare her bottom the strap.

Mark reached the stern implement of chastisement to his master, its stitched handle toward the other man, and saw Joanna, her neck craning and her cheek against the mattress, catch sight of it. She gave a wordless whimper of fear, and then she whispered, “Fucking.” She shuddered. “She... she said I would... she would make sure...”

“Hush, Joanna,” said Lord Stephen. He took his right hand from her cunt and rubbed a circle with it upon the girl’s adorable little bottom. “We will speak much more of these matters. My man has told me just what your mistress said as she spanked you over her knee. Do not fret yourself just now, though, in trying to escape your whipping, for you must have it.”

His lordship took his right hand from Joanna’s hind-cheeks and received the strap from Mark. The girl emitted a sharp cry of fear and—unmistakable, to Mark’s experienced ear—need. Lord Stephen raised the strap and, with the smile Mark best liked to see on his master’s face, brought it down hard across Miss Joanna Middleton’s lovely bare bottom.
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It hurt much more than the hairbrush, and Joanna could tell that she felt the more pain because her fear of this terrible nobleman had made her whole body tense the way she had so often tensed her legs against the disciplinary ministrations of Mrs. Mund, trying to hide her maidenly secrets from the widow. She had eventually realized that such tightening made the pain worse despite the modicum of salve it poured upon her modesty, but she had continued to do it, as a small act of defiance, though when Mrs. Mund had felt particular displeasure with Joanna she had frequently kept spanking her until the girl had at last given in and sobbed limply over the older woman’s lap while the punishment went on and on.

Now, with her hands bound behind her thighs and the secrets between her legs and between her bottom-cheeks entirely exposed no matter what she did with her body, every muscle in her body had drawn taut as she felt the master’s hand tighten on her hip to hold her steady for the first lash. The sheer terror of being there, naked in the power of these men, together with the way the nobleman had touched her most private places and spoken to her of the awful things to which Mrs. Mund had made reference, seemed to stretch her sinews as a bow-maker stretches a string of catgut upon a bow.

When the strap cracked across her backside, then, so that she gasped and then cried out, clenching her bottom shamefully and trying to twist away though her mind knew the impossibility of escape, it felt like a line of fire had been laid over her round little cheeks. Another one followed, and she screamed and sobbed, her body bucking against the twin restraints of the nobleman’s hand and the leather strap his servant had placed so adroitly around her wrists. Joanna’s whole bottom felt like she had sat on a stove after only a few lashes from the strap.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Please... I’ll show you...”

The man who had kidnapped her was whipping her because she hadn’t shown him those naughty places. If he would only stop, she wouldn’t put her hands there anymore. He could look at her private parts, as shameful as Mrs. Mund would find it.

“Show me what, Joanna?” the man asked. He brought the strap down across the backs of her thighs, just above where her wrists were bound together. Now Joanna’s entire rear end blazed with the agony of her terrible lesson in obedience. The stiff leather even struck the sensitive lips of her private part with its forceful blow, exposed as they were between her slim upper thighs.

“M-my... my... cunt,” she sobbed. The word felt wicked in her mouth. When the man lashed her again in the same place, punishing that very place—her little cunny, he had called it, which sounded in her mind even naughtier than cunt—it seemed like Joanna only received the reward she deserved for saying the word Mrs. Mund had told her she must never say unless her husband commanded it.

“And as you do not have one of those,” the widow had said as she spanked Joanna with the awful hairbrush, “you shall not say any of these words, or you shall receive the stable strap upon this young bottom, even if I should decide to allow you to have a prick in your cunt someday, so that I may watch you fucked as befits a wicked girl like you.”

She had not understood what Mrs. Mund meant in the slightest, but the woman’s words had filled her with shame despite the hypocrisy Joanna could see so very clearly: why should Mrs. Mund be allowed to say such things because she had once had a husband? Why should Joanna be punished for attracting gentlemen’s attention, when it seemed Mrs. Mund wished to see her companion undergo that attention in some forceful, degrading manner?

Now in this strange room to which her abductors had conveyed her, her confusion only grew when the nobleman in the mask ceased to whip her when she said the terrible word. Joanna had wished him to stop, yes, but in her mind, she realized, she had expected that he would lay the strap even more painfully across that shameful part of her when she said its vulgar name.

Instead, he moved his left hand from her hip, to stroke her there with awful gentleness, reawakening the irresistible, wicked pleasure he had visited upon Joanna’s private part before he had begun to punish her. She tried with all her might to suppress it, but she could not keep a long moan from emerging. Her face burned as she heard the sound her body made of its own accord, in response to the nobleman’s probing, caressing touch, and when he spoke he confirmed all her fears concerning what the moan would signify to him.

“I can already see your sweet cunny, Joanna, and touch it as much as I like,” he said softly. “And I can hear how wicked a girl you are in the way you respond, even when you say no words at all.”

“Oh, please... no...” she sobbed. It seemed he meant to punish her for very different things to those for which Mrs. Mund had put Joanna over her knee, but the command his fingers claimed of her, between her thighs and, it suddenly seemed, throughout her whole shuddering body, frightened her much more. It seemed to her that something approached, the way a railway engine neared a tunnel, some crisis of pleasure that would carry her away entirely, and it terrified her even as she felt her body cry out for it, whatever it might be. Joanna cried out under the wicked fingers of the masked nobleman, trying to turn her blushing face down and away into the mattress, as if seeking an oblivion that would quench her thoughts and leave only sensation behind. She bounced upon her bent knees, utterly at a loss to help herself, trying lewdly to work her young cunt more firmly against the tormenting, pleasurable masculine fingers, seeking the tunnel she needed, the acme that must come soon...

He took the fingers away, and she cried out again, in a different way, a plaintive sound of need, like a puppy crying for its mother’s milk. Her cheeks burned anew to hear it, and the heat there grew as she heard the man chuckle.

“You will spend soon, Joanna,” he said. “I promise. Not yet, though.”

Another mewling sound came from her throat, and though part of her wished to deny him the satisfaction of any response, her need to know what he meant seemed to come from her body itself, an impulse she simply could not resist.

“Spend?” she whispered.

The servant spoke in a stern voice. “You will show his lordship the proper respect, girl, or feel the cane across your backside.”

“What?’ Joanna gasped, twisting her face again to try to look a plea into the eyes behind the black mask. At the same time, she felt her bottom go tight at the thought of the cane and she felt herself... her young cunny, her inwardly blushing mind whispered... flutter strangely and distractingly, as if something about the way the nobleman had touched her there had somehow changed the way her body responded to all these shameful things.

“You will call your master my lord, Joanna,” the man said, as the nobleman himself looked steadily back into Joanna’s eyes. “Or your bottom will pay the price of your disrespect.”

The nobleman still held the strap in his right hand: she could feel it resting gently against the sole of her left foot. His other hand had returned to the small of Joanna’s back, where it seemed to steady her on the bed, promising more terrible pleasure or more agonizing punishment as the man should choose: that hand would hold her in place with the greatest ease, and ensure that the nobleman might do exactly as he pleased with the naked girl he had placed so thoroughly at his mercy.

The strap moved against her foot, and for a moment Joanna thought she would feel it across her upper thighs again, teaching her more of the awful lesson in submission he had begun to give her. But the nobleman, still looking into her eyes, only tapped her bottom gently with it, so that she whimpered in fear, and said, “Must I cane you, Joanna?”

“No, my lord,” she said, eager to show she could obey. “No... please.”

“I am very glad to hear it,” the nobleman said, his lips curling up into a smile whose full meaning Joanna could not discern, because she could not see the upper part of his face: it might have held cruelty, or kindness, and her ignorance of the man’s mind made her heart race. “You will learn what it means to spend in a short while, have no fear. We must first speak of your training, and I must enlighten you rather farther than it seems Mrs. Mund did, as to the way of a man with a maid.”

Joanna felt her eyes go wide. “My lord?”

The smile changed, one side going up further, and now despite not being able to see the nobleman’s eyes Joanna thought she could determine that he felt real pleasure in her reaction to his alarming words. The idea of her abductor’s enjoyment in this process he termed ‘enlightenment’ had an odd effect upon Joanna: it frightened her even as, for reasons she shied away in abject embarrassment from contemplating, it made the warmth grow, helplessly, in the places he seemed in some awful fashion to have awakened by his touch.

“That is from the Bible, Joanna. Solomon himself cannot fathom, it seems, the way of a man with a maid. I promise, however, that you will soon be wiser than Solomon, for you will learn precisely what a man does when he has possessed himself of a lovely virgin.”

He turned toward the big servant in the brown coat, who Joanna saw now had receded into the corner he had occupied when she had first caught sight of him. The nobleman said, in a pleasant conversational tone, as if his words were of the sort often heard in polite society, “Remind me and Miss Middleton what Mrs. Mund said concerning her own marital relations, if you please. That will assist us in beginning miss’s education, I believe, in these mysteries.”

“Oh, no,” Joanna whispered. She had hoped that perhaps the servant had exaggerated when he claimed to have heard everything that had passed between Mrs. Mund and herself in the widow’s study.

“Mr. Mund,” the man in the brown coat began, “was a rum ‘un, I warrant, if his widow tells it true. She told Miss Middleton that upon her wedding night he spanked her with that very same hairbrush, because she refused to suck the prick.”

Joanna closed her eyes as she remembered, against her will, the terrible tale her employer had told her, and saw again the shameful pictures Mrs. Mund had painted in her mind: a young bride forced over a hassock with her skirts up and punished until she begged to do the lewd thing she had refused at first. The bride’s mouth full of a masculine organ of whose existence she had never dreamed, her head held firmly in her new husband’s hands so that he might use her face as he pleased. The prick in her cunt, then in her bottom, as young Mrs. Mund cried out in shame and discomfort. The young wife fucked over the hassock, over and over that wedding night, the luxurious bridal bed left empty.

A honeymoon when Mrs. Mund learned to beg for fucking in the coarse terms her husband taught her, or receive the hairbrush upon her bare bottom time and time again. The promise that until she learned the meaning of her vow to obey Mr. Mund, and lay quietly over the hassock when told to prepare for fucking, she would not sit comfortably.

The way of a man with a maid, he had called it. Mrs. Mund had related the story, Joanna saw, in that fashion, too: the widow had clearly wanted her companion to understand that if Joanna should find a husband he would surely treat her in a like manner, for that was what men did with girls whose unfledged cunts had never been stretched upon the hardness of a man. He would train her as Mr. Mund had trained his young bride, to provide the pleasure he sought in her lovely body with his lustful prick. Was that, then, what this masked nobleman meant to do, but without even the modicum of protection a wedding would afford a friendless young lady?
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Lord Stephen listened again with the greatest enjoyment to the story of Mrs. Mund, as recounted by Mark. He could not say he approved of Mr. Mund’s conduct with respect to the claiming of his conjugal rights, but the outline of the widow’s year of marriage, before the unfortunate demise of Mr. Mund in India, nevertheless reflected certain principles his lordship, too, held dear.

Moreover, those principles constituted the backbone, as it were, of the body of tenets Lord Stephen employed in the training of girls like Miss Joanna Middleton to the ways of his cock’s pleasure. To his lordship’s surprise, soon after coming of age he had found them codified in a helpful treatise a friend at Oxford had passed along, from the pen of an anonymous authority who styled himself Anti-Brown, entitled—rather thrillingly for a young man living in college—A refutation of a certain treatise late promulgated, upon the so-called necessity of men’s exercising their masculine rights in erotic matters.

As he heard again Mark’s recollection of the widow’s tale, he wondered if Mr. Mund had read either this treatise or the one Anti-Brown purported to refute—the writing of one Doctor Reginald Brown, in which it seemed the physician asserted that the true and natural man should not hesitate to fuck those girls who stirred his prick’s fancy, whether he be a lord or a common laborer. Anti-Brown saw no reason to dispute the correctness of this proposition as it applied to the upper orders of society, and he particularly commended the strong emphasis placed by Doctor Brown upon the stern correction by means of which a man should train a young woman to submit to his pleasure.

Like Mr. Mund, though, as it seemed from Mrs. Mund’s account as she spanked poor Joanna with the selfsame hairbrush that had visited upon her own bottom the correction of her faults in receiving her bridegroom’s prick, Anti-Brown found the physician’s assertions as to the ‘natural’ man’s duties toward the girls he fucked—particularly in respecting in the slightest degree a girl’s own unformed inclinations and feelings of modesty—absurd.

For apart from the radical and nearly revolutionary sentiments Doctor Brown evinces concerning the possibility of a coalminer claiming the right of the phallus over a gentleman’s daughter—heaven forfend!—the physician simply does not take into account the true rights a husband has over the person of a wife and a nobleman has over the person of a girl of the lower orders, including even the daughter of a gentleman.

Lord Stephen strongly suspected from this passage, which as himself the heir to a peerage he found most enlightening, that Anti-Brown was likewise a nobleman. This attribution of interest in the criticism of Doctor Brown’s treatise did not, however, lessen the point’s cogency for him.

From time immemorial, and in just such a fashion, independent of law, as Doctor Brown asserts for his doctrines concerning the desires of nature and providence for men’s use of their masculine members and their bodily strength in matters of sexual enjoyment, a man of the upper orders has exercised the right to take a young woman of his choice to some decently isolated place and to use her body for his pleasure, enforcing her compliance as necessary with bare-bottom chastisement. In the same way, and out of the same right, does a husband upon his wedding night, and thereafter in the marital chamber, command his wife to assume the posture he wishes, then penetrate her person in any way he desires. If the bride protests, the bridegroom has to hand her hairbrush, or, if he is a man possessed of forethought, a stout cane. With this he corrects the bride, having made her remove every stitch of clothing, until she is ready to submit to the performance of her conjugal duties, her sweet young bottom showing him the evidence of his mastery—and providing to her, as she regards herself later in the glass, a stinging reminder of her defloration and of the sexual use she must thenceforth undergo whether she wishes or not. The nobleman does not take thought, any more than the husband does, of Doctor Brown’s declarations concerning the awakening of a young woman’s desire for the male member. Nature decrees that she will learn her place and her role as the receptacle of her master’s penis, provided that master be above her in station and in knowledge of the world.

Lord Stephen had tried in vain to acquire a copy of the original treatise by Doctor Brown. As he suspected Anti-Brown of writing more in self-interest than in a true spirit of inquiry, he also felt reasonably certain that—perhaps with the exception of the horribly Whiggish notion that a coalminer might aspire to fuck a gentleman’s daughter—he might find the physician’s actual views as congenial as those of Anti-Brown in most respects. The Refutation had an addendum, in which Anti-Brown made several recommendations for the use of young women, in much coarser language than that employed in the more analytic section of the text. Lord Stephen could not deny that some of them had proven useful as he had begun his career of training woman to his prick, but others suggested rather too unfeeling an approach to sexual relations, in his lordship’s view.

A girl’s arse is made for fucking: do not allow her to forget it.

A prick well sucked should save a girl the strap, but you must spank her nevertheless for doing something so rude as allowing a man to have her that way.

Nature put a girl’s pleasure in her cunt to assist you in having your way with her, not for her own delight.

If you enjoy the cunt, give it to your friends, so that they may enjoy it, too, so long as they undertake to spend in the mouth or the arse, just as you do to spare yourself embarrassment.

Certainly Mr. Mund, according to the widow’s words to Joanna, might just as well have been Anti-Brown himself, for the precision with which he seemed to have followed such precepts. As Mark continued his account, Lord Stephen had rubbed the strap gently against the girl’s sweet bottom, where the redness from its stern ministration had already faded to a lovely shade of pink. Every so often, as the masked servant told of a particular indignity, like Mr. Mund’s daily use of his bride’s anus, Joanna had given a tiny, ambiguous whimper.

Now, as Mark reached the climax of the tale, Lord Stephen laid the strap down in front of Joanna’s wondering blue eyes, watching her forehead crease in need of what she hoped and feared he might do. Anti-Brown, his lordship reflected, would probably not have done it, but Lord Stephen liked to make his girls responsive to his touch out of helpless desire as well as fright. He put his right hand back upon her cunt, and found her giving down her arousal there just as he thought he would.

“The last night before he left for India,” Mark said, “Mr. Mund gave Mrs. Mund to his friends.”

Gently Lord Stephen moved his fingers inside the cringing virginal entrance to her womanhood, enjoying the feeling of the loose blonde hair there, especially knowing he would take it away as Joanna’s training continued. He felt the girl’s body tense, as it had tensed before when he had first stimulated her there. In the curve of her back he could already detect that her body had begun to attune itself to the pleasure he brought: she was learning, without even realizing it, to move in a manner that intensified the unfamiliar ecstasy that radiated through her body. She cried out, and struggled against the strap that bound her wrists, but Lord Stephen brought the liquor from her cunny forward to her clitoris, and gave an expert caress there, drawing a sob from the girl.

“Mrs. Mund was bound over her husband’s sea chest, she said. They made her beg for their pricks, and Mr. Mund let them each have a turn whipping her.”

Lord Stephen used his left hand to grip Joanna’s hip firmly, and he drew close to her, closer than he had yet been to the girl toward whom he felt a greater attraction and a greater need to train than he had felt for any of his other ‘fillies.’ The feeling of her naked body against his clothed one, the way his rock-hard prick rubbed maddeningly through his breeches over her tender skin, stirred a fire in him that glowed hotter than he had ever felt before when on the point of teaching a pretty girl to fuck.

Something in Joanna’s helplessness, and in the way her correction at the hands of her awful employer had shaped her nature—while leaving her essentially pure despite her illegitimate birth—drew him to work her cunny tenderly now, almost as if trying to console her for Mrs. Mund’s imposition of such stark knowledge concerning the way of a man with a maid. His lordship’s practice was in general not to allow a girl to spend until he had his hard penis inside her, but he decided now, on the spur of the moment, to bring Miss Joanna Middleton off for the first time as Mark finished his story. No, Lord Stephen suddenly thought: he would allow Joanna herself to bring the tale to its conclusion, and make her climax as she did.

“Joanna,” he said, “your turn has come. What did they do to Mrs. Mund after they whipped her?”

“Oh, no...” the girl whispered. “Oh, please, no.”

Lord Stephen let his fingers linger a moment more, and then he removed them once again. Joanna’s bodily response displayed all the incipient submission his lordship could have desired to see: she gave a plaintive cry of need, and arched her back to thrust her adorable pink bottom up and out, as if seeking for the hand that had deserted her cunny.

“You shall spend, Joanna, for the first time,” Lord Stephen said softly, “if you obey me. You are in training, now, and you must learn to obey your master.”

The girl gave a sob, turning her face to the mattress and shutting her eyes very tightly.

“Shall I fetch the cane, my lord?” Mark asked from his corner.

Joanna cried out, turning her face back again so that the sound began as a muffled wail and ended as a full-throated, desperate, wordless plea. She had opened her pretty blue eyes and she stared at Lord Stephen now. He held her eyes for a long moment, and then he put his hand back on the girl’s slick cunny, watching her brow crease and her mouth close so that she could bite her lip with the pleasure he forced on her.

“What happened to Mrs. Mund?” his lordship asked again, in the same soft voice.

“My lord...” Joanna gasped. “Oh, my lord, I did not... I do not understand it... but she said that even though they had whipped her they made her beg, as he said... and she did, because...”

Her voice trailed away, and she closed her eyes, breathing faster through parted lips. Lord Stephen did not take it amiss, for he himself had distracted her, he knew. Anti-Brown, he reflected, would possibly have punished a girl for that, out of caprice. His lordship wondered whether Doctor Brown would have recommended something different—perhaps even what Lord Stephen did, then: his lordship slowed the rhythm of his fingertips upon the tender, sensate bud of Joanna’s clitoris, and said, “Because they made her cunt betray her? I believe that is the phrase my man told me Mrs. Mund used.”

“Yes,” Joanna sobbed. Lord Stephen pulled his fingers back. “My lord! Yes, my lord! Oh, please...”

With all the skill of having followed the teachings of Anti-Brown in the training of six previous girls, Lord Stephen returned his fingers to Joanna’s sweet young cunny and caressed her there in precisely the firm, almost tormenting way he knew would bring her off within seconds.

She screamed in ecstasy, and writhed against her bondage, against his body, bucking wildly over his hand. “Oh, no... oh, no... please don’t make me... oh, my lord... my lord.” Her words of accepting refusal became a single wail of need and pleasure as she spent for the first time, gasping as much in fear that she would injure herself, it seemed, as in the delight of sexual release.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Seven


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


Doctor Reginald Brown read the letter from the Earl of Cuffingham with mild confusion, until he reached the enclosure: another letter, this one in a feminine hand, which made plainer the earl’s reason for writing to the medical consultant to the Society for the Correction of Natural Daughters.

Cuffingham Castle

5th May

My dear Doctor Brown,

I hope you will forgive this application from a person hitherto unknown to you, for assistance in a matter which I gather from the counsel of my acquaintance the Duke of Panton you may be uniquely qualified to address. I stand in the position of unofficial guardianship to a young woman, Miss Joanna Middleton, who is the natural daughter of an old schoolmate and fellow peer. He having departed this life only a few years after her birth, and her mother—a serving girl—also having died, I promised my friend upon his deathbed to provide for the girl as best I could endeavor.

Miss Middleton spent her early years happily situated with a respectable family in Kent, the Pettigrews, in the company of two young ladies, the daughters of the household, who as I hear became her bosom friends. The Misses Pettigrew being soon to come out, however, with favorable prospects of marriage, a situation was found by Mrs. Pettigrew for Miss Middleton with a respectable widow by the name of Mund.

I regret to say that Miss Middleton has, it seems, run away from Mrs. Mund. You will best judge from your own expertise whether I am in the correct track, in writing to you, when you read the enclosed letter from Mrs. Mund to me, notifying me of the girl’s flight.

Doctor Brown glanced at the letter that had fallen out of the earl’s very briefly, then put it aside and continued to the end of the earl’s account.

I throw myself on what I have heard from his grace the duke is your boundless and disinterested proclivity to help young women in such straits attain domestic happiness despite their faults and naughtiness. Should you find Miss Middleton’s case of interest, a word in response to this letter will bring me to your door with all speed, ready to aid in locating the girl and placing you or anyone else you should nominate in a position to correct her as she deserves and to oversee her conveyance to an eligible situation. As you will see from Mrs. Mund’s letter, if we act with dispatch we will most probably have little difficulty in discovering Miss Middleton’s whereabouts, the nobleman with whom it appears she eloped—or perhaps, as I cannot help but hope for the girl’s own sake, who abducted her—having left behind several signs of his likely identity.

His grace has advised me expressly to state, since my character is hitherto unknown to you, that I am happy to countenance measures both firm and unusual in the chastisement and training of young women. It seems that Mrs. Mund attempted to curb the willfulness she found in the girl—though I must state that Miss Middleton, growing up in the Pettigrew household, did not as far as I know present any disciplinary trouble. Unhappily, the widow’s efforts upon the girl’s bare bottom did not, it would appear, produce the results one might have desired. I fear that if you do interest yourself in Miss Middleton’s case you will find it necessary to punish her very soundly and perhaps very shamefully as well, perhaps removing her to one of those institutions of your own supervision concerning which his grace has informed me, where young women like Miss Middleton learn to yield to a man’s natural rights over their persons. In any case, the girl has no other guardian but me, and I am that in no legal sense. As far as my responsibility be concerned in the matter of her correction, I commend her to your methods, and hope that if she be found at fault in this trouble you will punish her with the utmost rigor, sparing not to apply the rod to the area at fault, baring the girl there to instruct her in the proper conduct of a young woman in regard to her maiden charms.

I hope you will understand from the above that despite our not having met previously I am very desirous of making your acquaintance, and look forward to being

Your humble and obedient servant,

The Earl of Cuffingham

Doctor Brown frowned as he turned to Mrs. Mund’s letter. He had grown well accustomed to having his methods misapprehended by his noble patrons, affected as they were by their inclinations in respect of their own erotic desires. Each individual instance, though, required its own tactic in response: the Earl of Cuffingham might well have to be enlightened through a demonstration either upon this Miss Middleton or some other young lady of the beneficial effects rendered by exercising his masculine rights. To that end, the doctor would need to pay careful attention to the precise circumstances of Miss Middleton’s case: if the girl’s seducer should prove himself not to be a natural man, perhaps she could be given to the earl.

The widow’s letter proved unhelpful in that regard, however, though it did assist Doctor Brown in understanding the impetus behind the girl’s elopement, if such it was.

Weatherstone

4th May

My lord,

I regret to inform you, though the fault of it has no reference to myself and I must confess myself unperturbed upon the circumstance, that Miss Joanna Middleton, the wicked girl who I am given to understand has been undeservingly fortunate enough to interest your lordship, has eloped from my house with a person as yet unknown but, it seems, of noble rank. I hasten to add that I am in the process of learning the identity of the miscreant’s lover from a parlor maid in my employ, who is currently undergoing stern correction in my stable with a view to obtaining the information.

This maid, it seems, was herself seduced into dishonor by the servant of Miss Middleton’s seducer: the lash across her bare backside will, I am certain, both recompense her for that lewd misbehavior and draw from her the name of her own violator’s master. I very much regret to say that it seems entirely clear the man belongs to your exalted estate, my lord, and that a nobleman carried Miss Middleton away, but the parlor maid has earned a very thorough thrashing with her reluctance to tell me more. Even as I write these words, I can hear the girl’s shrieks of pain as my butler whips her upon her impertinent hind-cheeks, as I confess I should have had Miss Middleton whipped months ago.

I will of course write again to you the instant I learn anything that may be of use to the recovery and stern correction of Miss Middleton; I write now before obtaining the seducer’s name only in order that your lordship may know of what has transpired and make your lordship’s preparations for traveling here or wherever the hussy should be found. In respect of that journey, I beg leave to inform your lordship that the girl’s conduct, which I have endeavored to correct with regular bare-bottom discipline that I am certain would have produced beneficial results in any girl not stained as Miss Middleton is from her birth, has rendered her an unsuitable companion for a respectable widow. When she is discovered, your lordship must, I fear, see to her future situation without reference to myself.

I should add, by way of not depriving you of my assistance and counsel, that I would certainly not object to being present as your lordship or your lordship’s agent corrects the wayward girl. Moreover, I should also be happy to make recommendations as to the most eligible techniques for her punishment, such as parading her in the nude before your household in hope of teaching her shame and perhaps even whipping her upon the wicked part of her person that led her, as it is wont to lead so many of her ilk, astray. Indeed, I might suggest that the wicked girl be made subject to mastering in particular by conjugal means, seeing as she will surely by then—indeed, I am certain, by this very moment as I write—have thrown away her maidenhood upon the so-called altar of love. I do not believe your lordship would be remiss in his duty of care should he himself undertake to master the girl thoroughly, whether in a secret, soundproof chamber or before his household, teaching her obedience and respect by those masculine means that the world prescribes only wives shall feel. As a widow I suppose I may express with some confidence the belief that Miss Joanna Middleton will not become a good girl until she has felt those means employed upon her comely young person in the most exacting way.

Bearing such a double stain upon her honor, as a child conceived on the wrong side of the sheet and now having returned thither in pursuit of the lewd pleasure to be had in a seducer’s arms, surely your lordship will share my opinion that the girl should henceforth, for her own good and that of her caretaker, be employed as a mere instrument of a worthy man’s pleasure, and perhaps shared among his acquaintance as some men share their wives. Miss Middleton may in that case prove of benefit to some respectable lady whose husband may choose to share such a dishonored girl rather than his wedded bride.

I am at all events, my lord, ready to discuss these notions with you should you deem them helpful in correcting Miss Middleton. I will await your reply, ever

Your humble servant,

Mrs. Richard Mund

Doctor Brown rang for his valet directly he put the widow’s striking epistle down upon his desk.

“John,” he addressed the young man, recently come into his service from the Royal Fusiliers 5th Sussex regiment, traditionally commanded by a scion of the Lourcy Dukes of Panton and Earls of Mercester, “we have a curious matter to attend to. Pray pack my valise for a two-day journey: we will, I think it probable, be journeying into Wiltshire before evening.”

“Yes, sir,” returned John Eliot, who had come very highly recommended by Colonel Lourcy both for his discretion and his sexual prowess. He moved toward the door that led to Doctor Brown’s bedchamber with the obvious intent of carrying out the physician’s instruction.

“Stay a moment, John,” said Doctor Brown, “and please to peruse this letter. I shall perhaps have need of your erotic expertise in this case, and I should like you to be in possession of the relevant facts.”

He picked up the widow’s letter from his desk and reached it to John, who took it with a grave look upon his handsome face, whose appealing, open character and blond curls betrayed so thoroughly his honest agricultural origins. The valet looked over the closely written sheets with great attention, of the same variety with which he had ministered to Doctor Brown’s every need since coming into his service at the expense of the good duke, who had decided his favorite medical man deserved a body servant worthy of his philosophic pursuits.

Doctor Brown watched John’s brows rise as he read, but the tall, muscular soldier showed no other sign of a response either emotional or libidinal, until he handed the letter back to his master. The physician studied his valet’s face for a moment, struck as he had often been by the young man’s discretion: any other man of his age and inclinations, whether menial, gentleman, or peer, would surely have remarked upon the singular contents of the widow’s epistle. John Eliot remained mute and in full possession of his own counsel, just as Doctor Brown knew he himself would have done.

“I am curious as to your thoughts, John,” the physician finally said.

“With respect to what, sir?” John asked, as if his master might have made reference to the widow Mund’s handwriting, or taste in adverbs.

Doctor Brown chuckled. “Let us say, with respect to whether this Mrs. Mund has taken a proper course in correcting this Miss Middleton, insofar as we can discern from her letter.”

John nodded seriously, then spoke in his broad, pleasing country accent. “I should say it is very hard to tell, since Mrs. Mund, at a guess, had an unnatural husband as didn’t awaken her properly, the way a natural man does a bride. I suppose she is still awaiting the sort of fucking she truly needs, and has taken it out upon her companion.”

“Indeed,” Doctor Brown replied, nodding himself and highly pleased with his valet’s frankness and perspicacity. “And what of Miss Middleton? Do you think her likely to be wicked, as Mrs. Mund does?”

John frowned. “Are you a-testing of me, sir? You know I don’t believe that girls’ cunnies make them wicked, any more than you do.” The valet’s honest face reflected some reproach at his master’s failure to give sufficient credit to his well-developed understanding of Doctor Brown’s theories upon the matter. “If the girl did run away, I only hope she is having her first fucking from a natural man as knows how to train her properly.”
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Joanna lay exhausted upon her right side, her wrists still trussed behind her bent thighs. The masked nobleman had gently toppled her to the mattress after the shudders from her first climax had left her body.

“Well, sir,” she heard him say to his servant, “how say you to that maiden spend?”

“Very pretty, my lord,” the man in the brown coat replied. “Very pretty indeed. Will you fuck her now?”

The response Joanna expected—the yes spoken by the cruel man who had just whipped her with a strap and brought ecstasy to her body not for love’s sake but for the purpose, it seemed, of training her as a man trains a filly for hard riding—did not come. The nobleman did not answer his servant for so long that Joanna, who had closed her eyes in shame and simple exhaustion, opened them again to see that the dark eyes in the black mask were looking her naked body over, feasting themselves on her maiden charms, before meeting Joanna’s gaze again with an expression she thought she would have found unreadable even had she had a view of his whole face.

“I think not,” the man finally said very softly. He turned to look behind him, at the man who stood in the corner. Something in the attitudes of both men toward one another impressed Joanna, then: she found that she wanted to think of the man in the brown coat as his lordship’s faithful servant, for the deferential way man treated master, and the familiar but obliging air with which master employed man’s assistance. She wondered suddenly, and rather in surprise at her own thoughts, whether these two, despite their apparent wickedness and cruelty, might not appear model subjects of the queen when moving without their masks in polite society.

“Joanna presents a different sort of challenge, does she not, to my other girls?”

“Indeed, my lord,” returned the servant. “Though she reminds me a deal of Miss Ginevra. The bottom gets nice and red as Miss Ginevra’s did, when you whipped her, and Miss Ginevra, if your lordship recalls, always spent like a tuppenny whore, just the way this one did, when you rubbed the cunt a little.”

The nobleman gave a bark of laughter. Joanna had to close her eyes again as her face burned with a kind of shame to which she had thought perhaps she had become immune, after Mrs. Mund’s tender ministrations. How many girls had they... trained, this way? Had they tied, and whipped, and... Joanna’s mind recoiled even now from the awful word Mrs. Mund had seemed so intent on using again and again once she had begun to instruct Joanna in the degradations a girl must it seemed expect in her bridal chamber—and the worse ones that awaited her should she allow a man his way outside it.

“True, sir. Very true. But I was not speaking of that sort of resemblance so much, though you have reason in your comparison, too, since Miss Ginevra Farley came from the same sort of gentlefolk as it seems our Joanna does.” She felt his hand, then, on her hip, and she trembled as he moved it down to rub her bottom, awakening the dull remains of the sting he had delivered with the horrid strap.

She whimpered at the soreness his touch found, but to her dismay the sound conveyed to her ears, as it must also have conveyed to his, the reawakening of the other feeling, the one that made her move her hips and her bottom-cheeks so lewdly. She managed, barely, to keep still, but when his fingers moved again, to touch between the little round apples of her young rear end, she could not, and her backside surged, if only a bit, so that she had to scrunch up her face as if she could close her eyes even tighter against the sight, the very reality, of the humiliating scene. She gave a little cry of shame and alarm: he had touched her there again—tender fingertips moving up and down Joanna’s little cunny, finding just the lewdness of which Mrs. Mund had accused her.

“Hush, Joanna,” the nobleman said softly. “You will have your first fucking soon, never fear. My cock will open you just where I have my fingers, and make you a woman under me. You will give pleasure, and have pleasure in return, once you are used to receiving the prick.” His fingers moved slowly, not quickening the pace of the delight he had visited upon her cunny before, and not lingering upon the place where Joanna most wanted them to linger. She gave a questioning little moan, and she moved her hips helplessly, begging him with her body since she knew she could never do it with her voice, but the masked man seemed intent on keeping her in need.

“That resemblance notwithstanding, though...”

Still rubbing her cunny gently and tantalizingly, he spoke in a different voice, to his servant—the tone he used, Joanna understood suddenly, not just to communicate with his man but also to degrade the girl he had in his power, training her in the ways of her new station as... what had Mrs. Mund said, at the height of the terrible naked spanking, when she had told the story of her night bound over her husband’s sea chest, at the mercy of his friends’ pricks?

A fucking piece. Joanna felt a new flare of heat both in her face and, terribly, urgently, between her thighs. Another moan escaped her lips.

The nobleman’s voice returned for a moment to his soft, coaxing tone, as he interrupted himself. “Hush, Joanna, I say. I am speaking to my valet. If you cannot be quiet, I shall have to spank you upon this already well-punished hind-part.”

“Oh, no,” Joanna whimpered, the thought blazing in her mind to frighten her and to stoke her wanton need in a mingling of feeling and sensation that confused her terribly even as her body responded of its own needy accord. He accompanied the words with a movement of his hand away from her aching cunny and onto her sore bottom-cheeks, where the slickness of his fingertips from her wantonness and the additional sting in the place he had whipped with the awful strap made her cry out in unwilled desperation for the hand’s return between her legs.

“Naughty girl,” he said, and he took the hand away entirely, so that Joanna’s thoughts and emotions became horribly entangled: she wished for its return and she felt quixotically grateful that he had stopped causing her to betray her honor so shamefully. She tried to muster defiance, and she opened her eyes, to find him looking right back at her, and though she felt her eyes widen in alarm she still managed to look daggers—or perhaps table knives—back at the amused dark pupils behind the mask.

He turned carelessly to look again at his valet. “Is she not, sir?”

“A naughty girl, my lord? Indeed, yes. The naughtiest you’ve yet trained, I believe.”

Joanna bit her lip and suppressed the whimper that rose to her throat, so that it came out only the tiniest whine. Still the nobleman turned back to her and she saw his arm move rapidly, out of the corner of her eye, and then she felt and heard the sharp spank on her aching bottom, and cried out with the pain, her eyes watering and yet her cunny contracting at the same time, ever so shamefully, between her thighs.

“That... is... my... point,” the nobleman said, in the voice that he used for the servant, but looking into Joanna’s face as he accompanied each word with a spank that made her sob even as her wayward hips moved with a terrible craving for the caress of the hand that punished her now instead.

He stopped the spanking and began to rub Joanna’s bottom, still looking into her eyes as if greedy to see every gasping breath she took now. Though her whimpering continued, for she had no means of preventing it, he did not break the flow of his discourse with his valet anymore, but continued it despite keeping his unwavering attention upon her.

“Miss Joanna comes from the same sort of gentlefolk Miss Ginevra did, but Miss Joanna is also far naughtier than Miss Ginevra was. Or perhaps I mean rather that Miss Joanna’s naughtiness has been found out—by the execrable Mrs. Mund—far more thoroughly.”

His hand moved down and in, again, moved quickly through the wickedly abundant moisture between her private lips, pressed two fingers against the tiny bud. Joanna closed her eyes and gave a long, wailing cry at his words and at his touch.

“Take care, my lord,” the servant said. “I believe she will spend again on the instant if you keep that up.”

The hand departed. Joanna whined deep in her throat, feeling her bottom move needily despite all her efforts to remain still, and to keep herself from giving him that satisfaction—for she found she had begun to learn exactly what sort of conduct, what sort of motion, answered her captor’s desires. The nobleman chuckled. “I thank you, sirrah, as ever, for your tutelage, though I have trained sufficient girls to know for myself the signs of wantonness at its acme.”

“My lord.” Joanna did not realize, for a long moment, that the voice she heard, the one that had challenge in it, belonged to herself. Something in her, the part of her that had defied Mrs. Mund and even as she had learned the shameful, wickedly moving story of the widow’s marriage, naked over the widow’s lap, had said through her tears I am not like her, had risen on its own initiative to oppose the men who had abducted her, who intended it seemed to make her like Mrs. Mund and like this poor Miss Ginevra Farley. Joanna could but guess what had become of Miss Farley—seduced and abandoned no doubt, her body bent to the will of this cruel aristocrat, her mouth, her cunny, her bottom forced the way a cruel bridegroom, apparently, forced a bride, without even the lewd preparations Mr. Mund had used to obtain his bride’s reluctant consent.

The eyes behind the mask widened, and the full lips parted a little. The nobleman pulled his head back, and tilted his chin down. For a moment Joanna expected another spank on her poor bottom, and resolved not to lose the chance to say whatever the defiant portion of her seemed ready to say even if she had to speak while he brought his firm hand down over and over on her already painful backside—even if he told his awful servant to fetch the cane, and they flogged her with it until she could not walk properly, but must take tiny, painful steps because of the terrible lesson she had learned for her disobedience.

“Yes, Joanna?” the nobleman asked, great amusement apparent in his voice and in the mocking shape of his mouth. Well, he could feel amused, she thought, with her bent and trussed and ready for whipping and fucking. Tears sprang to her eyes, and when her voice came again it sounded choked—but she spoke nonetheless, and in a calmer tone than she supposed they would have expected from the girl they had wronged.

“My lord, I suppose that you will... you will fuck me... and take my... my maidenhood...”

The choked quality of her voice threatened to overwhelm it, and her, with sobs, but Joanna strove to continue before the masked man could reply, and before she had to consider how the wanton warmth between her thighs had, to her dismay, grown at the shameful words she had just spoken.

“I suppose you will... do that... whenever you choose, as you must have done to this poor Miss Farley, before you left her to die on some—”

“Miss Ginevra Farley,” the nobleman said in an even tone that nonetheless had menace in it, “is now Mrs. Yount, of Chicago, in the United States.”

“Mrs. Yount?” Joanna said, her voice faltering.

“Indeed,” her captor replied. “Mr. Yount fucked the girl at my behest, and liked her enough to propose marriage. Very possibly, a man to whom I give you for fucking will feel a similar affection, if you behave yourself and show how well we will have trained you by the time you are ready to serve other men.”

Joanna shuddered, and her lips parted to speak again, but no sound emerged.
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Mark remembered Miss Ginevra very well and very fondly. He had, after all, taken the girl’s anal virginity, had he not? And hadn’t he been the man to propose to Lord Stephen that the seemingly uncouth American Mr. Yount would make an excellent member of the fucking party that night in Belgravia, after the play?

Just at the moment when it had become clear that once again his lordship, though very fond of Miss Ginevra, had not caught the spark of love, as Mark put it to himself as he considered his situation, it had all happened, too. Miss Ginevra had taken the cocks of all the stable lads the previous evening, and Mark had thought it a very pretty sight—the girl on all fours on a hay bale in the mews and the lads lining up to have a go in whichever hole they chose, so long as they didn’t spend in the cunt. Lord Stephen, as he watched, had shown his enjoyment in the sight, and he had praised Miss Ginevra’s obedience as he held her afterward in bed.

As Mark had withdrawn from the bedchamber, though, he had sensed fully for the first time that on the one hand the girl, whose prospects had opened before her, through Lord Stephen’s seduction, like an enormous pearl discovered in an unpromising oyster, longed for a more exciting life than even his lordship could give her—and that on the other Lord Stephen despite his fondness for Miss Ginevra did not truly love her in the way Mark had even then felt certain he must needs love the submissive girl who could grace his lordship’s life as his lady and as the bride of his heart.

For such was the pearl Lord Stephen sought, despite the extraordinary wickedness of the proceedings, when examined from the blinkered perspective of society. His lordship had never acknowledged it to Mark, or to any other personage as far as Mark knew. Nor had Mark ever had the slightest notion of broaching the topic with his master: far be it from a faithful valet and subordinate partner in these lewd pursuits to question the malice of his noble employer’s motives.

Mark had assisted in the training of three girls before Miss Ginevra and two girls after her, all of them from the lower orders. None of those misses, though all took well to their training and received the cock with wriggling gratitude even in their bottoms, after Lord Stephen had fucked them there two or three times, had excited his lordship’s affection as much as Miss Ginevra had. Still, Mark had seen in the way his lordship spoke to them and touched them, from the very first moment, when they awoke, naked, in the bed in the little chamber in the tower that Lord Stephen had bidden Mark furnish with such Spartan elegance, that Lord Stephen Gaithwait lived and fucked in hope of finding a young lady he might call his own.

Had Mark made reference, a few moments since, to any other of the girls Lord Stephen had trained to his prick’s pleasures, and Miss Joanna asked about that filly’s fate with the obvious supposition that his lordship had commanded Mark to make away with the girl in some oubliette draining to the sewers of the metropolis, Miss Joanna would have heard a tale no less proper—though perhaps less satisfactory.

Misses Anne, Letty, and Annabelle, country girls from large families and one of them in actual fact a dairymaid, though Mark couldn’t now remember which, had all found husbands in the vicinity of Gaithwait Castle. Those men, invited to sample his lordship’s new girl a few weeks after her arrival as his fucking piece, had to a one expressed their undying gratitude for the opportunity of having a bride who might be told to kneel before her husband’s chair of an evening and to suck his prick until his hand upon her cheek warned her that the seed would come soon, and she must swallow it all, while his other hand, upon her head, enforced that degrading attendance.

Misses Gemma and Fanny, one a farm girl and the other an innkeeper daughter met with upon the road and removed in all haste to the tower room, had elected when given their choice by his lordship, to remove to London and seek their fortune there with assistance from his lordship’s purse. They plied a trade frowned deeply upon by the matrons of London society but pleasurable to them and to their clients: from courtesans each had passed into the secure keeping of a gentleman, her shopping and her promenades in the pleasure gardens well subsidized. Lord Stephen had instructed Mark to inquire as to their prosperity from time to time, and to ensure that they become landladies of a more or less respectable character when the proper time should arrive.

All of them had learned the lessons of his lordship’s tower bedchamber, after their naked awakening, and all of them had pleased Lord Stephen’s—and Mark’s own—cocks well, once their maidenheads had been taken. In each case, and especially in that of Miss Ginevra, Mark had seen that his lordship had it in mind, at the start of the filly’s training, to keep her for more than a month or two as a submissive fucking piece that might be shared with friends and servants. Yet in the end his lordship had passed the girl along to another man, or men, who could do her better justice as a wife or mistress, and Mark had seen the girls understand this not as a casting off but as a gesture meant to procure their happiness as well as Lord Stephen’s.

“Would you like that, Joanna?” his lordship asked now, his voice still soft and bearing a new accession of faint mockery. “To be carried off by a man who fucks your pretty cunt as a favor to me, because I wish to watch you in the throes of helpless desire for any hard cock that can drive into the naughty pussy I opened for man’s pleasure?”

Mark knew his master much too well to miss, behind Lord Stephen’s teasing words, the restless need his lordship felt to train Miss Joanna Middleton in earnest, his hardness in her soft cunny, her softer mouth, her tight bottom, as soon as ever he might. He wondered if he heard also something else, something that had brought his lordship to compare the girl’s naughtiness to that of Miss Ginevra Farley.

Miss Ginevra had intrigued his lordship, after all, a deal more than any of the other fillies. It seemed to Mark that perhaps Joanna had begun to develop a similar, if not a stronger, hold upon Lord Stephen’s heart.

Joanna’s brow crumpled as she listened to his lordship’s humiliating words, meant, Mark knew, to try her amorous response to the sort of degradation both Lord Stephen and Mark himself found so essential to their proper enjoyment of fucking a girl. Neither Mark nor his lordship had any need to probe the girl’s sweet young cunny now: the expression upon Miss Joanna Middleton’s face told them that indeed she already longed, very much in spite of herself and her ideas of honor, to undergo fucking by several men at once.

The question yet to be answered, however, lay in whether something in her response—a response so clearly shaped by Mrs. Mund’s unwelcome and untoward ministrations to the girl’s burgeoning sexual needs, as harsh a course as those disciplinary attentions had taken—would make her training different to those master and man had hitherto undertaken. What would Joanna’s special naughtiness mean, in the end?

“My lord... please...” the girl said, “if I am naughty... that is to say... if you believe me so, at any rate...”

In Joanna’s face, Mark saw the same conflict he knew from the faces of the other young women he and Lord Stephen had brought to the tower chamber for a sort of education the girls had never expected. Something different appeared there also, though—and now Mark thought he began to understand the element of Miss Joanna Middleton’s character that had intrigued his lordship.

“Yes, girl?” Lord Stephen said, the easy rhythm of his speech halting very slightly over the second word. Mark wondered whether his lordship had almost used a term of endearment in place of girl: my darling, or even my love. “Have you something to say to me? I assure you it will not keep me from deflowering you, whatever it is. I mean to fuck you at my leisure, even if I should happen to postpone that happy time for a short while yet.”

“My lord,” Joanna said then, her words becoming suddenly fluent as if Lord Stephen’s casual promise of the inexorable sacrifice of her maidenhead upon the altar of his lust had brought her some new resolution, “if you believe me so naughty, should you not return me to my friends, there to pay the penalty of my wickedness?”

Lord Stephen turned to look at Mark, and though most of his lordship’s face lay hidden in the mask Mark could tell from the twist of his lordship’s lips that his brows had risen a fair way toward his scalp. Lord Stephen turned back to the naked, bound girl on the bed and replied with gentle mockery.

“Have you any friends, Joanna? Do you suppose that Mrs. Mund will have you back after you have run away with a nobleman, as it will certainly seem to her you have done?”

The look of defiance in the girl’s face took Mark by surprise: it was not that none of Lord Stephen’s girls had played the offended miss, when confronted with the certain knowledge that his lordship would soon make women of them—even the farm girls. Rather, Joanna astonished by her scornful resistance now—in the face of his lordship’s entirely reasonable discovery to her of the compromised position into which he had felt no scruple at putting her.

“I would not return to Weatherstone for anything in the world, my lord. If you should tell me I might myself be mistress of that house, after its mistress’ demise, I would not spend another day as her companion.”

Scorn, yes: scorn and bitterness.

“Who, then?” Lord Stephen asked.

“There are in Wiltshire...” Joanna’s voice trailed away, and Mark read on the girl’s face the reason: she did, it would seem, have friends in that district, but upon hearing from Mrs. Mund that she had dishonored herself and all her connections in the arms of a seducer, they would, the girl feared, no longer own her as worthy of their protection.

“You see how you are circumstanced, my dear,” his lordship said. Mark’s own brows rose to hear the affectionate expression, the persuasive tone. “But a far more important objection to your notion of my returning you to anyone for correction lies in my own firm purpose to discipline you myself, and to enjoy the pleasure to be had in teaching you the true way of a man with a maid.”

Mark watched with great satisfaction as Lord Stephen accompanied these words with a return of his right hand to the delicious pout of Joanna’s private lips, peeping out between her trim thighs, where the red from her stern punishments had now nearly faded away. Joanna bit her lip, and the helpless bouncing of her hips in lewd response to his lordship’s touch showed again that whether through Mrs. Mund’s offices or by her very nature, Miss Joanna Middleton had an undeniably naughty cunny.

“So tell me, Joanna,” Lord Stephen said in a lower voice, so soft that Mark could scarcely hear it, “what you have heard, and what you imagine, concerning that which a man has between his thighs, where you have this soft, sweet openness?”

His fingers moved slowly but steadily in the place of which he spoke. Joanna’s face grew red as a beet and her nose curled, twitched. She let out a sob of suppressed need.

“She... she said... she...” Each of the girl’s words came on a panted breath, half a whine and half a moan.

“Yes, my dear?” Lord Stephen bent down to murmur into her ear.

“She said... it’s... it’s so hard, and long, and big... oh, please, my lord... don’t make me...”

“Don’t make you do what, girl?” Mark couldn’t actually hear his lordship’s words, now, but he knew precisely what his master always said at this point in a filly’s training.

“Don’t make me suck it. Please.”

“Of course you shall suck my prick, Joanna. Indeed, you shall do it right now.”
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The servant came from his corner to turn her naked body a bit, so that she looked up at the nobleman as he rose from the bed and began to unfasten the buttons and laces of his breeches.

Why had she made that plea about sucking his... thing? Something in what Mrs. Mund had said, about how it had been for the widow, as a young bride, the most degrading thing of all, had caused Joanna’s mind to travel there, in dread—but also, she could not help feeling, in some other emotion.

Not... desire. No, certainly not that, for how could a girl desire to do such a thing, of a sort she had never done and had never even imagined before her cruel employer had forced the thought into her head. But in the moment the widow had narrated to Joanna the ordeal of that lascivious wedding night, perhaps simply out of a will to defy everything about Mrs. Mund and to set herself apart from the woman forever, or perhaps indeed out of some base, lewd element of her character stamped there by her illegitimate birth, Joanna had thought, What if a girl wanted to suck a man’s prick? What if she took some satisfaction in doing freely what your wretched bridegroom forced upon you?

Then, as she had lain across Mrs. Mund’s lap naked, with her bottom on fire from the hairbrush, she had felt the urgent warmth between her thighs, so that now, as she saw revealed above her the thing with which the widow had threatened her, the jutting male organ of a masked nobleman who meant to ravish Joanna of her maidenhead, she felt it again. To her chagrin, she felt her mouth begin to water, even as the sheer complexity of the region, its hairiness and the strange wrinkly pouch hanging below, made her recoil.

She drew her head back as much as she could, restrained as she still was with her wrists strapped behind her naked thighs. The motion did not spare her the musky scent that she realized could only emanate from the place his lordship had uncovered when his cock had sprung free to menace her. It smelled so strong in her nose, and so different, so much earthier than any fragrance she had known, that Joanna couldn’t suppress a little whimper just at that strange aroma, as if it were the odor of her captor’s mastery.

“Keep your face where I put it, girl,” the servant said, his voice becoming much rougher than it had sounded a moment before when he had addressed his master. “The strap is just over there on the dresser. His lordship’s hands may be occupied while you suck, keeping you in place, but I’m free to whip you as much as you need, to do your duty.”

Joanna couldn’t push down her little cry of fear, or keep herself from looking in the direction of the man in the brown coat. Of the two of them, she thought him the crueler, and she wondered how he had put his master up to the terrible things it seemed they had done together. The news she had heard of that Mrs. Yount, born Miss Farley, came to her mind and she wondered for a moment whether master or man had decided the girl should be given to the American, and what had befallen the other girls his lordship had ‘trained,’ as it seemed they called this terrible process of breaking a young woman to their amorous use.

Surely in seeking further information concerning Miss Ginevra Farley—if the nobleman had even spoken true concerning the girl—she had simply picked the one of his many seductions that had resulted in an honorable connection? But he had certainly seemed ready and resolute in his answer, and something in the manner in which he had delivered it seemed to tell Joanna that if she had inquired about another young woman trained by his lordship and his lordship’s man she would have received a similar reply.

She saw the valet’s right hand come down toward her face. For a terrified moment Joanna supposed he meant to strike her, but instead he put the hand firmly but not violently behind her neck and urged her face forward. There his lordship stood, now stark naked but for the black mask, brandishing the hard length of his manhood in his left hand and rubbing it gently as if polishing it, as he presented the fluted head and the veined shaft to her eyes.

Joanna felt her forehead crumple as for the first time she studied it, unable to help herself since the servant held her head so close and the nobleman held the prick so inexorably before her eyes. She couldn’t suppress a shudder at the sight of the tiny slit at the end, though she felt that the shudder came not from disgust and reluctance as much as the way the degradation of having her body trussed and her head pressed closer to a man’s prick realized anew the strange, thrilling effect of the shame to which Mrs. Mund had so forcefully introduced her.

“Open your mouth, Joanna,” said the nobleman. “You may suck of your own free will, or you may do it with six lashes across your pretty bottom, but you will take me between your lovely lips now, and learn what it is for a man to spend.”

Joanna felt her eyes widen, and her glance rose, much against her will, to the dark eyes behind the mask. “Wh-what do you mean?” It had not occurred to her that the thing he had done, with his hand between her legs, could have some masculine counterpart. It had seemed so entirely enmeshed with the strange feelings and thoughts she had had, since Mrs. Mund’s discourse upon conjugal affairs, concerning her cunny and its wickedness. Did men’s hips jerk, too? Did their cocks tremble and shake?

“Once you please me sufficiently,” the nobleman said in a gentle voice, reaching with his right hand to stroke her cheek with the hairy backs of his knuckles, “my seed will spurt from me, and you will swallow it.”

“I-I...” Joanna’s mind whirled. Mrs. Mund had said nothing about this seed, though suddenly many things seemed more understandable to Joanna than they had previously. “I couldn’t... please, my lord...”

“Hush, Joanna,” said his lordship. “Open your mouth, or I shall tell my man to fetch the strap.”

The thought of the shameful moment, this aspect of a maiden’s receiving the prick of which it seemed even Mrs. Mund had blushed to tell Joanna, when a girl must take upon her tongue something nature had meant, it seemed, for her womb, sent a shock of the terrible heat shooting between her thighs. But that very circumstance—that his lordship, whoever he might be, could apparently propose any degrading thing and watch the girl whom he had abducted for his pleasure, whom he had bound naked upon a bed to possess her as he chose... that he could inform her of his most humiliating intentions for her body and then watch her pant with desire for them to be visited upon her young charms... it brought back to Joanna’s mind the defiance she had felt in the few moments before her captor had astonished her with the information concerning Mrs. Yount’s marital bliss in Chicago, that fabled American city, rising they said in the very heart of their vast country.

He had interrupted Joanna’s declaration that she meant to cling to her honor despite his apparent disregard for it by calmly disabusing her of the notion that a girl who learned to take the fucking he intended to bestow upon her would find her destiny in the stews of the metropolis. Mrs. Yount, it seemed, had received into her mouth the hard prick that loomed now above Joanna, and when his lordship told her she must, Mrs. Yount had swallowed the seed that the cock had spurted there.

Now Mrs. Yount lived with Mr. Yount in America, and Mr. Yount, Joanna felt certain, used her mouth whenever he liked. Perhaps Mr. Yount summoned red Indians from the prairie to behold the shameful act. Perhaps Mrs. Yount had to take their dusty cocks into her mouth as they all smoked the pipe of peace, remarking on the English girl’s pretty cunny and asking Mr. Yount whether they might fuck his young wife. Perhaps, upon a buffalo robe, they laid Mrs. Yount down upon her face and fucked her from behind, one after the other, exclaiming all the while over the pleasure to be had in her young bottom.

But these fancies themselves, as they flitted terrible and inescapable, through her mind, told Joanna that the true objection to her noble captor’s amorous degradation lay not in the question of the end to which she would come but in the acts by which she would arrive thither. She pursed her lips and shook her head: they must whip her, though her brow creased in fear of the agony the renewal of the strap’s attention would bring to her poor backside.

His lordship narrowed his eyes, and for an instant Joanna thought she could see very plainly that neither Miss Ginevra Farley nor any other of the girls he had taken, bound, and trained for fucking had required a whipping before they had opened their lips to receive his hardness. Even behind the mask she could discern surprise, along with the nobleman’s displeasure—and along with something else that might, Joanna thought, even be admiration.

“Very well,” he said. “Whip her, Mark.”

Only a slight hesitation in the servant in the corner told Joanna that the nobleman had let slip his valet’s Christian name at an unexpected moment. Nor even then did she feel certain her captor had not meant to do so—that truly he did not care whether she knew that the man in the brown coat went by ‘Mark’ in society, whether polite or common. As Mark moved to retrieve the strap, however, the tiny break in his alacrity to follow his master’s instructions made Joanna think that she had learned something they had not meant to teach her. Even more important, she had it seemed cause the nobleman to say something he had not intended to say. To know Mark’s name did not, she thought, change her position in any material way. The idea, however, that she had caused her captor to reveal that name, told her that as much as the strap would hurt, perhaps she had done the right thing to resist even this tiny bit.

Then, in a flash, the valet’s left hand was on her hip and his right was bringing the strap down on her little bottom, as she lay upon her side, and Joanna was screaming in pain at the lesson in obedience for which she had asked. She writhed in agony as he lashed her over and over, holding her down, while his lordship stroked his cock, calmly watching his servant administer terrible punishment for her failure to give pleasure.

She tried as hard as she could, eyes closed, to withstand the compulsion of the flogging, but after just three lashes, Joanna began to beg that she might be allowed to open her mouth and receive the penis there.

“Please! I’ll suck it!” she sobbed. “I’ll suck it!” She opened her mouth, trying to show her compliance, and she moved her head forward, sobbing for the chance to take the prick inside her lips.

It seemed, though, to her dismay, that she would not be allowed to show her willingness to follow her captor’s instructions until she had experienced a full measure of the consequences of her refusal.

“Six more,” said the nobleman in a hard voice. “Miss Joanna Middleton has a lesson to learn.”

She shrieked as the servant whipped her, her mouth still open in hope that his lordship might remit some of her sentence and put the hard penis in her mouth. His valet slowed the pace of the flogging, and the nobleman did bend his knees, and for a moment Joanna thought she would indeed be spared, but then her captor spoke again.

“Keep whipping the arse while I use the mouth. She’ll have the full measure, and more if it takes me longer to spend than it should.”
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John Eliot, valet to Doctor Reginald Brown and late of the 5th Sussex regiment of the Royal Fusiliers, often found himself considering his situation with the Scottish physician in terms of sheer wonder. In the months since coming to attend Doctor Brown in his lavish chambers at the Society for the Correction of Natural Daughters, as elegantly established as any of the best gentleman’s clubs in London, he had disciplined and fucked more naughty young women than he could count. In every case he had observed the strange justice of the physician’s views concerning the best measures for procuring the girls’ happiness, those views’ antipathy to the opinion of polite society notwithstanding.

John had believed in the efficacy of stern bare-bottom punishment for forward young ladies from at least his eighteenth year, to be sure. Else he would not have received his grace the Duke of Panton’s recommendation to the doctor’s notice, or Doctor Brown’s acceptance of John’s services after an initial display of skepticism and some close questioning of the young man with respect to his qualifications. When asked about his experience in the doctor’s interesting field of practice and inquiry, John had been able to tell the learned physician of several relevant incidents.

John had first of all gotten himself a reputation in the town near which the regiment was barracked, for the thrashing he had administered to Philippa Burns, an arrogant young woman of eighteen. John had caught that pretty brown-haired shopkeeper’s daughter sneaking around the barracks late at night after an assignation with one of his comrades, and returned her to her parents’ home. There Mr. Burns had requested John’s assistance in curbing his daughter’s waywardness, and the fusilier had caned young Philippa’s bare bottom in the girl’s bedroom until the weeping girl confessed that she had given up her maidenhead that night, and promised repentance and amendment under John’s firm hand.

Then, since his comrade—a man John knew for a dishonorable rake—had fucked the girl without a thought for her pleasure, John had fucked her too, to comfort her after her flogging and to satisfy his own rampant need. Observing the immediate improvement in his daughter’s behavior and not scrupling to employ this unusual method since John had succeeded where conventional methods had failed, Mr. Burns had invited John back upon regular occasions to teach Philippa the lessons she required. John had taken the girl over his knee on each occasion to spank her young bottom for her faults, but had not needed to employ the cane again. He had taught her to suck his cock, and he had used her bottom’s tiny flower as a place in which to spend after a vigorous disciplinary fuck there.

When Mr. Burns had betrothed Philippa to the son of a London merchant, a full disclosure being made as to the girl’s history and the young man being allowed to sample the girl’s charms under John’s supervision, Private Eliot had proclaimed himself well-satisfied despite the loss of a lovely young fucking piece. He had not, to his joy, had to go very long without the same sort of enjoyment falling in his way again, for after John had saved the life of his grace the Duke of Panton’s cousin, the colonel of the regiment, his grace had invited the soldier to take two week’s leave at the duke’s special school on the grounds of his estate at Panton.

At that remarkable educational institution, dedicated to the thorough rehabilitation of wayward girls, John had been permitted to select any he wished for what the headmistress Miss Halton called special lessons in military matters. As the fusilier had informed Doctor Brown at their first meeting in London, these lessons had at Miss Halton’s insistence all included a caning. John had expressed reluctance at first, for each young lady he had brought to the little cottage his grace had provided for the soldier’s residence had seemed very well behaved.

Miss Halton, however, had wished her pupils to understand that a natural man—John had heard the phrase for the first time then, at the duke’s school—has the masculine right to flog a young woman solely because he believes her to be from her character in need of regular, thorough discipline. John, Miss Halton had said to the fusilier on his first night at the school, when she had knelt before him to suck his prick with such skill he had needed to clutch hard at the credence table behind him, did not yet know her pupils, to be sure. As their headmistress, however, Miss Halton had been able to assure him that they would all benefit greatly from a soldier’s stern correction before he enjoyed their mouths, cunts, and bottoms.

“Indeed,” Doctor Brown had said when John had told him the story, “Clarissa Halton is a truly sagacious woman, in my estimation. She found in you a natural man after my own specifications. She and his grace the duke came late to my fold, if I may so term the men and women who find in my notions something corresponding to their own inborn inclinations in erotic matters. The school they founded, however, has proven a fruitful ground for the education both of submissive young women and of natural men to claim them and enjoy them—and Miss Halton is good enough to make reference to my theories now and again.”

The doctor had paused, then, regarding John with narrowed eyes for a few moments as they sat in overstuffed chairs in the society’s library.

“I met you, young man, at his grace’s behest—as a favor to my noble patron, you understand. Though I trust his grace’s judgment, and I did not suppose that he erred in declaring you a natural man, I had some doubt as to whether your experience would qualify you to assist me. Your account, however—especially of your conduct with Miss Burns, a situation in which it seems you took the path of the true natural man entirely upon the motivation of your own instinct—has convinced me that I must at least make a trial of your services. I have more work in the field than I can readily handle on my own, and your presence by my side will at least remove one perpetual annoyance—that is, the frequent necessity of locating a natural man at a moment’s notice to take charge of a girl who stands in immediate need of erotic discipline.”

“Begging your pardon,” John had said, encouraged by the physician’s confidence to make a frank inquiry upon a matter that had puzzled him, “but why do you not fuck the girls yourself, when they need it, sir?”

Doctor Brown had smiled broadly at the question. “The true spirit of philosophical inquiry, as I understand that art, decrees that though I frequently administer bodily correction to my patients—both upon the buttocks and between them, as you will no doubt observe very soon—I do not engage in coitus with them. I am what I term a natural man of reason, a genus that separates me from most of my fellow natural men, and it is essential to my mission, as I find it bestowed upon me by providence, to maintain my calm and rational demeanor. I venture to say that you, John, have observed in yourself the effect upon your reason of fomenting your natural erotic instincts?”

John’s face had gone a little hot, then, since, having never discussed the subject with anyone at all, let alone a man of Doctor Brown’s distinction and erudition, the soldier had not known how to think of that undeniable diminishment in his clarity of thought, when his prick swelled and hardened, ready to fuck.

“Have no fear—and above all no shame, my friend,” Doctor Brown had said, extending his hand across the space between their chairs to touch John’s arm in the red serge of the regimental coat he had soon after given up, in favor of a servant’s black poplin. “I of all philosophers am the man not so much to forgive such lapses in rationality as to find in them the truly meritorious operation of the natural man’s sexual drive. You, for example, when confronted by the delightfully squirming, well-punished backside of Miss Burns, cannot but have found yourself directed as much by your phallus as by your mind, and that direction produced in the girl a world of good, after thorough sexual use by you. I suspect, however, that if I had called upon you at the time—or indeed afterward when your blood had cooled—to render a complete, detailed account of your coitus, you would not have been able to comply.”

The doctor had looked at John with a knowing smile that had put the fusilier at his ease despite the tenor of the conversation, upon matters that might in another context have been termed delicate. John had smiled back, and shook his head.

“No, indeed, sir. I only know that I gave Miss Burns what she needed, and she confessed herself grateful both for the flogging and for the fucking.”

“Precisely,” Doctor Brown had responded, nodding. “And if I am to continue my researches as I find myself called by providence to do, I must be able to render a more minute account than that one, of a natural man’s exercise of his masculine rights over a girl who has come into his keeping.”

That had concluded the matter between them, and brought John into the doctor’s employ, though the soldier had continued to wonder how the good doctor satisfied his own sexual needs for several days after that. He had resolved the question to his satisfaction upon meeting the society’s housekeeper, a lovely Scottish woman of thirty or so named Miss MacDiarmid. Even John, in spite of his nearly continuous access to the physician’s presence, had not yet detected the doctor in an embrace with this engaging red-haired woman, but he had observed Miss MacDiarmid walking of a morning in smaller-than-wonted steps and wincing as she went, but smiling gently to herself nevertheless as she attended to her business. Together with the housekeeper’s radiant smile at the mention of Doctor Brown’s name, and her very presence here so far away from her native highlands, John considered the mystery of the good doctor’s own claim by right of the phallus solved.

Now, as they journeyed by railway up to London from their meeting with Mrs. Mund in Sussex, with the intention of leaving the metropolis again in very short order to fare down to Wiltshire in search of Miss Joanna Middleton, supposed to be in the possession of Lord Stephen Gaithwait, John reflected on his master’s questioning of the singular widow. The valet had already felt considerable pride in his master’s confidence in the naturalness he had displayed with regard to Miss Burns and the young ladies of the duke’s school, but the manner in which Doctor Brown had discovered the precise character of the discipline Miss Middleton had received at Mrs. Mund’s hand filled him with wonder as he considered it now.

“Sir,” he ventured to say when he saw the philosopher gazing out the window of the railway carriage at the farms sliding past them, “do you think Miss Middleton did run away with Lord Stephen in the way Mrs. Mund supposes?”

Doctor Brown turned to the former fusilier with a half-smile and a twinkle in his eye. “I can hear in the tone of your question, John, that you are nearly as skeptical as I am of the widow’s tale. Why, may I ask?”

“Well,” John replied, “I noticed that she seems very satisfied with her explanation of the matter, but there isn’t much to back it up. She wants to be on the side of the angels, if you take my meaning, sir.”

Doctor Brown nodded. “I do. Go on.”

“She thinks she was right to spank Miss Middleton so often, and to make the girl show her little cunny that way, with her drawers down, before she took the hairbrush to her bottom, but I think that sort of thing is much more likely to make the girl run away—even without a lover. And if Lord Stephen is the sort of rake they say, and he had his man fuck the parlor maid... well, I believe Miss Middleton fled of her own accord, and Lord Stephen and his man took advantage.”

“That, John,” Doctor Brown said with an air of satisfaction that made John feel even prouder, “is precisely what I believe myself.”
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Lord Stephen watched Joanna suck his prick, stroking her cheek gently as the weeping girl learned to please the penis. It was her third time with his manhood thrusting now gently, now more urgently in and out between her lips, and Joanna had not needed whipping before she opened her mouth to receive the fluted knob and the hard shaft. His lordship could thrust quite deep now without the girl gagging on the bulk of his erection, and the pleasure he felt in coming and going freely while he looked down upon the shameful act Joanna must perform upon her master had become so acute that he already felt close to spending down her throat and providing his new fucking piece with her third portion of his seed.

Mark had trussed her again with her wrists bound behind her knees for Lord Stephen’s use of the pretty mouth, and laid her upon her side on the bed just as she had lain the first time she received the penis there. His lordship had merely to bend his knees slightly to present his cock for his young lady’s compulsory service, and he had the punishment strap ready to hand as well, should he need to discipline the girl for grazing his manhood with her teeth or not showing her gratitude when he spurted his essence inside her by obediently swallowing every drop he bestowed upon her.

His lordship reflected that just as Anti-Brown suggested—and in this it seemed Doctor Brown’s opponent must only have sharpened advice given by the physician himself—he would have soon to train the girl to use her hands upon his cock as well. Anti-Brown criticized the doctor’s treatise in this respect for not providing enough specificity to the aristocratic natural man concerning the skills his young lady should be made to learn.

It is well enough to say, Anti-Brown wrote, as Doctor Brown has done, that a submissive young lady should be taught how to stimulate the penis to climax in any way her master elects to train her. The reader of this so-called philosopher’s treatise is however left in doubt for example as to what manner of training is best for a girl’s hands, when it comes to her master’s desire to make her bring him to climax in his box at the opera. If one has dressed one’s young lady in a fine gown, and undertaken to show her off in society, knowing that the matrons titter behind their hands and discuss one’s wickedness, and one wishes to make one’s young lady do something shameful, one cannot after all command her to kneel before one at the opera and hold her head while thrusting deep. One must rather tell the girl to put her hand upon one’s lap and give one the manual duty of her station, only at the end lowering her face to one’s phallus and telling her to receive the seed as it spurts—and thus having one’s last few thrusts inside the girl’s mouth without exciting a scandal to bring down the government.

Does Doctor Brown provide a natural man with any guidance, however, in training his young lady to use her hands in that essential fashion? No, indeed. I therefore adjure you, gentle reader, to begin a girl’s training with her hands bound behind her and to use her mouth that way. It tends to the growth in her heart of the respect and obedience due to you as her natural superior. Once you have established yourself as her lord in that manner, having often attained your climax over her tongue and down her throat, however, unbind her hands—ensuring that you or your servant have the means of chastisement nigh should the girl strike out at you in some way—and allow her to touch the penis. Lie upon your bed, and bid her kneel beside you, so that her pudenda and her buttocks are in reach, for reward and punishment. Command her to make you hard with her hands, and instruct her in the proper motion of her fingers, as you find most stimulating. Then, when you like, hold her head and spend inside her mouth as usual, or shoot your seed upon her face: both modes of enjoyment in his climax please your humble writer as he trains a fucking piece. I ask you, though, again, has Doctor Brown provided such guidance? No, indeed.

Lord Stephen had read Anti-Brown’s treatise often enough that he could recall this passage nearly by heart as he moved more urgently inside Joanna’s charming little mouth, very close now to the acme of his pleasure. The sight of the shaft passing in and out of the place no proper young lady would consent to receive a suitor, where an exacting bridegroom would perhaps only put his manhood after threatening his bride with her first marital correction, drove him half-wild with arousal.

“Look at me, Joanna,” he said. Her forehead deeply creased, her mouth struggling on the penis, she turned wide eyes upward. He had instructed her previously that she must close her eyes or keep her gaze upon his lap so as not to disturb his pleasure, but now he delighted to see the submission in the lovely blue orbs. He held himself in at three-quarters of his cock’s length, and said softly, “I shall unbind your hands, soon.”

Joanna’s eyes went even rounder. For the entirety of the day and the night she had now spent in Lord Stephen’s tower room, she had had her wrists tied behind her with Mark’s leather strap. When the valet had released her from the trussed position with hands behind thighs, he had rebound them behind her back. Thus restrained she had used the commode, blushing furiously while master and man watched her make water, and then, back upon the bed, she had received bread and cheese, and sips of water and wine, from his lordship’s hand. Lord Stephen had wiped her lips both above and below, and Joanna had whimpered at the attention in each place, but more when the towel had lingered between her thighs.

With his eyes locked on hers, and holding her head gently but steadily with his left hand, he thrust his hips slowly forward, to make her take nearly his whole cock. He loved the sight of the girl’s pretty nose in the dark nest of his pubic hair, especially as it reminded him of his wise decision to have Mark singe away Joanna’s own golden thatch the previous evening. With Joanna’s hands strapped together in front of her and Lord Stephen himself holding her knees apart as the girl lay upon her back at the edge of the bed, the valet had first used a small pair of shears to trim the sparse blonde fleece of the eighteen-year-old cunt, then moved a candle carefully between her creamy thighs. Joanna had trembled violently, but Lord Stephen had murmured an admonition to lie still in order that she not burn herself. Anti-Brown recommended this method of removing a young lady’s nether curls, and his lordship had always found it to answer very well.

Not only does the practice have the copious evidence of Greek vases to sanction both its respectable antiquity and its abiding utility, but the expression upon the face of a girl undergoing her first pudendal depilation with the aid of a candle flame never fails to arouse a dominant man, as well as providing a helpful indication of the progress of her training. Further, not only does the sweet innocence of a cunt so prepared both entice the masculine urge to penetrate the virginal orifice and provide a welcome display of the girl’s compulsory readiness for coitus, but her own sensibility that her master has forbid her even that modest covering, bestowed by providence upon bashful young ladies cannot but provide frequent, helpful reminders of her availability to the penis.

His lordship’s eyes went from the shafting of Joanna’s mouth on his hard cock to the cunny his servant had so skillfully bared for him, where he moved the fingers of his right hand gently now. The thrilling smoothness of his young lady’s slightly plump outer lips, and even of the valley between her bottom-cheeks, where Mark had taken such care to remove the tiny hairs around the girl’s anus, made him swell even larger between Joanna’s lips and upon her tongue.

She whimpered around the penis, a soft sound of need in confirmation of the power he had taken, the way his lewd caress had conquered her modesty.

“You will spend with my prick in your mouth, now, Joanna,” Lord Stephen said softly. “Think about having it in your sweet young cunny. That will happen so very soon, now, and your bottom after that, and then you will belong to me entirely.”

As he spoke, he moved his hardness steadily in and out of her mouth, making her take it deep in order that she would learn to serve that way before he allowed her to use her hands upon him. With his two middle fingers he pressed upon her tiny clitoris, moved it, now firmly, now gently up and down. With his thumb he entered the slick folds of her teenaged cunny, just to the place where his cock would open her the first time he enjoyed her there.

Joanna cried out as the penis came and went, breathing desperately around his manhood her mouth open as wide as she could make it, to give him his way there, provide him with a pleasant place to fuck.

“Good girl,” his lordship growled. “You shall spend, now.”

As she obeyed, her body shuddering and stiffening into climax, Lord Stephen wondered why Miss Joanna Middleton’s pleasure interested him so much more than that of any of his other young ladies—and why, perhaps as a consequence and perhaps as a corollary of that attention to her bodily responses, Joanna’s training had proceeded to this point in a way rather different to the unfolding of his lordship’s enjoyment of her predecessors.

He had not neglected to awaken his fillies’ young cunts to the ecstasy a skillful, dominant lover could bring. In this respect indeed Anti-Brown found an area of Doctor Brown’s ideas with which he could agree entirely: it seemed that the two authorities shared an appreciation of the role to be played by a natural man’s fingers and even his tongue—not to mention various devices fashioned in the shape of a phallus, to be applied to mouth, to cunt, and to anus as necessary—in educating a young lady in the merits of submitting to the phallus. Lord Stephen had accordingly spent a goodly amount of time with each of his girls training them to show their pleasure in his ministrations to those secret, wicked places of which they had learned to be ashamed, and he had rewarded them with climaxes for the delight they provided his cock nearly as often as he had corrected them with whipping for their faults in deportment.

Miss Joanna Middleton, however, presented a different prospect in that something—some circumstances as yet unidentified by his lordship—caused him to take pleasure in her helpless enjoyment of his touch. Did it have to do with Mrs. Mund’s singular training of her with the hairbrush and the account of the woman’s experience of marital fucking? It must, but Lord Stephen could not discern whether Joanna’s employer had brought about a change in the girl herself, making her more delightfully submissive to his penis, or the story of Mrs. Mund’s lewd conduct with her innocent companion had caused him to treat her with more fascination as he awakened her to his masculine rights over her.

Whatever the answer might be, it had produced at least one notable result that distinguished Joanna’s training from that of every other young lady he had fucked in his tower room before passing her along to others, after sharing her with Mark Shepard as a just reward for the valet’s assistance: Lord Stephen had not yet deflowered the girl.

The spasms of Joanna’s climax left her body, and his lordship stroked her cunt gently now, up and down, to make the pleasurable aftershocks that would soon lead to a second spend for her, when he decided the time for that had come. He moved shallowly between her lips, just ensuring that she must keep his manhood inside her, and with his right hand he reached down to the leather strap that bound her wrists. With an expert motion of his fingers, he untied the knot.

“Your hands are free, Joanna,” he said very gently. “The first thing you must do with them, if you would like another spend instead of a whipping, is to learn to use them for my pleasure. I wish you to hold my balls, now. Very gently. Weigh them upon your fingers and stroke them gently. That’s it. That feels very nice. Good girl.”
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Joanna’s mind whirled, her thoughts divided so violently into two opposed streams that she could hardly have told anyone who might ask who she was, exactly. With her eyes closed, she tried to obey the nobleman who had kidnapped her for his shameful pleasure, for the first time allowed to touch him in the intimate manner he had claimed the right to do to her so often since her waking in this strange chamber.

She held the strange, wrinkly pouch in her fingers, and sensed from her master’s movements and from the thickness of his voice that her little caressing motions gave him great delight and made the thrusting of his hard penis in and out of her mouth even more pleasurable. Her jaw ached from having to keep it open for the driving of the cock, and she knew that if she protested she would receive the strap again until she showed herself ready once more to receive her master’s seed just as he liked to bestow it. Nevertheless, something in the way his lordship had freed her hands and told her what to do with them made Joanna want to move her fingertips gently around the little sack with its wiry hairs, to see if she could earn more of his praise, more of his touch between her thighs.

At the same time, another part of her rebelled completely against this idea of compliance. That defiant element saw that despite the seemingly fundamental outrageousness of the notion that a man could train a modest young lady to conduct herself like a debased and degraded woman of pleasure, the nobleman had begun to accomplish just that. Joanna had her hands free, and held in her hand an area of the man’s anatomy that surely could be twisted to produce agonizing displeasure just as it could be stroked to give delight. Instead of biting the hard penis that claimed her mouth so arrogantly, and squeezing the balls, though, in hope of scrambling to the door and finding some path of escape, Joanna went on trying to please him.

His lordship had not locked the door behind him when he entered to enjoy her, and his servant had not come with him on this occasion. If Joanna did not attempt to free herself from this room where they had kept her naked, and not even been content with that degree of humiliation but had taken away the golden curls that had covered her cunny, she would show this nobleman and his awful valet that Mrs. Mund had spoken no more than the truth when she had declared Joanna a lewd hussy whose naughty cunt would bring her to a shameful end.

She could sense, even with only having had to yield her mouth twice before, that her captor’s climax had grown very near. He liked to hold himself just inside her mouth when he spent, the knob upon her tongue, and stroke her cheek as the seed spurted against the back of her throat, thick and warm and salty and a little bitter.

“Use one hand upon the shaft, now,” he said. “Stroke it as you have seen me do.”

Joanna had seen that, she realized: the nobleman liked to look at her through the mask while he stroked himself, liked to caress the smooth furrow between her legs and hold his cock, pumping it up and down as if to prepare himself for her mouth. She blushed at the thought, and her eyes opened, looking up before she remembered that she must not do that without permission. When she saw that he gazed directly back at her she feared for a moment that he would whip her, and to her dismay that made her cunny clench, and grow even warmer.

But her captor smiled, and that pleased expression, together with a gentle circle of his fingertips upon the needy place he had taught her to call her clitoris made Joanna obey him before the other part of her mind could put a stop to it. She took her left hand and wrapped its fingers gently around the hard length of his manhood as the nobleman moved it in shallow thrusts, still holding her head as if to teach her that even with her hands free she must take the cock as he liked to give it to her. Up and down she rubbed, surprised at its hardness and the way the silky skin moved.

Her captor’s voice betrayed great pleasure, now—almost helpless pleasure, Joanna thought with a little thrill of accomplishment. “That’s it. Such a good girl... I will fuck your cunt so soon... so soon... and your little bottom, too... the hard prick deep in you, making a woman of Miss Middleton... just as she learned about over her employer’s knee... Get ready, now... I am spending.” He rubbed urgently between her legs, and that made her whimper around his penis and move her hand faster and faster, until he held himself still, the tip of his prick just between Joanna’s lips.

As she felt the seed spurt, the two parts of her contemplated her master’s shameful words together with the power he had given her over his pleasure, by freeing her hands. If she had not had those spankings from Mrs. Mund, she wondered, would she feel the same need to vindicate herself? The submissive part of her wanted more of his hand, wanted even to feel the penis between her thighs—wanted to become a woman this way, for what else could a natural daughter expect?

But that would prove Mrs. Mund right, would it not? The other part of her, her defiance and her independence, now forgave the weakness of her bodily need, for Joanna saw suddenly that by doing his shameful bidding, touching him the way he liked, making him spend helplessly in her mouth, she had gained this moment of ascendancy that she must now use.

He had withdrawn his cock, and had sunk down on the bed, still stroking her gently between her thighs. Joanna spent an instant planning the motions of her limbs and sensing his position and his lassitude.

“Good girl,” he said again, but even as the words hung in the air, Joanna had sprung from the bed like a shot and covered two thirds of the distance to the heavy door.

“What...” her captor said, but he did not finish, because it must have become entirely obvious to him what Joanna was doing, or what she meant to do, or whatever he had meant to inquire. She had gotten the door open and she had rushed from the room, across a little stone-paved landing and down the steep stairs that led to another door, ajar and giving out upon the daylight.

She tried to take comfort rather than dread from the circumstance of her being naked. A rational stream of thought that seemed to flow above the animal panic with which she moved down the stairs and out the door said that in the first place it meant she had no gown, nor petticoat, nor even chemise to get caught upon anything as she fled gracefully into the green noontime of what must be the nobleman’s country estate—and in the second place it meant that if anyone disposed to aid a young woman whose honor had come into the gravest peril should see her they would know in an instant, perhaps even at some great distance across a field, or a park, or upon the other side of a hedgerow, how grave that peril must be.

She had come into a cool spring day, at the back of a manor house where a square tower, much older than the rest of the house, it seemed, rose on the outskirts of a little wood. Joanna hesitated not at all but ran for the wood, thinking that perhaps if she could conceal herself she might wander secretly until she spied someone who appeared likely to aid a naked girl with a story of aristocratic depravity to tell.

The rebellious portion of her mind, now fully in charge of Joanna, recognized a small, contemptible voice of opposition from the submission her captor seemed to have awakened within her, at the notion of telling her tale that way. Perhaps, that voice said, despite his and his servant’s having abducted her and removed her clothing—despite his whipping her and even despite the shameful initiation into the ways of his hard cock he had enforced upon her—the man who meant, too, to take Joanna still further into the lewd courses of his pleasure deserved better... better than her outraged modesty’s declaring him depraved.

How could she think him anything but depraved, though, her defiance demanded? Mrs. Mund would call him that, surely, but so would the Misses Pettigrew. All the civilized world had agreed that Miss Joanna Middleton must do everything in her power to avoid the sort of depravity that had led to her very existence. Mrs. Mund and the Misses Pettigrew might disagree as to whether Miss Joanna Middleton required censure or pity, in order that she might learn to overcome her base birth, but not the slightest doubt could exist that to submit to having her cunny’s hair singed away, to sucking a man’s hard prick, even to having that thrusting penis in her cunny, in her bottom’s tiny ring... all of it must lie in the outermost realm of depravity, where abandoned females wandered helpless, set upon by demons with enormous red pricks to fuck them until they begged for mercy.

Joanna ran for the edge of the wood, trying to forget these awful fancies and the more awful urge to return and beg for mercy not from a naked demon but from the naked man whom she must call my lord and think of as her master. If she returned now, perhaps he would not use the cane upon her poor young bottom.

Behind her a voice called out, “Miss Middleton!”

Joanna could not keep herself from slowing, and turning her head wildly over her shoulder, for the voice belonged neither to the nobleman nor to his valet, though when she saw the man who had called to her she saw Mark, also. Fifty yards away from her, the servant stood next to the other man, the newcomer. Joanna recognized the valet from his brown coat though to her startlement Mark held his black mask in his hand, to reveal a broad, country-bred face. The glowering expression upon that face, however, sent a thrill of hope through her body—and, to her resistant spirit’s dismay, a terrible, accompanying feeling of disappointment to her heart.

The terrifying adventure of her abduction must be at an end, now. Joanna stopped her feet, turned around, covered her bosom and the bare triangle of her pudenda as she had not been allowed to do since her first moment of waking in the tower room. She felt the heat surge to her face at the idea that she might appear to this stranger—and to the other, older and more distinguished-looking man who now came around the corner of the manor house—to have consented to the removal her clothing and to all the lewd things that had followed. Now the nobleman himself emerged from the door through which Joanna had fled, dressed in his breeches, his mask still covering his face, and angry words issuing from his mouth that she could not quite catch from her place at the edge of the wood.

“Come here, Miss Middleton,” called the distinguished-looking man, ignoring the nobleman. “Have no fear. Lord Stephen must prove his claim to you, now, and my man and I shall protect you.”

Joanna felt her brow crease. Should the man not have said that they would save her? That they would take her away from this place? Then she grasped that the man had named her captor. Lord Stephen.

The blood drained from her face so suddenly Joanna felt lightheaded, and then rushed back in a blush that she had never known despite every shameful thing she had undergone. Lord Stephen Gaithwait: the nobleman in Mrs. Mund’s drawing room in London. She knew her captor, and she had—even as Mrs. Mund spanked her for entering the drawing room without inquiring first whether the widow had company—wondered if perhaps she had caught his eye.
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Mark could have wished himself better able to contain his irritation with this John Eliot fellow. It could not be helped, he supposed, when the big man with his bluff, military manner had arrived just as Lord Stephen had called furiously from the tower room that Miss Joanna had escaped. The annoyance that Mark could not keep from welling up in his mind, at his master’s failure to lock the doors, he could at least direct toward the stranger.

“Who are you?” Mark had demanded of the man, clearly a valet like himself, who had intruded himself through the kitchen door and into the little room at the base of the tower as if he knew where his lordship kept all his secrets and meant to have them out. It came of not having any servants here beyond Mark himself, when training a girl.

Mark had suggested that expedient, in order to keep any talk of Lord Stephen’s young ladies from making its way into the village. It meant cold mutton, bread, and cheese for every meal, practically, but it had also kept their lewd pursuits sub rosa—until now, at any rate, when this servant had said, “My name is John Eliot,” then taken one look at the open door to the park of Gaithwait Castle and gone out through it without another word to Mark.

At that point Mark had remembered he was wearing his mask, in expectation of going up to the tower room to see Joanna fucked for the first time. Cursing under his breath he had taken it off and followed John Eliot out into the sunshine, where the naked Joanna could be seen running for the wood.

“Miss Middleton!” Eliot had called, and that had brought the annoyance and anger at both Lord Stephen and this interloper to Mark’s brow, and then his lips.

“What do you think you’re doing, my man?” he had demanded of Eliot as Joanna turned to look at them, speaking in a voice meant not to carry to her ears. “My master will make it worth your while to keep silent about this matter—which doesn’t concern you a bit.” Mark’s thoughts turning over as quickly as he could make them revolve in a quest for his and his master’s salvation in the face of discovery, had taken him in another direction, then. “Unless you’d like your own share of the girl’s cunt, along with his lordship and me.”

Eliot had turned to look at him with an expression that made Mark frown despite his alarm and irritation. He had broached the matter of sharing Miss Joanna as a desperate measure, thinking that if the stranger acceded Lord Stephen and Mark would have little to fear, and if Eliot recoiled it would give Mark a chance to rush at him.

But John Eliot, to Mark’s astonishment, had winked at him. The man had spoken gravely, though, after that. “My master will see if that’s advisable.”

“Your master?” Mark had asked, frowning, and then the other man—John Eliot’s master, clearly—had rounded the corner opposite the kitchen, as if he and his valet had decided to flank the tower. Mark had understood in a flash: these men knew exactly what Lord Stephen had done with Miss Joanna Middleton and had come to find her. The blood had run cold in Mark’s veins for a moment, but then he had recalled John Eliot’s wink.

“Doctor Reginald Brown,” the man had said in a Scots burr, and then turned toward the door of the tower. Mark had turned in that direction as well, for Lord Stephen’s voice could be heard as the nobleman rushed down the stairs.

“What the devil is—” His lordship, still wearing his mask, had rushed out into the park, first looking wildly around for Joanna, then, upon seeing her, turning to face the newcomers.

“Lord Stephen Gaithwait, I presume,” the doctor had said in a patient tone. “I am Doctor Reginald Brown.”

Lord Stephen’s eyes had gone wide for a moment behind the mask, as if he had recognized the name. “What the devil are you doing here, sir?” his lordship had demanded in a lower though more furious voice, obviously meaning not to be heard by Joanna, who looked at them from across a short space of lawn, her eyes gone very wide—as Mark had well supposed they might.

Doctor Brown, whoever he might have been and for whatever reason he had come, had ignored his lordship’s question, and turned to Joanna.

“Come here, Miss Middleton,” he had called in a clear voice. “Have no fear. Lord Stephen must prove his claim to you, now, and my man and I shall protect you.”

Together with John Eliot’s wink, the doctor’s words gave Mark good reason to ponder the singularity of these men’s advent in the little drama of Miss Joanna Middleton’s sexual training in the tower room of Gaithwait Castle. He watched Joanna, covering herself with her hands in a manner Mark found so provocative that his prick swelled against his under-linen as she walked tentatively forward, turn from face to face of the four men who now confronted her. The girl displayed great confusion upon a face that had gone bright red, and she divided her glances most between Doctor Brown and the still-masked face of the nobleman whose name she had just learned.

Mark himself turned to Lord Stephen to see how he would respond to the strange doctor—a surgeon? a physician? a philosopher? He watched with a good deal of admiration as his master removed the black mask of light, stiffened leather with a single fluid motion, to look first at the advancing Joanna and then at the red-haired doctor.

“I don’t allow her to cover herself,” his lordship said in an even, almost careless tone that Mark could, from his long experience of his master, tell his lordship meant to test the doctor’s intentions. “Joanna, take those hands away or Mark shall have to whip you.”

Joanna stopped her advance at this command, ten feet or so away now from the party of clothed men. She looked with a frightened expression at Doctor Brown. Silence reigned over the park of Gaithwait Castle for a moment, in which sparrows were heard to chirp.

Then the doctor said, “Do as your master says, if you please, Miss Middleton. Your hands away from your breasts and your vulva, so that his lordship may see them, and display them to us.” He turned to Lord Stephen. “Shall she place her hands on her head, my lord? Or at her sides?”

“Behind your back, Joanna,” his lordship said, not able to keep a touch of amazement from his voice.

Joanna’s face crumpled, and she bit her lip.

John Eliot spoke next. “Do as the doctor has said, miss. If Mark here doesn’t whip you, I shall. You must learn obedience.”

The girl emitted a sharp little cry, and closed her eyes as she obeyed, her face becoming an even deeper shade of crimson. She stood with her hands clasped behind her so that her little breasts stood out quite prominently, and the newcomers could see very clearly that his lordship had commanded the removal of the hair from her young cunt.

“Lovely,” the doctor said. “A fine job of depilating the vulva. Have you penetrated the vagina yet, my lord?”

Lord Stephen answered in a bemused tone. “Not yet, Doctor. I had planned to deflower her today.”

“With your leave, I shall examine her before you do so, and also discuss certain matters with you, pertaining to training her. If all is satisfactory, I see no reason to delay her first coitus any great length of time.” He turned to Joanna and addressed her in an avuncular voice. “You have seen your master’s penis, I imagine, Miss Middleton? Had it in your mouth, perhaps?”

The girl had opened her eyes again by then, though her blushing face remained puckered with shame and—Mark could tell—helpless arousal.

“Yes, s-sir,” she stammered.

“You may call me Doctor, Miss Middleton,” said the Scot a little sternly.

“Y-yes, Doctor,” Joanna said. Mark felt a growing admiration for the medical man at this rather extraordinary display of natural authority.

“Well, you shall have it in your vagina and your bottom soon, I think,” the doctor told her, “just as I fancy he has promised you. I am not here to prevent that, provided he undertakes to train you properly.”

Joanna’s lips parted, but no sound emerged. Doctor Brown turned now to Lord Stephen, and continued, “It is well you have removed your mask, my lord. You have, I suspect, trained young women while wearing it, previously?”

“Yes,” his lordship replied simply. Mark could tell from his master’s voice that Lord Stephen wavered now between fascination with Doctor Brown and annoyance at the man’s intrusion.

“The stratagem is not, strictly speaking, one I would recommend to a natural man, though from what I have been able to learn by inquiry, you have behaved in general as a natural man would in the more important respects of training your girls—above all in having serious care for their future happiness. The mask, however, does not become you. A natural man is not ashamed to show his face to the young lady whose body he commands with his right of the phallus.”

Mark glanced over at Joanna, to see that her brow had furrowed in a manner quite different to that of a few moments previous. Her first impression of Doctor Brown’s intentions, which had struck Mark as one of simultaneous stunned disappointment and ungovernable arousal, seemed to have changed to a kind of fascination.

Lord Stephen for his part hesitated a moment, as if occupied by the making of some momentous decision, and then said, “Doctor, have you heard of a treatise privately printed under the name of one Anti-Brown?”

The doctor reacted with the mere raising of an eyebrow, but John Eliot’s face betrayed a good deal more emotion: he glowered at his lordship, the color mounting to his cheeks, and when the man took what seemed an almost involuntary step forward toward Lord Stephen, Mark wondered if he might have to fight the doctor’s servant after all.

“Peace, John,” said Doctor Brown, noticing his valet’s excitement and raising his hand to quiet it. “You will find that we must face a good deal worse than a mention of that person’s work.”

“That rascal’s work, you mean, sir,” said John Eliot in a voice like thunder, but he receded the same step by which he had advanced.

The doctor turned to Lord Stephen. “As you observe, I have indeed heard of that pseudonymous author. I had wondered whether you had read his work—or indeed mine. It seems we have much to discuss. Would you kindly have Miss Middleton return to her chamber, and instruct her to lie quietly upon her bed for my examination? You may restrain her if necessary, of course. We can talk over the several errors of Anti-Brown quite conveniently as I make my determination upon the question of whether you may deflower her vagina and anus with the approval of the Society for the Correction of Natural Daughters.”

“The what?” Lord Stephen demanded rather indignantly. At the same time his lordship uttered this inquiry, Joanna gave a sharp little cry of something between protest and need. Mark felt pity, then, for the girl’s plight as a bastard; it seemed cruel to him that she must be reminded of it that way, as if her birth had anything to do with her, really—though apparently an organization existed to assist in ensuring her wellbeing, despite the measure of wellbeing including masterful fucking and frequent sodomization.

“My employers, who have taken an interest in Miss Middleton’s case and wish to see her properly punished and properly bestowed upon a natural man.”

“But...” Joanna protested.

The doctor turned to her patiently. “Yes, Miss Middleton?”

“But Mrs. Mund... she... she...”

“Mrs. Mund corrected you in an unjust manner, I have learned,” Doctor Brown said in a voice that mingled authority with gentleness. “Your recourse lay in writing to your friend the elder Miss Pettigrew, not in running away. John Eliot here will flog you for that, before your defloration.”

Mark felt his eyes narrow as he watched Joanna turn to Lord Stephen in mute appeal—a circumstance Mark saw immediately must have been intended by the doctor. His lordship, who had a very serious, meditative expression upon his face now, nodded.

“Yes, Joanna,” he said. “You must be punished for running away, I think. Go upstairs, now, as the doctor said, and lie upon the bed.”
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How could this Doctor Brown claim to have come for her protection? Joanna climbed the stairs on shaking legs, her arms still behind her and the heat still in her cheeks as she contemplated Lord Stephen’s view of her wriggling bottom from below. It hardly seemed just to her that she should still find it so embarrassing to have to display herself thus. His lordship’s declaration to the newcomers, however, that Joanna had as part of her captive condition to keep herself uncovered, and the doctor’s quick acceptance and reinforcement of that erotic servility, had brought her back to an acute consciousness of her nakedness—and of the way Lord Stephen enjoyed the sight of his young lady’s maiden charms in shameful nudity, as a preface to the amorous use he meant to make of those charms with his hard prick.

For a few moments, as she rushed down the stairs and into the park, as she had seen the trees and thought she might reach them, Joanna had even seemed to forget that she had no clothes to cover her young form. It had not mattered, for those brief seconds, for she could conceal herself in a thicket, and then a kind passerby would avert her eyes as she gave to the naked girl a chemise to restore the modesty Lord Stephen had reft from her.

Then, when she had turned to find that not only the servant Mark but also the doctor’s valet and then the doctor and then Lord Stephen all could see her bottom, and they had made her walk back toward them, and commanded her to take her hands away from her breasts and her bare cunny, a new, even stronger sense of her humiliation and her helplessness in the power now it seemed of not two but four men had rushed in upon her. As the heat in her face had grown as blazing as a summer’s day, the even more distracting warmth between her thighs seemed to mock her pretense of defiance just as roundly as the doctor’s degrading words about what would befall her now in the tower room.

Joanna tried to distract herself, as she reached the landing and crossed it to the door that gave onto the room in which she had spent a days and a night already, learning to please Lord Stephen’s penis. She made herself wonder about the Anti-Brown to whom his lordship had made reference. A treatise? Her cheeks felt warm again at the idea that a treatise could exist upon the subject of...

Her mind recoiled, and her mental voice refused to say it, until faced with the necessity—as she confronted the bed where Lord Stephen had instructed her to lie, for the doctor’s examination, for punishment in recompense of attempting escape, for the promised, shameful defloration of her cunt and bottom—of considering either the theoretical question of the treatise or the much-too-practical one of his lordship fucking her for the first time. Her mind fled to the theoretical again, while her body, deprived of any choice, woodenly clambered onto the bed and heard as if at a great distance his lordship saying, “Good girl. Shall she be caned first, Doctor?”

Joanna clutched at the loose, dangling thread in her mind: how could a treatise exist, upon the subject of... of fucking girls... of training girls to fuck... of whipping naked girls... caning them... making them suck the cock as Joanna had already to her shame learned to do, because Lord Stephen had it seemed read such a treatise, and had known how to whip Joanna, and how to touch Joanna’s cunny, so that she felt she could not defy him—did not want to defy him, but wanted instead to do the shameful things in which he delighted.

She felt her nose prickle with the beginnings of sorrow, and the water come to her eyes as she knelt with her back to the four men who stood behind her, whose looming presence she could feel even though she contemplated only the bed and the opposite stone wall. The tower room was spacious, but four masculine bodies—three of them of a height greater, at a guess, than six feet, while the doctor though of slighter frame must stand at least five feet, nine inches—seemed to fill it up, to dominate it in a way that perforce also dominated Joanna herself.

She heard the doctor say, “Yes, I think that would be best. I should like to see you do it yourself, my lord, if you would do me that honor.”

Joanna thought, a treatise. There is a treatise.

Lord Stephen said, “The honor would be mine, sir, as I have longed to meet you. I have been a disciple of Anti-Brown, I confess, but I have believed for some time that if I had been able to secure a copy of your own treatise, I should have become at least a skeptic as to your rival’s claims.”

Not one treatise, but two, Joanna thought, her eyes going wide both with amazed alarm and with the effort to keep back the tears. And one of them written by this strange Scotsman.

“I am sensible indeed of the compliment,” the doctor said behind her. “Pray go ahead with the girl’s chastisement. I think we shall have ample time to discuss more abstruse matters once I have had the opportunity of observing your manner of meting out condign justice to a naked maiden.”

Meting out, Joanna thought. Abstruse matters. A sob rose to her throat, and the tears sprang from her eyes. She tried to prevent herself, but she could not keep her face from turning over her shoulder in a mask of woe, to see them all standing there, Lord Stephen and Doctor Brown nearer to her, their heads close together as if conferring upon some weighty matter, and the two big, handsome servants against the wall behind them, ready to abet their designs upon Joanna’s shame.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Please... not the cane, my lord. I only... it is so... so new to me...”

“Observe,” said the doctor, “how the girl finds in this moment of fear for her young buttocks the truth of the matter. Miss Middleton, you did not fly because you do not wish to submit, and have your vagina used for his lordship’s pleasure, but only because you find his exercise of his right of the phallus different to how you expected your relations with a man to proceed. As he flogs you, please to think upon how you may conduct yourself in proper submission, with his penis in your vagina when you experience first coitus. Please to consider that your need for his masculine hardness is discovered, and if the society I represent decides to award you to his lordship you shall undergo sexual congress whenever and however he chooses—that is why you are being trained here. If you meditate upon these things, you may well avoid another session with the cane in the near future.”

The doctor’s words somehow sent ice water down Joanna’s spine while at the same moment lighting between her thighs a fire so hot that she could not suppress a cry of need, as her wanton hips moved, her backside pushing out almost as if she did know every shameful thing to which Doctor Brown had just made reference. She wanted to cry that she did not know those things, that she could not meditate upon what he had bid her ponder, because she had no idea what the physician might mean when he said her need for... for that... had been discovered.

To think about those things, as Lord Stephen... as he brought the horrid thing that his valet now took from a press in the corner of the room, the long, thin, horrid thing his lordship whisked through the air to make its terrifying swishing sound... as he drew it back, behind her and above her, and as he swung it not through the air but toward Joanna’s little bottom-cheeks, her poor bottom where she had had to learn so many painful lessons before... to think about his lordship’s penis, so big and hard, pushing into her tender cunny...

How could she?

But... how could she help it?

“Joanna,” said Lord Stephen in a stern voice, “get upon your elbows and knees, at the foot of the bed. I shall thrash you now.”

Even the words made her sob, made her face crumple into a mask of woe. She looked into his dark eyes, at the noble cheekbones she had noticed the very first moment she had seen him in Mrs. Mund’s drawing room and now could finally look upon again. With her face she pled wordlessly for mercy, for his hand or the strap instead of the terrifying length of rattan he held in his right hand. She could not bear it, she simply could not: it would hurt so much upon her young backside, flogging her again and again as she knew she must have it because she had tried to run away.

“I would advise you to obey me, or I shall have to request Mark’s and Mr. Eliot’s assistance to put you in place and to hold you there.”

The conflict in Joanna’s mind and heart and loins became too great for her. She turned and tried to scrabble across the bed, in some faint hope of cowering in the corner of the stone wall, and warding them off, of screaming until someone else came to rescue her from the terrible punishment that another part of her knew must come.

She got almost to the opposite edge of the bedstead before she felt the hands of the two servants upon her naked thighs and hips, two huge hands on each side, neither of the valets it seemed needing any further order but rather having stood in their places against the wall with this precise circumstance in mind, that they should have to dart forward and lay hold of the nude girl.

“No!” Joanna wailed, still trying to cross the bed though the rational part of her thoughts told her that there could be no real safety even in that. “No, please! Please don’t cane me!” She tried to turn in their strong grasp, put her hands in front of her to join them in a beseeching attitude. “My lord, please... I will... I will do anything... everything... you may—you may—you may... I will let you... I will let you do it! I will let you... fuck my cunny!”

Even in that duress, the sound of the terrible words coming from her lips made the blood rush to her cheeks anew.

“Of course you will allow his lordship to possess you with his masculinity, both in your vagina and in your anus,” said Doctor Brown in a matter-of-fact voice. “But you must be flogged before that, so that you understand the full extent of his right to your body. It is for the best, Miss Middleton. You will submit more enjoyably once you have learned exactly how compulsory is your master’s enjoyment of your most private charms.” The doctor turned to the servants who held Joanna. “Place the girl in the position prescribed by his lordship: it is a most suitable posture for the giving of this lesson. Mr. Shepard—” Doctor Brown turned to Lord Stephen as if to ask whether he had correctly ascertained the name of his lordship’s valet, and received a nod in reply. “Mr. Shepard, if you would stand by and hold Miss Middleton in place, that would perhaps allow me the most accurate observation. John, if you please, stand off against the wall, but pray be as ready as I know you always are in such matters, to assist Mr. Shepard if the girl should grow wild and pose a danger to herself as she receives her thrashing.”

As the servants together picked Joanna up bodily from the bed and carried her to its foot, she attempted one final time to beg for mercy from Lord Stephen with her brimming eyes. Surely he could not find the physician’s words congenial? Had she not seen affection in the eyes behind the mask, as he freed her hands and taught her to use them for his pleasure? Had he not rewarded her with pleasure of her own, though it had been almost unwelcome to her then?

“Joanna, darling,” his lordship said. “I shall give you the chance to show you can obey me. Mark shall not hold you as I begin to flog you. If you can stay in place to receive your punishment, I shall ask Doctor Brown to make you climax while he examines you.”
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Chapter Sixteen
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John thought he knew why Doctor Brown had decided to treat Lord Stephen as a natural man despite the nobleman’s apparent adherence to the doctrines of Anti-Brown—whoever that effete, unnatural rascal might be. The way that Joanna looked at his lordship told John, as the valet felt sure it also told Doctor Brown, that Lord Stephen had seen past Anti-Brown’s errors to the essential philosophical truth of the doctor’s own theories upon the subject of training young women for fucking.

The girl, placed on her knees and elbows with her sweet little bottom the most elevated part of her, looked at his lordship in that same way, now, as Lord Stephen delivered himself of the promise that she would spend under Doctor Brown’s hand if she should submit to her thrashing like the obedient fucking piece she must become. The blue eyes, though full of tears, looked upon her aristocratic master with a deep knowledge of her need for strict discipline and, once he had opened her, for the sort of hard riding John himself believed in providing to wayward girls, both in their pretty cunts and in their young bottoms.

John approved very highly of the nobleman’s tactic, especially because he had seen the doctor’s expertise at work before, and knew that the reward his lordship promised would aid very greatly in Joanna’s sexual training, should she accept it. Joanna, however, bit her lip and looked at the doctor, as if in hope that the physician would deny his lordship’s implied request for such a shameful service. John could see clearly in the girl’s face that she could not yet accept her amorous needs: Miss Joanna Middleton would have to be held for the cane after all. Still, Lord Stephen’s ultimatum to her had two clear beneficial effects: it confronted Joanna with the urges down between her trim thighs that she could not now mistake within herself—even if she denied them in her words—and it showed Doctor Brown the naturalness of his lordship’s conduct toward her.

Doctor Brown smiled back at the girl patiently, and said to Lord Stephen, “It is an offer worthy of a natural man, my lord, and it tells in your favor, but I do not think Miss Middleton will accept it. I advise proceeding with the flogging with Mr. Shepard holding her in place.”

“No! Please!” Joanna cried, but she also struggled in Mark Shepard’s grasp as she made her final plea.

Lord Stephen advanced with the cane, raising it as he took his final steps to the foot of the bed and then bringing it down immediately with a swish and a very satisfying crack across the center of the girl’s creamy bottom. John found nothing to fault in the nobleman’s conduct now, either: he had clearly caned girls before, and knew his business.

Joanna screamed, and writhed even more against Mark’s restraint. The valet had his right hand upon the back of the girl’s neck now and his left atop her waist to steady her despite her body’s motions. Lord Stephen lifted the rattan again and delivered another cut, just above the lovely double line of livid red that had appeared beneath the first one.

“Oh, no...” Joanna sobbed, her head threshing from side to side and her golden hair flying. “Please, my lord. Please... it hurts...”

John knew from extensive experience that the cane, when used as his lordship had used it for those first cuts, hurt a girl’s backside more than the hairbrush or the strap it seemed they had used upon the girl previously, though perhaps not by a tremendous amount. He also knew—having confirmed it with Doctor Brown soon after coming into the physician’s employ—that the fear attached to the object made the impression of pain much greater.

“Of course it hurts, Joanna,” his lordship replied, lowering the cane for a moment. “You tried to run away. You are being punished, so that you do not do that again, but rather learn to accept that you are my property, and must be trained to please me.”

He raised the cane and brought it down again, aslant the first two welts. Joanna shrieked and moved her hips and bottom in a desperate attempt to soothe away some of the pain with the motion: her bottom-cheeks clenched and unclenched, providing the onlookers with an enticing view of her pouting cunt, which John saw now had been very ably bereft of its curls.

The vivid marks left by the cane, he reflected, added significantly to the implement’s usefulness as a disciplinary tool. The girl would feel, as her master punished her, that the rattan left signs for his lordship, Doctor Brown, and the two servants to look upon—visible indications, clearly across her disobedient backside, of the condign chastisement the nobleman now administered. Over the next few days, too, Miss Joanna Middleton would be made to gaze at her bottom in the looking glass, if she had not, as most young ladies usually had, already stolen rearward glances, and to see there the marks of her master’s justice. In bed, she would cherish those weals upon her fingers and whimper as she remembered her crime and the discipline it had brought upon her young bottom.

Still, his lordship’s last words, concerning the girl’s acceptance of her status as Lord Stephen’s property, struck John as having in them the ring of Anti-Brown’s empty philosophy, rather than of Doctor Brown’s own ideas. John glanced over at his employer to see how the physician had reacted, and saw him gazing back into the valet’s eyes, the ginger eyebrows a little raised as if to ask, “Did you also notice Lord Stephen’s turn of phrase?”

“My lord,” the girl wailed, “I will... I said I would...”

“Silence, Joanna,” his lordship said sternly, and raised the cane again, bringing it down with great severity upon the crease between buttocks and thighs. The girl’s back arched, and she threw her head back with a cry of agony, her whole body trembling in Mark Shepard’s grasp.

“My lord,” said Doctor Brown mildly. “I wonder if you were able to glean from the treatise of my accuser—as I am pleased to call the man who denominates himself Anti-Brown—what the principal difference is between his philosophy and mine. Certainly he makes no great effort at clarity in the matter.”

Lord Stephen lowered the cane again and looked at the doctor, his aristocratic chin tilted to one side and his brows knit.

“Please, my lord,” Joanna sobbed. “Please, no more.”

His lordship’s eyes went to the naked girl on the bed, who now had four pretty red double lines across her little backside. Her bottom-cheeks clenched in pain. The nobleman glanced back at Doctor Brown, as if requesting the physician’s counsel on how to proceed.

“By all means give your young lady another stroke,” the doctor said. “I fully agree that she should have a thorough thrashing, to ensure her future obedience and thus her future happiness.”

“Oh, no,” Joanna said, trying to turn her red face to look at the doctor. “No, please.” Mark held the back of her neck firmly, though, and kept her face to the mattress.

Lord Stephen lifted the rattan again, and brought it down upon the upturned bottom. The girl screamed, then screamed again as her master gave her another cut, across the tops of her thighs.

“Mark,” said the nobleman, “arrange Miss Joanna’s hair so I can see her face, if you please, and let her turn it to me.”

John looked over at the doctor, to see him nod twice, in interest and perhaps even somewhat in approval, though the valet found his employer difficult to read in such situations, where the erotic philosopher found value in hiding his judgments until he saw fit to render them. When John glanced back at the naked Miss Middleton, her body now racked with sobs and her hips moving in a sinuous, lewd rhythm to the music of the pain in her bottom, he saw that Mark had obeyed his lordship’s instruction, smoothing the girl’s long golden hair over her right shoulder. Now the valet firmly turned her head, by means of pressure applied to the back of her neck, to look at her master.

“Joanna,” said Lord Stephen. “You have had six, now, and you have become acquainted with what the cane feels like. You have been a naughty girl, and so you must have six more, so that you understand the importance of submitting to me as I desire.”

At that Joanna cried out, her body trembling in Mark’s grasp. The tears ran down her face freely and her lower lip quivered in her sore distress.

“If you can hold yourself in place with this well up,” his lordship continued, tapping the girl’s well-disciplined bottom lightly with the rattan and making her whimper, “while you receive the remainder of your flogging, I will leave it at that, and you will be allowed to wear your chemise to bed after your fucking. If Mark must hold you in place, however, you will have six more beyond your twelve, and you will not wear clothes again for a good while yet.”

Another glance at Doctor Brown showed John that his employer found Lord Stephen’s tactic just as well-founded as John himself did. It seemed quite clear, also, that the nobleman meant his words to Joanna as at least a partial answer to the physician’s observation as to Lord Stephen’s knowledge of the essential difference between Doctor Brown’s theories and those of Anti-Brown.

For her part, Joanna reacted to the terrible dilemma her master set before her with a sob of wordless grief. She took her lower lip in her teeth and worried it a little as her shining blue eyes went from Lord Stephen, to Doctor Brown, and then even to John in her quest for some recourse that might spare her the awful decision.

John felt certain that his lordship had not meditated offering this second choice to the girl, after she had refused his initial choice of furnishing her bottom to the cane of her own free will in exchange for wanton pleasure at Doctor Brown’s hand. The physician’s words to her master had brought about this new opportunity to train Miss Middleton at a moment when it had seemed to John that Lord Stephen meant to make the flogging purely a matter of asserting his right to punish her as he liked. His lordship had responded, nevertheless, in a fashion that showed a good deal of promise: by yielding her young bottom-cheeks for their chastisement and demonstrating she wished to obey, Joanna would earn a modest covering for her bosom and her cunt—but only after she had received her master’s hard penis in her virginal vagina and her thoroughly disciplined bottom.

“Mark,” Lord Stephen said in a new, tender kind of voice, “let her go, if you please. Joanna, I will make the end of your lesson quick, if you are a good girl and push your bottom up properly for me. Turn your face to the bed and close your eyes, and your thrashing will be over before you know it.”

Mark released the girl’s neck and waist, and stepped back from the bed. Joanna emitted a sob, and at the first sensation of freedom bent her knees, lowering her backside as if to protect it, and pulled back her arms, her body clearly meaning to cower and her mind meaning to plead fruitlessly again for an end to the punishment. Then, as if another part of her had wrested control from the fearful element of her feelings, she reversed those motions and obeyed her master: Joanna turned her face downward and moved forward upon her elbows. With a little cry of shame and need she arched her back and lifted her bottom, pushing it out with little bouncing movements that made John’s prick swell with their unconscious imitation of what a well-trained girl did when her master rode her hard, cock in cunt.

“Please, my lord,” she begged. “Please finish caning my bottom.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Seventeen


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


Lord Stephen could not help resenting Doctor Brown, if only a little, for the interference that had brought about this change in Joanna. His first emotion upon meeting the physician and philosopher for the first time, the alarm he had felt upon seeing his sanctuary at Gaithwait Castle invaded by unknown men, scarcely tempered by the information that one of those men was the doctor to whom Lord Stephen’s ideas upon the training of his fucking pieces, had quickly given way when Doctor Brown had treated him as Joanna’s master and protector.

The proprietary air, however, with which the author of On the necessity of men’s exercising their masculine rights in erotic matters had in some part directed the actions that followed, including the flogging of Joanna, had made his lordship feel a different, conflicting set of emotions: a desire to demonstrate his skill in bringing the girl along toward being a pleasurable place for Lord Stephen and others to put their cocks, a pride in how thoroughly he would discipline her, and a curiosity—fomented by Doctor Brown himself—to know in what stead his lordship’s adherence to Anti-Brown might stand him, when confronted by the original authority.

As he caned Joanna, he had pondered the question Doctor Brown had put to him, though the man had done it only in the apparent form of an observation upon his own mental processes—I wonder if you were able to glean from the treatise of my accuser what the principal difference is between his philosophy and mine. As the girl had cried out at each cut of the rattan, and the pretty marks of Lord Stephen’s justice multiplied upon her round young bottom-cheeks, his prick stiffening more with each wayward, bouncing motion of her hips, his lordship had thought upon the matter, and upon the words of his that he felt sure had brought on the doctor’s observation: you must learn to accept that you belong to me.

Lord Stephen contemplated the lovely naked girl now, her bottom presented so well and so lewdly over her tightly closed thighs. The cleft of her sweet young cunny peeped out helplessly at the nobleman who would very soon take his cock’s first ride there. The six angry welts he had made thus far, to punish her for her attempt to run away, marked her bottom as his to enjoy as well when he chose to enter her there.

He raised the cane, and brought it down. Joanna screamed and sobbed, her back bending and her hands scrabbling at the white lawn of the sheet covering the feather mattress. Another double line appeared across her bottom, inexpressibly moving to Lord Stephen. For a moment it seemed the girl would try to move away, to seek refuge in the corner, but then she grew stiller, and with a whimper she arched her back again to raise her punished cheeks.

“Please, my lord,” she cried. “Quickly, please!”

“Good girl,” Lord Stephen said, and gave her another stroke, and then another, conscious of the need to keep his promise that her final six would come rapidly, and soon be done. He watched Joanna do everything in her power to remain in place, her lovely bottom bouncing wildly as she tried to present it to him, and he flogged her there over and over: four, five, six.

Joanna collapsed onto the bed, her face to the mattress, sobbing and holding her soundly thrashed backside in her hands. Lord Stephen wondered if he should forbid it, but decided against sternness now that the girl had shown herself so obedient as to be able to hold still for the cane.

Could he honestly resent Doctor Brown’s interference, when it had produced such a result?

He had said that the girl must accept that she was his property—that she was a filly to train, a pleasant receptacle for his hard penis. Anti-Brown often employed turns of phrase of that sort, and Lord Stephen had supposed Doctor Brown himself must also believe that a natural man made his young lady submit to treatment as a fucking piece: an object—a valuable object, to be sure, but one that her master might dispose of as he pleased, whipping it and fucking it and giving it to other men for them to do the same.

But the doctor had wondered at that moment about Lord Stephen’s understanding of his theories, and after giving Joanna the first six cuts of the rattan his lordship had paused to offer her another chance to demonstrate... what?

Not that she was his property, for even the best-trained filly would never hold still for a whipping—nor would a conscientious master ever give that sort of training to an animal.

Did Doctor Brown, then, find something in the special human will of a submissive girl that rendered her not the property of the natural man who trained her and used her for his pleasure, but something else?

Lord Stephen laid the cane upon the bed next to the weeping girl, and sat upon the edge. He spoke to Joanna softly.

“Take your hands away from your bottom, darling,” he said. “Put them by your head.”

Joanna responded with a sob, and obeyed. “Please,” she said in a choked, muffled voice, as if she were sure he meant to punish her further.

“Hush, darling,” his lordship said, laying his right hand gently upon the bottom he had covered with the signs of his ownership.

His ownership: surely Doctor Brown did not object to his considering Joanna as belonging to him, claimed by right of the phallus. Surely the doctor and his rival agreed upon that point.

He pushed two fingers between Joanna’s thighs, and she cried out in shame and discomfort, nevertheless moving her bottom just a little, but unmistakably in a manner that invited, no, begged his lordship’s caress.

“You declined my offer of a reward from the doctor,” Lord Stephen said, bending down to murmur into her ear but also speaking loudly enough for the doctor to hear, “but you took those six so well that you have earned a reward from your master, wicked girl.”

His lordship accompanied these words with a much deeper motion of his fingers, and an opening of his hand that spread the girl’s thighs though some remaining modesty in her tried for a moment to resist that opening. His two middle fingers found Joanna’s clitoris, so that she bucked her caned backside in urgent need and moaned into the sheet, and then they moved upward and inward to find, as he had had no doubt they would, her flowing wantonness in the complicated folds of the channel that would soon feel his cock.

Still speaking to Joanna, but now ever more obviously intending his words as much for Doctor Brown as for his lordship’s fucking piece, Lord Stephen went on over her soft whimpers and the wet sounds of her cunt’s need.

“Doctor Brown has written a very important treatise, Joanna, concerning young ladies like yourself,” he said, drawing from her throat a questioning sound, as if she longed and feared to know how that class of girl might differ from the one to which Mrs. Mund had assigned her, if it did. Her arousal seemed to flow even more freely as his expert fingers pushed softly in, until she gasped as he pressed at the place he must open her once and for all.

“In it,” Lord Stephen went on, “though I have never had the privilege to read the work myself, I know he makes clear that a natural man like me has the masculine right to possess you, and to train you, when you have come into my power as you have. Perhaps I followed the precepts of another philosopher, a rival of Doctor Brown, more than the doctor’s own, when Mark and I took you from the inn where you had lodged, with the help of a bottle of ether. I had, you see, followed that rival’s notion that I should, because I wished it and I knew you would receive no better from Mrs. Mund, make you my property.”

Now his lordship glanced back over his shoulder, to see that both Doctor Brown and his valet John Eliot, who truth to tell had impressed Lord Stephen very favorably, listened with close attention as they also watched the nobleman’s fingers work between Joanna’s thighs.

Into the girl’s ear, he said, “Make no mistake, darling. You belong to me. But until Doctor Brown himself came here—sent no doubt by those who care for your welfare—I did not understand that in my training of the girls I have fucked here in my tower room before you I made them not my property, as is the lamentable way of marriage in our so-called enlightened society, but my pupils. I am teaching you a very special lesson, now, Joanna, am I not?”

His fingers moved to her clitoris, pressed and circled. Joanna sobbed, “Yes, my lord.”

“Spend for me, now, darling, and then I shall give you what you need most.” Lord Stephen did not look back at Doctor Brown now, as upon the instinct of his heart and his prick he went contrary to the plan outlined by the physician for Joanna’s defloration. His new grasp of the difference between Brown and Anti-Brown, the idea of the true natural man’s training lying beyond the mere assertion of a claim of ownership, gave him utter confidence now in the naturalness of his instincts.

As Joanna bucked under his hand and she screamed with the helpless pleasure brought about by the cane, his hand, and the knowledge that his hard cock would soon be in her maiden cunny, his lordship used his left hand to begin unbuttoning his breeches. He kept his right hand between her thighs, still soothing her there and rousing her again toward another climax, and tugged the buff fabric down until the garment dropped around his feet and he could kick it away.

“John,” he heard Doctor Brown say behind him. “I see a bolster upon the table over there. Would you fetch it, if you please, and place it under Miss Middleton’s hips? His lordship will enjoy himself in the vagina more that way, and Miss Middleton will also have an easier time of it as she undergoes primus coitus sexualis. I shall observe closely: this case presents several difficult and fascinating elements, as I consider whether the girl should remain with Lord Stephen.”

“Mr. Eliot,” said Lord Stephen, looking around but still not removing his hand from the sweet cunny he caressed in a steady rhythm now, while Joanna’s delicious backside moved lewdly with each pressure of his lordship’s fingers and every motion occurred with a lovely accompanying whimper, “pray give the bolster to Mark: he will place it for me, as he has done before.”

“Very well, sir,” said John, who had indeed fetched the long, plump cushion with alacrity. Mark stepped forward again from the wall where he had positioned himself after releasing Joanna, and nodded appreciatively to his fellow servant as he received the leather-covered bolster.

“Lift those hips, now, miss,” the valet said, in the gruff but kindly voice he always used on these occasions. “It’s time. His lordship is going to fuck you now.”

Joanna responded with a long moan, her face red and her eyes tightly shut. Her flaxen hair remained as Mark had arranged it for the flogging, spread prettily to the right, so that Lord Stephen could see her tearstained cheek and even the crease in her brow caused by the pleasure he did not cease to give her even as she pushed up so that the valet could slide the bolster underneath.

Now his lordship stood, holding his manhood in his left hand and pumping it gently, loving how hard Joanna’s beauty and erotic need had made him. He knelt behind her upon the bed, and for the first time since he had begun to reward her for her conduct under the final cuts of the rattan he took his right hand, slick with her wanton desire, away so that he could rub her wetness over the hard length of his cock. Joanna gave a forlorn cry, but when Lord Stephen placed the head of the penis within her virginal furrow, and rubbed it up and down a little before seating himself firmly where he must thrust in and take her maidenhead, she quieted with a tiny whimper.

His lordship held himself above the girl with his strong arms, now, and straddled her slightly parted thighs. With a practiced motion he drove down and in, then, as a plaintive, whining cry came from Joanna’s chest at the loss of her virginity and the lingering soreness of her whipped bottom. For a long moment Lord Stephen held himself at full length inside the velvet recess of her no-longer-maiden cunt, reveling in the pleasure to be had there, of possessing, of teaching, of fucking, and then he began to move in and out firmly, riding toward his climax in the ecstasy of mastering the beautiful girl he had taken for his own.
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Joanna had thought it would hurt more, and indeed she felt some surprise at how much less it hurt than the horrible cane had done. The pressure of Lord Stephen’s lap upon her bottom-cheeks as he fucked gave her more discomfort, almost immediately, than the ghostly smart inside the cunny where his manhood now went in and out, claiming her with every stroke.

All of it together—all the bodily sensation and all the thoughts attendant upon her punishment and the arrival of Doctor Brown and his lordship’s sudden decision to take her maidenhead—made Joanna feel that Lord Stephen Gaithwait had made her his own in the most shameful possible way. Not even Mrs. Mund’s terrible husband, it seemed to Joanna, had deflowered his bride in such a humiliating manner: in front of a physician and two servants, after flogging her bare bottom with such awful strictness and then causing his young wife to degrade herself by means of his hand between her thighs.

She could not deny, especially because this fucking was witnessed by three other men, that her body had cried out for the thrust of her master’s stiff penis. That fact made it all the worse, when Joanna thought of it as she could not help thinking of it, with his lordship over her as she lay over the bolster, thrusting and thrusting into her like a stallion mounting his mare. They had seen how Miss Joanna Middleton had responded to Lord Stephen’s hand, after he had caned her, and she had consented, as difficult as she had found it, to present her bottom for the rattan’s agonizing lesson. Now they watched his hard prick use her little cunny and heard her cry out much more with wanton pleasure than in pain.

For every driving thrust of the penis made Joanna answer with a pushing back of her hips, a needy lifting of her bottom despite—no, because of—the way Lord Stephen’s mastery awakened the soreness of the welts he had made with his cane. Mrs. Mund had called her wicked, and now her noble captor had begun to give her what wicked girls get: he fucked her hard, straddling her and holding her down with his weight, driving her cunt down onto the leather bolster they had put under her hips to present her better for his enjoyment.

Joanna heard Doctor Brown’s voice, then, commenting upon the scene in a philosophical way that made her cheeks burn.

“Well done, my lord,” the physician said. “Notice how she moves under you, demonstrating the readiness of the vagina for penetration. You did well, certainly, to initiate coitus, and the vigorous use you make of the girl’s lovely body now is entirely appropriate. Another point in your favor, I think.”

Each thrust pressed her aching clitoris against the firm cushion beneath, while the head of his penis seemed to touch something inside that sent ecstasy coursing through Joanna’s whole body. She tried to concentrate on the painful part, so that she could clutch at the remnants of her defiance for the way Lord Stephen and his servant, and now the doctor and his servant had concluded that yes, Miss Joanna Middleton needed this shameful training as a fucking piece. If she could hold in her mind, as her master possessed her with his cock, the idea that he had taken her virginity against her will, just as he had abducted her from the inn and whipped her and caned her against her will, Joanna could remain the wicked girl Mrs. Mund had spanked with the hairbrush—that is, really, the innocent girl who did not understand why a young lady should ever desire to have a man’s penis inside her, and had to go over her mistress’ knee with her bottom bare for reasons known only to the widow.

She centered her thoughts upon the soreness of her bottom under Lord Stephen’s driving hips, and tried to recall the terrible agony of the twelve cuts he had given her with his cane, for her attempt at escape. She tried to see herself through the respectable eyes of the Misses Pettigrew, tried to feel their horror at the scene in Gaithwait Castle’s tower room, the proper if natural-born young lady Miss Joanna Middleton fucked over the bolster while three men watched the shameful proceedings—the big nobleman holding her down with his thrusting hips, his strong arms to either side of hers, his muscular legs straddling her slim thighs, his hard penis surging in and out of her wet cunny.

But instead of seeing herself thus, through maiden eyes, as an offended innocent, Joanna seemed to see through the eyes of John Eliot, the doctor’s servant. She had caught sight of the big valet with such hope, when he had called out to her from across the bit of lawn between the tower and the wood. He had seemed, then, so honest and upright, so obviously military, that he might as well have been a Miss Pettigrew: surely he would stop the terrible drama of Lord Stephen’s capture and training of a defenseless girl for his wicked pleasure.

John Eliot, however, had proven a different sort of man, though: he had helped Mark Shepard seize her. He had made it entirely clear in the very expression upon his face that though he regarded Lord Stephen as suspect in his motives and in his method, the idea of taking a young lady for erotic training did not offend him. Now he watched, Joanna felt she could see through her closed eyes, the first fucking of Miss Joanna Middleton with great satisfaction. For he knew, Joanna thought despite her best effort not to follow the chain of logic any further, that he would get to fuck her young cunny himself before long and, like Lord Stephen and Mark Shepard, John Eliot liked fucking very much.

Miss Joanna Middleton, she thought John Eliot might say to Mark Shepard confidentially in a servants’ hall, only got what she deserved and needed, when men drove their pricks into her cunt—or her mouth or even her little bottom. Miss Joanna Middleton was a bastard—not only a bastard but a hussy... a slut... a whore. Miss Joanna Middleton got spanked and whipped and even caned, naked, upon her impudent backside, and still her cunny ached for the penis of the nobleman who owned her. He was a good, if stern, master for her, too—he liked to share his naked young lady with other men, so John and Mark would soon have their turns in the cunny his lordship had opened.

As if he could read her thoughts, Lord Stephen spoke to Doctor Brown, then, in terms that made Joanna’s insides seem to leap and twist.

“She’s a good fuck, Doctor. That’s for certain. Shall you take a turn when I share her? I could not learn from your rival whether you partake of a natural man’s pleasures upon such occasions.”

His lordship’s voice had a depth and a growl in it that made Joanna arch her back and cry out in mingled shame, pleasure, and discomfort. A wave of ecstasy swept through all her limbs that made her feel faint, and almost grateful for the way Lord Stephen held her down, thrusting into her over and over.

“Not upon such occasions,” said Doctor Brown, “but by your leave I should like to have Mr. Eliot use the girl either before we depart or elsewhere, should I determine the case requires removal to another venue.”

Joanna cried out, and suddenly a spend burst in her belly and spread to her punished bottom-cheeks, so strong that she could not help writhing, almost as if she meant to throw Lord Stephen from the saddle, as the pleasure seemed to go on and on. His lordship chuckled, and drove harder into her cunny as if fixing his young lady in place, so that she spent again, and then again, and though she could hardly understand the import of what the men said their words made the shame of the scene surge in upon her again, bringing a fierce, wicked joy that Joanna no longer felt any reason to deny or resist.

“Of course,” his lordship said. “Mr. Shepard shall go first, though, if you don’t mind, Mr. Eliot.”

“Certainly not, my lord,” said John Eliot in a precise, soldierly voice. “I shall enjoy fucking her when you grant me that honor.”

His lordship’s thrusts grew swifter, harder, and the growl in his throat became a grunt of pleasure. “Oh, good girl,” he said softly. “Such a nice cunt. So soft and wet... I shall spend... I am coming...”

His final words, with their tone of helpless ecstasy, as if it were truly Joanna who had mastered him, with the attraction of her pretty cunny, sent a thrill of wanton need through her. She bucked under him, longing to feel—just as she did feel—that she could not move more than a half-inch because of the powerful, noble body above her, the man fucking her until he finished, and spurted inside her cunt.

Lord Stephen gave a cry, and jerked his hips a final time, thrusting so deep that Joanna’s heart jumped in fear even as the sensation made her cry out with terrible pleasure, her limbs struggling into yet another climax. Inside her she felt his hard prick seem to leap, too, and knew from the times she had received his seed upon her tongue that his lordship had given that essence deep into her womb.

Had not Mrs. Mund said that her awful husband had never put his seed in her cunt for fear of getting a child before he had grown tired of fucking his pretty bride? Had Lord Stephen just made a baby inside her? What would become of her, should she conceive from his lordship’s masterful use of her cunny?

Breathing hard, still deep inside, he said, “Joanna, upon my honor I pledge to take care of you, whether you bear me a child or not.” Then he lowered himself to kiss her shoulder, and Joanna turned her face and found that his lordship was kissing her mouth as well. She knew that Mrs. Mund and the Misses Pettigrew would certainly agree that promises from the wicked nobleman who had abducted her should bear little weight of trust, but that kiss nevertheless made her heart feel light. She did not think she could soon admit to the desire she felt for her captor, or the affection his promise had made rise within her breast, or especially the need for more fucking that, to her embarrassment, she suddenly experienced in her no-longer-virgin cunny. Though Joanna felt she might never have the wanton courage to give those emotions voice, however, she had so little doubt of Lord Stephen’s honor—as strange as the word honor might seem to respectable society, used in this circumstance—that she felt tears of joy spring to the eyes that so recently had known tears of shame and agony.

“Spoken like a true natural man,” said Doctor Brown behind her. “Would Anti-Brown have said those words, do you believe, my lord?”

Suddenly Joanna longed to know everything about Doctor Brown, and this Anti-Brown Lord Stephen and the doctor and even John Eliot seemed to speak of with such a mixture of interest and opprobrium. It made the heat come to her face anew, to think a girl who had considered herself modest until so recently—who had indeed supposed that the spankings she got from her mistress were intended to keep her innocence intact—would wish to embark on the masculine ground of intellectual study, and in such a lascivious field of natural philosophy, but she burned both in her mind and in her loins for the learning that might explain the otherwise inexplicable need inside her for this shameful training.

“I believe not,” Lord Stephen admitted. As his lordship answered the doctor, Joanna felt him withdraw, his prick softer now, the same way it had softened in her mouth after she had made the seed come. She could not help giving a forlorn little cry that brought a chuckle from his lordship, and she heard to her mortification, from the servants as well.

“Yes, darling,” said the nobleman, patting Joanna’s bottom. “You need it, don’t you?”

She felt her brow pucker and closed her eyes very tightly.

“Answer his lordship,” said Mark Shepard sharply. “You know you’ll be whipped if you do not, girl.”

Joanna twisted so that she could look at Lord Stephen’s handsome face, desperate to know his reaction to his valet’s words. She saw him looming over her with a smile on his lips. He had his hand upon her punished bottom-cheeks still, and he caressed them gently, but he also said, “You must answer, darling, or I shall indeed have Mark whip you again.”

She gave a little cry, the sensations and emotions seeming to tangle themselves all together inside her. “Yes, my lord,” she whispered then, casting her eyes down to the big penis that hung between his thighs semi-erect and bloodstained from her maidenhood.

“Look at me. Do you need my prick, Joanna, and the pricks of the other men to whom I shall give you?”

She lifted her eyes, bit her lip, and then, thinking of the whip and how she couldn’t bear to have it across her bottom now, she murmured, “Yes, my lord. I... I need it.”
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“Good girl,” Lord Stephen said softly, patting the sweet little bottom again. “It’s time for your examination by the doctor.”

Mark looked over at John Eliot, whose easy manner despite an air of regimental authority had now thoroughly impressed his lordship’s slightly older valet. Mark thought John Eliot in all probability no older than twenty-three, and while his own twenty-seven years ought perhaps to have given him more assurance than Doctor Brown’s servant, no one need say that John Eliot had worn a red coat—or, Mark could see quite clearly, that the younger man had disciplined several young women in the style approved by the learned physician.

Now John Eliot went, at a mere nod from his employer, to fetch something—Mark assumed the valet would return with a black medical bag, and John Eliot did not disappoint in that particular either, returning with the precise article two minutes later and scarcely breathing hard though the bag must have lain in the foyer on the other side of the great house. In the interim, Lord Stephen and Doctor Brown had bent their heads together and discussed, Mark guessed from the few words he could catch, the current state of young Miss Joanna Middleton’s affairs.

“...the bottom, after...” he heard Doctor Brown say.

In his reply, his lordship seemed to express a little surprise at the news the philosopher had imparted, but not of any displeased sort. “...with you? In the bag Mr. Eliot...” Mark heard him say, and then the doctor nodded in confirmation of the hypothesis thus advanced.

If events had occurred in Joanna’s case according to the scheme Mark and Lord Stephen had employed in training his other girls, Joanna would now be given to understand that her anus would have his lordship’s prick in it before night fell upon their love passages. A girl might have Lord Stephen’s hardness in her most secret passage eagerly or with reluctance, but sodomized she must be, and she must needs accustom herself to the lewd notion.

Mark had a way with a girl’s bottom that he had acquired before coming into his lordship’s service, and had then developed to what he considered true expertise in the course of assisting his master—and, later to be sure, himself—to the greatest possible pleasure in fucking the tightly wrinkled flowers of young ladies’ anuses. He considered bottom-sex the pinnacle of dominant masculine pleasure, and he cherished above all the occasions on which he had humbled the pride of the more refined among Lord Stephen’s fillies by making them beg for hard, shameful riding back there by his lordship’s valet, while their noble master enjoyed their mouths.

Even those girls who professed initial reluctance had learned quickly as Mark trained their backsides to accept the penis where they had never suspected they might have to take it. The conversation he overheard now between Doctor Brown and Lord Stephen made him wonder, without any real unease, whether he would see the physician and John Eliot display equal skill as the examination of Miss Joanna Middleton proceeded.

Mark could tell that the subject held some philosophical interest for the nobleman and the doctor—and he remembered that his fellow servant had grown warm upon hearing that Lord Stephen put some stock in the theories of that Anti-Brown fellow. Mark supposed that befit the valet of a philosopher, when his employer’s ideas had to undergo the buffets of other men’s unjust insults, but he also felt some gratitude that his own master had never attempted to expound upon amorous philosophy in his presence: Lord Stephen Gaithwait and his valet Mark Shepard merely went about the pleasurable business of acquiring young women and training them to the prick, an office at which they both excelled and which they greatly enjoyed performing together as master and man.

“Ah, there you are, John,” said Doctor Brown, turning to greet his valet as the young man entered the tower room. “Thank you.”

The physician took the black bag from John Eliot and opened it, holding it out to show some of its contents, as it appeared, to Lord Stephen. His lordship bent his head a little to gaze down upon what it seemed the doctor wished him to see, and a smile crept over his visage.

Mark glanced toward Joanna, then, and saw that the girl, who had been permitted to rise and cleanse herself after her first fucking, by means of the basin at the washstand in the corner, sat now upon the edge of the bed, eyes wide at what passed between her master and Doctor Brown. “Wh-what is in the bag, my lord?” she asked timidly, her brow creasing deeply.

Lord Stephen turned to regard her, then reached his hand out to touch her chin and raise it a little, the smile arising from the bag’s contents still playing upon his lips.

“It’s better that you not see, darling. They would frighten you unnecessarily.”

“They?” Joanna asked, her little breasts rising and falling with her quick, alarmed breath.

His lordship turned to Mark, then, and winked. “Come and see, Mark,” he said in the voice that his valet knew so well: something truly delightful, from a dominant point of view, must be in the doctor’s bag.

Mark stepped forward, looking over at John Eliot, who seemed intent on suppressing a smile that threatened to break out upon his countenance, as he obviously knew what his master had displayed to his lordship’s appreciative eyes and found them, whatever they might be, just as compelling a sight as Lord Stephen did.

Very curious now, Mark turned his eyes at last upon the interior of the doctor’s bag, and saw, in addition to what appeared an array of more standard medical instruments, a leather case about the size of a box of cigars, well worn from much travel and use. The doctor had unclasped and opened the lid to reveal three elongated devices of black India rubber, each nestled in its own compartment and each growing in size until the third one was at first glance as long as Mark’s hand and, at its broadest spot, twice as thick as his prick when hard. Each plug—for Mark instantly understood the ingenious implements’ purpose—had a flared base to prevent a girl from absorbing it entirely.

“We’ve wondered, have we not, Mark,” his lordship said in a confiding tone, “whether anyone had bespoken such useful articles from the workers of India rubber or of stiffened leather?”

“Indeed, my lord,” Mark said, looking over at where Joanna bit her lip, her cheeks very red as she tried to imagine the sight in which her master took such anticipatory enjoyment. Mark could see the girl knew very well how shameful a thing it must be, to have it hidden from her—and of course the valet knew that Doctor Brown and Lord Stephen kept the bottom plugs hidden designedly, to increase the special arousal that only such fear could bring.

“My rival does not endorse such devices, I am given to understand by those who have read his treatise,” the doctor said.

“No,” replied Lord Stephen. “He is of the opinion that the stiff penis is the best trainer of a girl’s backside.”

Joanna gave a little cry as she heard these words, and shifted upon her perch at the edge of the bed, as if she had become newly aware of the smallness and tightness of her secret flower.

“And have you found it so, my lord?” the doctor asked.

His lordship turned to Mark. “What say you, Mark?” he asked. “We have rendered many a young bottom a pleasant place for our cocks, have we not?”

Mark nodded, then said thoughtfully, “We have indeed, my lord. Here’s what it is, though: I have often thought that arse-training might go more smoothly if we had something for a girl to wear, so to speak, in her little ring, if you catch my meaning.”

He glanced over at Doctor Brown, and took some pride in the satisfied manner with which the physician himself nodded at this idea. Mark realized then that despite knowing nothing of the theory, as the gentlemen might call it, of the diverting matter of training girls’ mouths, cunts, and bottoms to the penis, he had thought a good deal upon the subject. Encouraged, he pursued his train of thought, turning his eyes upon Joanna, whose face had gone very red and whose little fists lay clenched next to her sweet hips as if she fought against the impulse to cover herself.

“Which Miss Joanna here,” Mark said, “will demonstrate tolerably well, I believe, being as how she’s already been made to think on it by that widow—how a girl who’s in a gentleman’s possession must open her young bottom for the prick and have a fucking there when the gentleman wishes to have a tight ride and no worry as to making a baby inside her—and, you know, wants to make her tolerable certain that she feels she belongs to him, because that part of her she thinks is most private has to have his hardness in it. So when she has something there that has to stay in her young arse for as long as your lordship decides, it’ll not only make her anus easier to get into but it’ll make her more thoughtful altogether about what it means when your lordship fucks her there, or I do.”

Joanna had lifted her eyes to meet Mark’s as he began, but now, her brow creasing and her nose wrinkling, she lowered them again with a tiny whimper of shame and need. Mark confirmed with a glance at Lord Stephen that his master had seen and heard the salubrious effect his valet’s words had had upon his young lady—the proof, Mark thought, of the truth in what he said.

“Your man is quite the natural philosopher, my lord,” Doctor Brown said in a tone of commendation. “Mr. Shepard has hit on precisely the reason my trainers are so effective in rendering happy both masters and young ladies. By your leave, we will use the two smaller ones today. The largest is generally employed for disciplinary purposes, when a young woman has misbehaved, perhaps showing reluctance to gratify a gentleman to whom she has been lent. Obviously, one may still employ the vagina while the anus is undergoing condign correction—an experience that, if the society should award her to your lordship, you will find enhances the improvement wrought in Miss Middleton, should she require such a stern measure.”

Now Joanna’s eyes had closed very tightly, and Mark fancied her hands wished to cover her ears as much as they longed to hide her little nipples and the well-fucked furrow of her bare cunny.

Doctor Brown turned to the girl and addressed her, now. “The sooner we examine you, Miss Middleton, the sooner your current, and perhaps future, master may proceed to train you further—we will end your suspense concerning my bottom trainers, and you will feel for yourself how proud it can make a young lady to receive the penis in a place she never expected she might be required to have one. Lie back upon the bed, please. John, would you assist with Miss Middleton’s left knee—and Mr. Shepard, may I ask you to do the same with her right? You will see how John does it—we merely wish to keep Miss Middleton well opened, so that his lordship and I may examine the vagina and anus properly.”

Watching Joanna tremble as she obeyed, and seeing the blood come and go from her pretty face, Mark thought he understood why Doctor Brown had acquired a rival in this Anti-Brown. The valet could easily grasp how the Scottish physician’s detached manner of overseeing a girl’s erotic education could offend a lascivious gentleman who considered his own rougher and more traditional methods not merely good enough for fucking as he liked to fuck, but superior in their belonging to a man of the English upper class, rather than an upstart medical man with a barbarous accent. That objection, however, Mark saw immediately, could amount in truth only to a resentment of the remarkable results the doctor achieved: Miss Joanna Middleton, as the valets pressed her knees back toward her chest to show the little cunt where Lord Stephen had enjoyed himself and the littler arsehole in which she would soon learn to take his thrusting prick, whimpered as much with amorous need as with the shame of being thus inspected.

“I am grateful you depilated the vulva, my lord,” Doctor Brown said as he and Lord Stephen gazed down at Joanna. “It is quite helpful both in examining Miss Middleton and in teaching her to regard that region of her body as being not under her control so much as under her master’s, whether your lordship or another man. Miss Middleton, I shall begin to palpate your clitoral area, now, in order to test your sexual response. That will allow me to make recommendations for your training.”
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Lord Stephen watched closely as the doctor, seated now on a stool at the foot of the bedstead, placed three fingertips just above the smooth place where the furrow of Joanna’s cunt began. Joanna gave a little whimper, as if frightened of what the physician might do to her with those medically trained digits, but then, as Doctor Brown began to rub gently around her clitoris, her sound became a moan of need. She closed her eyes, forehead creasing as she bent her head back to the mattress.

“That’s it, Miss Middleton. Very nice. I shall stimulate you for a few moments, and then check how you are lubricating yourself for coitus, in your vagina.”

Now Joanna couldn’t help moving her hips, in the slow rhythm of the doctor’s caress. Lord Stephen, sitting on the side of the bed by her well spread left knee, reached out to smooth the girl’s hair, which had become a little disheveled as she had lain back into the posture required of her.

“I am not a medical man, of course, Doctor,” his lordship said, “but I found her quite responsive from the beginning. She sucks the penis very sweetly when one plays with her cunt at the same time.”

“I imagine so,” Doctor Brown replied. “Miss Middleton is a very amorous young woman. I have no doubt that some of that is due to the unusual—and indeed unintentional—training given her by her former employer. That aspect of her case, I must warn, will make my final determination a rather delicate task.”

Joanna opened her eyes again, very wide, at these words of the doctor. Still looking at her, in order to gauge her reaction to his words and to see the continued charming effects of the physician’s expert masturbation of her clitoris, Lord Stephen said, “I had wondered if that might have played a role in her need for fucking. It seems to have had a certain effect on me as well, I should perhaps inform you, Doctor, in order that you have as complete an understanding of the case as possible.”

Doctor Brown’s fingers moved, then, traveling downward upon Joanna’s adorable cunt, stroking the pouting private lips briefly up and down as they passed to the lower region where she had taken his lordship’s cock only a few minutes before. He turned his hand palm up, and the girl gave a little cry as she felt two of the doctor’s fingers penetrate her, then move firmly inside. He must have moved them in some recondite, medically trained way, then, for Joanna arched her back off the bed, and cried out again in unmistakable pleasure.

“Very wet here,” the physician noted approvingly. “And, it seems, not especially sore after coitus primus. Her master may use the vagina as you like from henceforth, my lord, whether that be your lordship or another. You may wish to note that the place in the interior of the sheath—which is of course simply the English translation of the Latin vagina—opposite the girl’s clitoris, which I call Cupid’s knot since there it seems many nerves are bound together, is quite sensitive in Miss Middleton. Stimulating her there, firmly with two fingers as I am doing now, may provide very pleasing results in her training.”

Lord Stephen felt his own eyes widen as he watched Joanna’s whole body seem to yield to a pleasure he did not feel sure he had ever seen one of his girls undergo.

“My lord... oh, please... my lord...” she cried out, and his lordship felt certain she meant she must spend if the doctor continued, that the pleasure, from the fingers inside her and the two strong servants holding her open, could not be resisted.

Doctor Brown withdrew his fingers, suddenly, and Joanna gave a mournful sob, her hips bucking upward as if her greedy cunny wanted them back, no matter how shameful the motion of her body might look. The physician took a flannel from his bag and wiped his hand, which had positively glistened when he removed it, in the daylight streaming in from the tower room’s solitary window.

“Would your lordship care to try your hand, as it were, my lord?” the Scotsman asked. “Be careful, though, if you do not wish the girl to climax. I think you could do very well from just there, where you are seated—reach your hand over the pelvis and insert two fingers in the vagina as you saw me do.”

Lord Stephen looked at Joanna again, who regarded him with her beautiful blue eyes wide and troubled, as if she could not decide whether she should fear her master’s touch or long for it. Enchanted, he did as the doctor had bid him, and turned upon the bed a little to place his right hand between her legs. He rubbed her cunt firmly, loving—as he always did when training a girl—the wonderful feeling of possession it gave him to touch his young lady there whenever and however he pleased: to inform her without words that the wicked, private place she had always supposed belonged to her alone would thenceforth be his lordship’s property.

As he pressed his two middle fingers inside Joanna, looking into her eyes to see her own mobile gaze passing to and from his face to the place where she could, he knew, almost but not quite witness what he did with her young cunny, he recalled the realization he had gained earlier. He might certainly consider Miss Joanna Middleton—and thus of course also Miss Joanna Middleton’s cunt and bottom—his property, but if he wished to act as a true natural man would, he must use those delightful parts of her lovely person in the service of teaching her, so as in the end to increase the happiness of both master and submissive fucking piece.

Lord Stephen thought he could reason out Anti-Brown’s grounds—specious as his lordship must think them, now that he had kept company with Doctor Brown himself—for wishing to disprove the physician’s theories. His lordship moved his fingertips inside the girl for whom he could not deny he had a great affection, and made her moan and whimper, closing her eyes again as if she could not bear to see his face as he enjoyed taking her shame and modesty away. The special pleasure of mastering her coursed through his lordship’s veins, and he felt his cock stiffen in the breeches he had resumed after fucking her for the first time. Anti-Brown, he reflected, must have supposed that to follow Doctor Brown’s notions a gentleman who fucked a girl as he liked must take a conventional sort of interest in her welfare, rather than using her exactly as he pleased and then passing her along when his interest waned.

“Firmly, now, my lord,” the doctor said. “You will know when you find the spot, I—”

Joanna interrupted Doctor Brown with a cry of passion and need even louder than the one with which she had responded to the physician’s own internal masturbation. Lord Stephen moved his fingers in and out, hard and fast, pressing the place he had found with each thrust. The girl’s wetness made the sound of the finger-fucking moist and wanton, and droplets of her arousal flew from the needy slit of her cunt as his lordship trained her body to respond to his touch.

Somehow, he thought as he gazed down upon Joanna’s naked body and saw the beads of perspiration gather on the furrowed brow, Anti-Brown had missed the truth Lord Stephen now felt confirmed in his own breast. To bend a girl like Miss Joanna Middleton to his will meant not only claiming her as property but also forging a bond of attunement, master to pupil.

“My lord,” Mark warned him, “she will spend.”

“Please...” Joanna sobbed, confirming the valet’s judgment. Her cunny bucked against his hand, her bottom and hips almost rising off the mattress.

“Joanna, I shall spank you if you spend. Do you wish to spend?” The thought had come to Lord Stephen suddenly, and it had made him smile, for he thought he knew what his girl would say.

“Yes! Oh, please... spank me... with... with...”

“With Mrs. Mund’s hairbrush?” Lord Stephen asked, his eyebrows going up a bit at the unexpected elaboration on Joanna’s part.

“Yes... oh, heavens... yes, the hairb-brush. Oh, please... oh, no...”

Joanna’s words trailed off into a scream of pleasure as her whole body seemed to arch up into Lord Stephen’s grasp, as if she were begging him to caress not only her cunt but every part of her. He watched her face pucker and her fists clench, as the climax went on and on. Over and over her pretty bottom-cheeks, with their even prettier array of cane welts, surged up and clenched, showing him the need she could not deny for the prick that had grown so big and hard in his breeches as his lordship had brought on his girl’s pleasure.

Mark had managed to reach Mrs. Mund’s hairbrush, in the things they had brought from the inn and placed upon the tower room’s dresser, from where the valet still held Joanna’s right leg high and wide. He held it out now to Lord Stephen. His lordship, his right hand still fully occupied with Joanna’s cunt, looked at Doctor Brown.

“Go ahead, my lord,” said the doctor, nodding. “Miss Middleton should pay for this pleasure, since you made that very natural decree, and she accepted it. After that I will begin the training of her anus for you. Whatever else I determine, Miss Middleton’s anal defloration will take place today, under your phallus.”

Joanna covered her face with her hands, then, but Lord Stephen said gently, “Take those away, darling. I want to see you while I spank you.” He drew his hand from her warm cunny, then, and took the hairbrush in rather slippery fingers, thinking that it served the widow right that Joanna’s wonderful wantonness should be smeared across the ivory surface. Not wanting her pleasure to cool, he brought the back of the brush down smartly, but not really forcefully, upon her left bottom-cheek.

Her hands rose from her face and hovered in fists by her red cheeks, and she writhed in the grasp of the two servants almost as much as she had while Lord Stephen’s fingers had been inside her. A cry came from her throat that seemed to convey such complexity, such shame and need and pain and pleasure, that his lordship felt sure he could never tease the strands apart.

He spanked her again on the other bottom-cheek, then returned to the first, alternating in a quick rhythm that drew more of the ambiguous sobs and cries from Joanna as the little punishment proceeded. Her sweet bottom turned pink under the ivory’s visitation, and the girl grew quiet in the grip of Mark Shepard and John Eliot. Now only her little backside moved, each time Lord Stephen gave a smacking blow from the implement the awful Mrs. Mund had used with so much more force.

“There,” his lordship finally said, well satisfied at the pink shade of Joanna’s bottom.

“Thank you, my lord,” the girl said softly. Tears welled up in her eyes, but Lord Stephen did not think they came from pain, or even from shame.

“Miss Middleton,” Doctor Brown inquired, “why did you request that you be spanked with your former employer’s hairbrush?”

Joanna looked at Lord Stephen, as if to ask whether she must answer the doctor. His lordship felt his heart swell with affection at the obedience to his will and respect for his wishes he saw in her eyes. He knew, however, that he must not spare her the exploration of her amorous needs, however embarrassing she might find it to discuss them with Doctor Brown.

“Answer, darling,” he commanded. “I also wish to hear. Remember that your cunt and bottom belong to me, and I must know all the thoughts and feelings you have concerning them, if I am to enjoy your charms as I intend to do.”

Joanna looked back at the doctor, who had turned his own attention momentarily to his bag. Her eyes went wide, as she very clearly remembered the discussion of the anal plugs. She spoke in a voice that sounded almost entranced, as if the doctor and Lord Stephen drew the words from her by some witchcraft.

“You said that... that Mrs. Mund had... that is to say...”

Lord Stephen found he could not resist taking his girl’s sweet little breasts into his hand, then, first the right and then the left, so that she whimpered a little, and looked up into his eyes.

“That she trained you,” his lordship said, smiling and nodding gently.

“I think she did,” Joanna whispered. “And I want... oh, please, I can’t... I can’t say it. She’ll...”

Lord Stephen thought he understood, and he chuckled softly at the realization. “She’ll spank you, darling?”

Joanna’s face went red, and she nodded. “I know it makes no sense at all, my lord, but...”

“I shall spank you if you do not say it, Joanna. Indeed, I shall have to flog you again.”

Her face crumpled. “Oh, how can I... how can I want this, my lord?”

Doctor Brown spoke then. “It is perfectly natural, Miss Middleton. You want to be trained because providence fashioned your body to submit to your master’s. Mrs. Mund, despite her own intentions, began to train you for him, whoever he shall finally be, when she punished you with her hairbrush. In the throes of pleasure you remembered those first sexual sensations, and wished to call Mrs. Mund to witness, as it were, that you had received his lordship’s penis in your vagina and mouth, and would soon have it in your anus as well.”

Joanna, who had turned her eyes wonderingly upon the doctor as he spoke, returned her gaze to Lord Stephen.

“Is it so, darling?” his lordship asked.

She pursed her lips and nodded. Then, “Yes, my lord,” she whispered.
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Joanna felt Doctor Brown’s fingers again, pressing gently between her bottom-cheeks, where the hairbrush had made her feel so terribly warm. Now that the ecstasy of Lord Stephen’s fingers inside her had almost entirely passed, the sting from the spanking she had—she could hardly believe it now—actually requested felt more like pain. While his lordship had given it to her, it had seemed almost like a different sort of pleasure, but the lingering smart felt sore, especially in its reawakening of the stripes left by the cane.

“I shall show you now, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said, “the training device I displayed to his lordship and to Mr. Shepard earlier. I have no doubt his lordship will acquire a set of these trainers to employ upon you, should you be awarded to him, so I recommend that you regard it as an important part of your life henceforward.”

Doctor Brown held something up, then, between her spread thighs, for her to see. Joanna gave a little cry, and could not help struggling a little in the grasp of the valets who held her on either side, each of them with one big hand on her knee and another on her ankle. John Eliot and Mark Shepard held her firmly, though, and Joanna succeeded only in wriggling her bottom a little and reminding herself that the terrifying thing in the doctor’s hand must enter her there, whether she liked it or not.

Black, long, and thick, the thing—the device—looked hard, too; much more rigid than Lord Stephen’s stiff penis. Joanna had so many secret feelings now about the erotic matters to which Mrs. Mund had introduced her by falsely accusing her of having contemplated them, by spanking her for entertaining lewd notions of which Joanna had never actually dreamt: longings for a man to take her away some whither, to some place where he might at leisure thrust his cock inside her naughty private part. Now it had happened, and though she knew she should be frightened of Lord Stephen’s masculine hardness, Joanna secretly thought his lordship’s penis both fascinating and not truly as cruel and unyielding as Mrs. Mund had led her to believe.

Her former employer had told Joanna should be terrified of the degradation of being made to take the penis, but here in Lord Stephen’s tower room Miss Joanna Middleton had, a little while since, received the prick of a nobleman in her young cunny—and before that she had had to have it in her mouth. The shameful things Mrs. Mund had darkly accused Joanna of desiring had taken place: a man had fucked her, over a bolster, his hardness surging in and out of her wet cunt, his hips pounding the bottom he had flogged to teach her a terrible lesson in obedience. Joanna had begun to undergo, she could not deny, precisely what Mrs. Mund had predicted she would—and indeed precisely what the widow had caused by driving her young companion away with that final naked spanking—when Mrs. Mund had told Joanna all about the brief marriage in which Mr. Mund had used her with his penis in such a cruel and careless manner. Miss Joanna Middleton should, she knew, feel debased and sorrowful at the way Lord Stephen had made a woman of her with his thrusting cock, but in her heart—and in her cunny—she felt quite the opposite.

The device in Doctor Brown’s hand, however, made all the feelings of shame she had known over Mrs. Mund’s knee come rushing back into her mind. Her cheeks blazed hot as she recalled the widow describing the wedding night in which Mr. Mund, after riding her cunt for a time, had withdrawn his prick. How he had very casually informed his young bride that she must bend over the side of the bed and put her hands behind her, to part her bottom-cheeks and show the tiny hole between them. How he had whipped her with a punishment strap when she refused, until Mrs. Mund had gotten out of bed, trembling with shame, and obeyed, spreading her painfully punished backside so that her bridegroom could anoint her there with an oil that would ease his cock’s passage in and out. How he had made her beg for his penis in her bottom rather than a renewal of the strap’s visitation, and had then thrust in, telling her how pretty she looked that way, bending to give her husband this ultimate conjugal right—one he intended to exercise every night between her young bottom-cheeks.

Over Mrs. Mund’s lap, with the ivory hairbrush spanking her own little bottom again and again, Joanna had heard this tale from the widow’s lips along with the news that her employer considered it much too probable that Joanna herself would be made by some seducer to receive a prick in her own bottom-hole. Mrs. Mund intended to do everything she could, the woman had said, to prevent it, but she feared Miss Joanna Middleton’s base birth would make such efforts unavailing. The widow had stopped spanking, and parted the round halves of Joanna’s backside painfully, to assist in delivering her opinion. She had placed her own finger there, and declared that such a little anus would undoubtedly hurt a very great deal when a man elected to use Joanna there, as must surely befall the girl, since her origin carried the taint of bastardy.

“No...” Joanna said, now, looking beseechingly at Lord Stephen. “No, please, my lord. Not in my bottom?”

“Hush, Joanna,” said his lordship, reaching out to stroke her cheek. Joanna smelled the wicked smell of her cunny’s need upon his fingers, and the memory came rushing back of how he had touched her on the inside and made her spend so strongly she had thought she must swoon. That made her blush, but in her secret thoughts she could hardly deny how much she had liked it. Could he not fuck her there again, as he had said he would take care of her should she conceive? He continued, looking into her eyes, “I have told you several times already that I must have your bottom. Doctor Brown is going to prepare you to give me my way there. It will be uncomfortable at first, but you will grow to enjoy it as I train you to take the penis deeper and deeper in your sweet bottom.”

“But... my lord... why?” Joanna begged. “Why must you... why there?” Her face blazed as she whispered the final word, her eyes going helplessly to the black thing in the doctor’s hand, to which the Scotsman now applied a viscous liquid from a little vial in his other hand. It must be the sort of oil Mrs. Mund had meant, when she had told Joanna about her wedding night, her bridegroom’s peremptory preparation of his young wife’s anus for the prick.

“Hush, Joanna. I do not wish to have to punish you again,” Lord Stephen said a little more sternly. “The trainer must go in your bottom now. You do not have a choice in the matter: I desire that you be made ready there, because I desire to possess you there with my cock.” He turned to Doctor Brown and nodded once. Joanna writhed again, sobbed in fear and shame, tightened her bottom desperately as she felt the narrow, oiled tip of the awful thing press against her tiniest, most private place.

“Try to relax, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said. “His lordship’s words might not seem helpful to you in that regard, but it is better that you should learn to give your master his way with a full understanding of his right of the phallus when it comes to your fundament, as I often like to term this part of a young lady undergoing sexual training.”

“My... my what?” Joanna sobbed.

She tried to lift her head, shamed and startled as much by the new word as by the strange feeling of the plug pushing into her. She felt her brow crease and she bit her lip at the discomfort, but something in the way the physician spoke, perhaps even merely in the tone of his voice, when she remembered also the manner in which Lord Stephen had just declared his humiliating intentions where her virginal bottom-hole was concerned, made it feel different to what Joanna had expected.

“Your fundament, Miss Middleton,” Doctor Brown said in a matter-of-fact tone, pressing again upon the thing so that Joanna gave a whimpering cry and arched her head back against the mattress, her buttocks once again trying to close, to push the awful trainer out and away. The doctor, to her dismay, pushed back more firmly, and she sobbed at the feeling of the device entering her further, filling her bottom more completely.

“Oh, no,” she whispered, closing her eyes against any sight of the lascivious scene, for though the shaft hurt as Doctor Brown pressed it into her backside it also felt... pleasant... and... submissive, in that way she found herself wanting to yield to Lord Stephen’s lewd attentions.

A little mewling sound escaped her throat. The trainer went in further. Joanna remembered that the doctor had said they would use another one, too... a larger one... and then an even larger one for... for discipline... in her poor little bottom... her poor little fundament...

“I like to use that term,” she heard the doctor say, though his voice seemed now to come from far away, “because according to my philosophy of a natural man’s right of the phallus, the act of coitus in a young lady’s anus represents the fundamental gesture of his possession of her. My lord, what does Anti-Brown opine on the subject, if I may ask? If others who have read his treatise may be trusted, my rival agrees with me on this matter at least.”

“Indeed, Doctor.” Lord Stephen’s voice sounded closer to Joanna’s ear, and warmer. She wondered, cheeks blazing with embarrassment at the thought of him watching the hard, black rubber thing invade her bottom, whether the warmth came from seeing his girl’s fundament trained for his stiff cock. The idea made her sob again, and almost in spite of herself relax that shameful part of her, so that Doctor Brown gave a satisfied noise, and pushed the plug in so far that now Joanna could feel the broad base of it against her punished bottom-cheeks.

She thought his lordship must mean to say more, but perhaps he had grown so enraptured by the spectacle of the black trainer in his young lady’s bottom, seated at full length under the pout of her cunny, where he had thrust so hard and for so long over the bolster, that he had grown distracted. Thinking of his eyes on her that way, in that place, made Joanna feel she might never have the courage to open her own eyes again.

“As you say,” Lord Stephen finally went on, “Anti-Brown considers anal intercourse the most essential element of a gentleman’s pleasures with a girl he keeps as a fucking piece. I don’t believe he calls it fundamental, precisely, but he certainly recommends that a girl receive the penis there as often as her master wishes.”

The mewling came from Joanna’s chest again, for Doctor Brown had begun to move the plug gently inside her, twisting it slowly as if to ensure she remain as aware as possible of her bottom’s humiliating repletion with his trainer.

“You are to become used to having in your anus what the man who owns you decides to place there, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said. “In a moment I shall remove this trainer and insert one that will accustom you more fully to something the size of his lordship’s erect male member.”

Lord Stephen spoke again. “How tight is she, Doctor?” he asked. “Will she need much training before I lend her bottom to other men?”

Joanna bit her lip, remembering Mrs. Mund’s terrible story again, the sharing of the young bride’s bottom, and yet hearing something in his lordship’s words that seemed to contradict the widow’s tale, at least as it applied to the nobleman who had deflowered Miss Joanna Middleton. For if Mrs. Mund had truly abhorred the sharing of her body by that terrible husband, Mr. Mund must not have made it so clear, in the way he spoke of the shameful idea, that he wished to share something of immense value to him, in order to enjoy it more greatly himself. Mrs. Mund must not have become warm in her bare, openly displayed cunny at the thought of being shared that way—as Joanna, to her chagrin, just had.
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John Eliot had shared girls with several men, beginning with Miss Philippa Burns, the young lady he had disciplined while still a fusilier of Colonel Lourcy’s regiment. When the time had come to find Miss Burns a husband, her father had allowed John a free hand in assisting the process, and so several gentlemen had come to call on the lovely and by that time sweetly obedient girl. John had instructed Miss Burns to remove her clothes, and to gratify each of her suitors fully, participating himself insofar as had seemed advisable, in order to show the callers for example how hard Miss Burns needed to be fucked, and how deeply one might sound her young bottom with one’s prick.

Too, it had proven helpful to supervise these prospective husbands in flogging Miss Burns for the infractions she had still committed from time to time, for the girl despite her progress had retained some haughtiness of manner. John had maintained—and Mr. Frakes, the merchant who had finally wed the girl had agreed entirely—that regular caning, as well as being often shared with other men, would produce the best results both in the marital chamber and out of it. Mrs. Frakes, therefore, when last John had heard from her husband, had learned both to go meekly over the whipping block in her bedchamber and to kneel respectfully before the pricks of her lord’s friends in the drawing room.

John knew, then, that with a submissive young lady such as Miss Joanna Middleton, the course proposed by his lordship would certainly produce satisfactory results. The look upon the girl’s face, however, as she no doubt contemplated having her anus given to another man—first, John imagined, Mark Shepard, and then in all probability John himself, for Doctor Brown would wish to observe Miss Middleton’s conduct under his valet’s penis—stirred something in the former soldier that made him think not only of Miss Burns but also of his residence at the duke’s school.

The girls under Miss Halton’s care there at Panton Castle all had fallen in some shameful amorous way. Most of these eighteen-year-olds had already received thorough chastisement for allowing a young man’s hand to travel beneath their petticoats, or for touching their little cunts in bed at night. Innocent as their society had kept them of erotic matters, they had had those terrible thrashings—usually the first of their lives—without truly understanding why. At the duke’s school, on the other hand, as these fallen girls’ bare bottoms became well used to the regular application of the punishment strap, they learned of fucking, and they underwent it—first under the cock of his grace himself and then enjoyed by his guests.

In the eyes of those pupils John had seen a consciousness of both their sin against polite society and their need to sin again. Something about being whipped before they understood the nature of their offense had brought about a special understanding not shared by young women who had not fallen in that manner. The first stirrings in her virginal cunt of such a girl’s longing for the prick had felt only like an itch that could not be scratched, and yet she had received a terrible thrashing for yielding to it, her bottom made an agony to her by the strap or the cane or even the horsewhip.

Then, at the school to which her benighted guardians had sent her, she was punished again, after she had learned to what majestic part of a natural man she must submit mouth, cunt, and anus when told to furnish her young body for his pleasure. The process made the duke’s girls’ blushes and protests at the thought of what their master might require of them provocative indeed. John had, while at Panton, often found himself compelled to take many a young lady over his knee in preparation for a night of being shared with another man, and spank her until she sobbed that she would have as many pricks in her bottom as the fusilier decided should enter there.

Miss Joanna Middleton, John thought now as he beheld her countenance upon the display of the second, larger bottom trainer that must receive into her anus and upon the hearing of his lordship’s question concerning the sharing of her tight little bottom-hole, had in her eyes that same consciousness of punished shame, with more punishment, and more shame, to come. John could not say, though, that he had seen in the duke’s girls a flushed cheek, a creased brow, or a bitten lip as moving as those upon Joanna’s face. Mrs. Mund’s terrible tutelage had wrought in her erstwhile companion an alarm at the idea of a man’s lewd way with a maid that could not have contrasted more urgently with her need to experience the exercise of her master’s phallic rights in their most extreme form.

Joanna looked at Doctor Brown intently, pleadingly, as if in hope that he might declare her bottom too small for sharing. The Scotsman did not respond to Lord Stephen’s question for the moment, but laid aside the second plug and turned his attention to the removal of the first, a procedure John found nearly as moving as the girl’s blushing visage—for of course Joanna’s blushes grew all the fiercer as she felt what the physician did.

“Now, Miss Middleton,” the physician said, “most girls find this element of their anal training rather embarrassing. Do not be ashamed, if you can help it. You must help me remove the device by pushing, as you would upon the commode. I can assure you that you will soil your trainers only very rarely, as you will learn when you begin to clean them yourself—as his lordship will no doubt require, if you should remain with him.”

“Indeed,” affirmed Lord Stephen, obviously content to wait for the answer to his question as to the sharing of the girl’s anus in order to enjoy the observation of the arousing little ceremony now underway. Joanna looked from her master to the doctor, her face now crimson to the neck. She emitted a sharp little cry as she felt Doctor Brown pull firmly upon the base of the plug.

“Even when you do dirty them, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said, “soap and water will make them good as new—and you will know that you should ask your master to administer a cleansing enema before he uses your anus with his penis that day.”

The physician pulled more insistently, and Joanna emitted a little sob as she did as she must, and expelled the black plug with a sound that made her close her eyes and bite her lip.

“That’s it, Miss Middleton. Well done. Now, before you forget that feeling, I shall insert the next size. There. Absorb it now. Yes, you can do it, my dear. I know it causes discomfort, but you will grow used to it in time.”

Joanna gasped and whimpered, arching her head back onto the mattress. Her anus had begun to learn, though, and John could see that she would receive the plug, about as thick around, at its broadest part, as his own sizable prick.

“My lord, she does well, does she not?” the doctor asked. “Rub the clitoris gently if you would, to reward her and to encourage her.”

“By all means,” said his lordship, reaching his hand down and caressing the adorable little cunt.

Joanna gave a different sort of cry and, just as John had felt certain she would, relaxed her bottom so that Doctor Brown could seat the bigger trainer firmly inside. The girl’s breath came in short pants, and John found that the look in her eyes of mingled need and humiliation, when she realized she had the whole thing in her bottom now, stiffened his cock to iron in an instant. Her backside surged, and she moaned in what seemed equal pain and pleasure.

“Well done, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said, his tone highly approving. “I would advise allowing her a climax, my lord. She is quite near to orgasm, unless I miss my guess.”

John glanced at Lord Stephen to see the nobleman’s face turned down, eyes alternating between Joanna’s face and the cunt that had made his fingers glisten in the twilight that had gathered as the girl’s anal training proceeded. His lordship addressed Joanna with his response, rather than Doctor Brown, saying softly, “Spend for me, now, darling. Spend with the trainer up your arse.”

The young woman’s spend grew very close, to judge from the helpless motion of her body and her sharp cries. To John’s surprise, the doctor spoke again, just before the final paroxysms of Joanna’s climax took hold of her.

“To answer your question concerning the lending of Miss Middleton’s anus, my lord, I must inform you that in accordance with the discretion granted me by the Society for the Correction of Natural Daughters, who have consented to take responsibility for her future happiness, I intend to bring Miss Middleton to London once you have deflowered her anus. I happily acknowledge your provisional right of the phallus over her, but her case is an interesting one, and I think she should be thoroughly used by several experienced men, in the convenient setting of the society’s clubhouse and under my close supervision—and under yours, of course, as well. Whether I recommend that she stay with you or be given to another natural man will depend upon my observations on that occasion.”

As Doctor Brown delivered himself of this opinion, Joanna yielded completely to the pleasure her master forced upon her. Her body, racked with spasms of pleasure, shook and surged in John’s and Mark’s hands. Looking at his fellow valet, John could discern that Mark Shepard knew to hold the girl tight and to allow her to feel herself restrained, as a means of increasing the pleasure that coursed through her lovely frame.

Lord Stephen regarded the doctor with knit brows as Joanna’s climax faded, leaving the girl exhausted on the mattress, her eyes closed in clear embarrassment at the lewd spectacle she had just made of herself. In his lordship’s gaze John saw the genius of Doctor Brown’s saving this declaration for the moment he had, when his unrivaled skill at making young ladies as erotically submissive as any man might imagine. Lord Stephen could not now deny that the Scotsman knew best, and he would have no choice but to accede to a pronouncement to which he might well have objected, earlier. The doctor had saved Joanna the interior conflict that sort of objection would inevitably have brought to her heart and mind.

“May my man Mark Shepard make one of that experienced company?” his lordship asked simply. “If so, we will travel up to town with Miss Middleton with a good will. I must insist upon the condition, though, for Mr. Shepard has served me loyally upon that basis, and his assistance in mastering young ladies has been invaluable to me.”

John looked over at Mark, whose lip had curled into a pleasant, if rather mischievous smile. The former fusilier found that he could not help liking Lord Stephen’s valet. Whatever the outcome of the trial to be made in London, he hoped to better his acquaintance with his fellow servant.

“Certainly, my lord,” replied Doctor Brown. “Indeed, he may begin the proceedings in the society’s erotic theater, where I purpose to hold the observation. I imagine you have promised Mr. Shepard the first use of the girl after your own?”

His lordship nodded, glancing over at his man to see whether Mark approved of his proceedings in this odd sort of negotiation.

“Indeed,” Lord Stephen confirmed. “I look forward very much to seeing him handle his prick in the incomparable fashion I have witnessed on many previous occasions.”

“Will Mr. Eliot be one of those to use Miss Joanna?” Mark himself asked unexpectedly. John felt his own smile break out at the question, and he winked at the other valet, across the lovely naked body between them.

“To be sure,” said Doctor Brown. “I consider Mr. Eliot one of the ablest of my cocksmen. Now, sirs, turn Miss Middleton upon her front, if you please. His lordship will replace the trainer with his penis now.”
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Lord Stephen’s prick had never, he thought, been stiffer than when he began to tug the hard black training plug out of Joanna’s little bottom. Something in the challenge Doctor Brown had just issued to his mastery of the girl, it seemed to his lordship, had caused his penis to rise as if in answer. He intended to show the physician and his valet how a natural man fucked an adorable young bottom, one well marked with the welts he himself had made with twelve strokes of the chastising rattan.

Joanna, on her knees with her face in the mattress and her hands alongside her knees, gave a tiny sob as she tried to expel the invader from her bottom.

“I can’t,” she wailed. “I can’t, my lord... it’s too big!”

“Hush, darling,” Lord Stephen murmured. “Be patient. You will push it out, and then you will take my cock. Lift your hands now and pull your bottom-cheeks apart. That will help.”

“Indeed,” Doctor Brown said. “A fine recommendation, my lord.”

Lord Stephen knew that the doctor, unlike so many men and women whom he encountered almost daily—Mrs. Mund for one salient example—had not intended to flatter him. When this Scottish philosopher of the boudoir issued a compliment, his lordship could tell, he meant it. The doctor had made a determination, had he not, of a kind extremely uncomplimentary to Lord Stephen, in announcing his opinion that they must all now remove to London?

The physician, it appeared now to his lordship, had waited until he felt certain that Lord Stephen Gaithwait possessed enough honor and natural feeling that force need not be employed in bringing Joanna away from her abductor. When Doctor Brown had discerned that his lordship wished not to ruin the girl utterly but rather to keep her as a submissive fucking piece, he had brought matters in the tower room to a pass where Lord Stephen had no choice—for both his own happiness and that of Joanna—to accede to his medical opinion, and consent to travel up to town, there perhaps to part with the girl for whom he now felt such a great affection.

Looking upon the bottom he would now fuck, rendered so very yielding by Doctor Brown’s ministrations, and hearing the little cries and whimpers that Joanna gave, of mingled alarm and need, his lordship pumped his cock and found he felt not the slightest resentment. Indeed, the prospect of lending Joanna not only to Mark, as he would have done very soon in any event, here in his tower room, but also to John Eliot and other cocksmen of the doctor’s choosing, made his lordship’s hardness leap a little in his hand. He saw in his mind’s eye the little theater in the London clubhouse, the lords and gentlemen—and perhaps even the ladies—gathered to behold the mutual fucking of Miss Joanna Middleton, fashionable slut and fucking piece currently of Lord Stephen Gaithwait.

The doctor’s compliment to his lordship’s gesture of having Joanna spread her own bottom, which the girl now did with a moving cry of shame, made Lord Stephen more cognizant of his mastery in this erotic moment, rather than less. Miss Joanna Middleton sobbed at that feeling, of being made to offer herself so wantonly for the unnatural practice her master would now enforce upon her, and his lordship smiled as he pulled more firmly on the big, hard plug in the girl’s little bottom.

With a sound that brought the crimson to Joanna’s cheeks once again, the device came free. Lord Stephen laid it next to the smaller trainer upon the mattress.

“Continue to hold your bottom open, darling,” he commanded, stroking her back and assuming his favorite position, behind a girl with her cunt and anus at his command beneath him. “I am going to have a brief fuck in your sweet cunny before I open your bottom’s pretty flower on my cock.”

His lordship did not wait for Doctor Brown’s approval, for as he rubbed the head of his penis in the soft furrow of Joanna’s cunt he felt how much she needed him in the slick arousal of the velvet folds and heard it in the whispered, “Oh, please,” she shared, it almost seemed, with the mattress alone.

Lord Stephen pressed inside his lovely young lady and felt his manhood gripped in the pleasurable tightness of the nearly virginal sheath. So heavenly did Joanna’s cunt feel that his lordship began to fuck hard and fast from the moment he entered her.

Joanna cried out as his lordship’s muscular hips pounded her punished bottom, and only then did Lord Stephen know why his irrepressible instinct had told him to fuck that masterful way from the beginning: he knew his young lady’s response to it would demonstrate her need for him, and he knew Doctor Brown must hear it. Yes, they would go up to London, and there the doctor would evaluate his lordship’s mastery. But even should the philosopher decide that for her own good Miss Joanna Middleton must become the lady-wife, the fucking piece, or even the whore of another man, Lord Stephen would know that she belonged with him—not merely as his plaything but as his own lady. His lordship needed neither Brown nor Anti-Brown to tell him that, for Joanna herself made it entirely plain in the way her body responded to his mastery.

His lordship’s difficulty now lay in the sheer physical excitement building in his body as he fucked the girl and felt her move under him. She thrust her bottom back and moaned loud, shuddered, whined.

“Did you spend, naughty girl?” Lord Stephen demanded in a voice that sounded thick in his ears. He held Joanna’s hips firmly, thrust hard, slowed his rhythm not at all.

“Oh, please... I am... I’m sorry, my lord...” Her back arched and she clutched convulsively at her pretty bottom-cheeks, running her fingers along the marks of the cane as if the soreness there added to her wild pleasure.

“You may spend as much as you like, when my cock is inside you, darling, from henceforth,” his lordship said, and felt her cunt clench around his driving penis so deliciously that it drew a grunt from his chest. Joanna cried out, and now he felt he knew exactly what her climaxes looked and sounded like: she had found another one, and it almost pushed Lord Stephen over the cliff of his own.

He stopped his motions, though, holding himself deep inside, listening to his young lady’s sobs of pleasure. For a moment he became conscious of his audience: Doctor Brown and the two valets, watching this glorious act of carnal passion. He heard Mark say something under his breath to John Eliot, and John Eliot respond in the same low voice. The words could not be made out, but Mark’s tone of admiration and envy came across, as did the assent of the doctor’s servant.

“Your cunt, darling,” he said softly to Joanna, “is a wonderful place to fuck, but I must have all of you now. Prepare yourself, if you please.”

Lord Stephen drew his prick from Joanna’s vagina, noting with great satisfaction how her need had made the shaft glisten with the lewd preparation for her tightest place that she herself had bestowed on her master’s phallus. His lordship placed the fluted head of his sizable cock against the puckered hole that tightened and relaxed as Joanna clutched the two round cheeks that bore his marks. Leaning forward, he began to push in, as his girl gave a sob at being made to have him there, where until Mrs. Mund’s singular lesson in the way of a man with a maid, she had never imagined she might have to accept a lover’s will.

The knob entered, a sight so moving that Lord Stephen felt he might spend in an instant. The tightness of her anus gripped his prick like a glove, the pleasure almost stealing his wits.

“There, darling,” he breathed. “Such a good girl. Now take more.”

Joanna cried out in passionate discomfort as the penis pressed into her young bottom, her little arsehole yielding to the masculine bulk. Part of his lordship wanted to be as gentle as he could in her most private place, while the urgency of his need demanded that he fuck the girl’s bottom hard and deep, taking his cock’s pleasure as he liked. The idea flitted into his mind that Doctor Brown might find this or that way of enjoying a feminine anus more worthy of the natural man, but Lord Stephen found he cared not a bit: he would fuck Miss Joanna Middleton’s pert eighteen-year-old bottom as he liked.

His lordship took her hands from her backside, then, and held her wrists as he began to use the anus properly, his hips thrusting further and further with each inward stroke. Joanna gave a little whimpering cry at each thrust. The pleasure of her pretty, well-caned cheeks around Lord Stephen’s penis, and against his lap, quickly grew so great that he knew he must spend.

“I shall put my seed in you, girl, in just a moment,” he growled. “Shall you like that?”

Joanna shuddered, and seemed to struggle a little, but Lord Stephen sensed she did so to allow herself a greater release. “Oh... please... my lord...” she moaned, throwing her head back.

“Shall you like it, Joanna?” his lordship asked again more sternly, his hips still moving steadily back and forth, his cock still surging in and out of her prim little arse.

“Yes!” she cried, then, “Oh, no!” as if her shame at having affirmed that part of her liked having a penis in her bottom had grown too great, and finally, “Yes,” again, in a whisper.

Lord Stephen thrust into her one final time, and gave his own shout as the seed spurted out of him in a spend as great as any he had ever known.

“Very pretty, my lord,” commented the doctor behind him. “I have no doubt whatever now that you are a true specimen of the natural man.”

His lordship did not turn to look at the physician. Perhaps, he thought, he should feel gratified by these words of praise, but now, with his prick beginning to soften in his wonderful young lady’s bottom, they seemed beside the point. He placed first Joanna’s left wrist, then her right, gently upon the bed, then helped her get upon her elbows.

“My lord?” Joanna asked in a tiny voice. Lord Stephen knew precisely what she wanted, and what he wanted for her. He reached his right hand down under her hips, and began to caress her, his cock still gripped pleasurably in her anus, which contracted around him now as the girl gave a gasp, and then a cry of helpless pleasure.

Doctor Brown spoke again. “I wish to be certain, my lord, that my hesitation in declaring Miss Middleton to be most benefited by remaining with you does not leave you under the impression that I have the slightest doubt of your intentions or your abilities—indeed, what you are now doing to her clitoris convinces me you are well qualified to train young ladies in the proper submission to the right of the phallus.”

His lordship’s fingertips slipped deliciously around the tiny bud of Joanna’s pleasure, and she moaned softly, her hips riding his hand and the penis still half-erect in her sweet, no longer virginal, bottom.

“Do you hear that, darling?” Lord Stephen murmured, bending down to say it in her ear. “Do you believe me well qualified to play with a naughty girl’s cunny?”

With a cry of ecstasy and a great shudder, Joanna seemed to affirm, in her climax, precisely that. As she spent, Lord Stephen kept speaking to her, and his words seemed to make the girl’s pleasure go on and on.

“Yes, I shall take you up to town, and there you shall be fucked upon a stage, by Mr. Mark Shepard, and Mr. John Eliot, and by as many other men as the good doctor shall choose. Shall you like that, Miss Middleton? To be fucked before me by so many hard pricks?”

Joanna did not answer in words, but her bucking hips seemed to provide an ever greater yes, until at last Lord Stephen withdrew his cock from her lovely bottom and let her sink exhausted to the bed.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
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They blindfolded Joanna to lead her onto the stage of the little theater.

“You shall not know who fucks you,” said a masculine voice she had never heard before, after the doctor had put the silken mask over her eyes, and led her from his chambers along a corridor and down a stairway, “until they have used you as shall best please them.”

Back at Gaithwait Castle, five hours earlier, Lord Stephen had—as he had promised—allowed Joanna to don her chemise after he had fucked her bottom. Then, however, Mark Shepard had merely cast a cloak over her to carry her to the closed coach that then had brought them to London, Joanna sleeping fitfully most of the way with her head upon his lordship’s shoulder.

In town, with the sounds of the city around her, Mark Shepard and John Eliot had bundled her out of the coach and into an elegant and imposing but otherwise unremarkable building. This edifice, it seemed, housed the wicked society now charged with disposing of Joanna. They had taken away the cloak. Then, in the foyer of the club, only yards from the London street, with several men standing about conversing with one another and taking little notice at first of the new arrivals, Doctor Brown had told her to remove the chemise.

“Young ladies who come here for this sort of trial are not permitted clothing,” the doctor had said.

Trembling, Joanna had begged that an exception might be made, had pleaded with Lord Stephen that he had allowed her the chemise, had promised she might wear it.

“You must do as you are told, Joanna,” his lordship had said sternly, and then he had nodded to Mark. The valet had stooped and pulled the chemise up, as the conversation around her had ceased. Joanna had felt her cheeks flare, hot and red, as the men turned to look at her bare cunny. Desperate to have it over with, she had put her hands above her head, then, and Mark had taken the chemise all the way off.

“Lord Stephen Gaithwait, is it?” a man behind her had said. “Didn’t know you were one of our number. She’s a pretty piece. Had that pert little arse yet? I see you’ve had to flog her.”

“Your grace,” Lord Stephen had said. “I am rejoiced to see you. Yes—I fucked this sweet bottom for the first time only a few hours ago.” Joanna had closed her eyes and bit her lip as she felt his lordship’s hand stroke the marks his cane had made, wondering how she could feel so degraded and so valued at once.

“Here for a trial, then, I gather,” the unknown duke had said. “I suppose I shall see you in the theater, and get a look for myself at how the girl behaves with the prick up her bum. I look forward to it! Doctor Brown, good day. Fine work as always. Fine work.”

Now she sensed that she must be upon the stage. The Misses Pettigrew had delighted in treading the boards of the tiny stage in their village assembly hall, and Joanna had often stood behind a velvet curtain with them, ready to perform a scene from Shakespeare or even Sophocles. Despite the blindfold upon her eyes, she sensed around her naked form the space of the stage and felt the peculiar movement of the stage boards beneath her bare feet.

She gave a little cry as she felt a masculine hand upon her bottom, urging her a few steps forward and to her right.

“Doctor Brown?” she whispered. “My lord?”

The unknown man’s voice said, “They are not here, now, slut. Reach your hand out to touch the bench that stands upon your right side.”

Trembling, Joanna obeyed, and felt the padded leather top of what seemed a sturdy piece of furniture.

“We shall bind you upon there in a few moments, for your fucking,” said the voice. “For now you will stand as you are, your right hand on the bench. Put your left hand behind your back. Good girl.”

This expectant posture, together with the promise of what would happen next, made Joanna feel as if she had a part to play in a shameful drama. The tension in her left shoulder made her feel already restrained, while the smooth, cool leather beneath her right hand seemed to threaten her with unknown lewd acts even as it steadied her stance.

Then she heard Doctor Brown’s voice, muffled by the curtain in front of her, upon the other side of which he must be standing. The doctor spoke in the tone of a lecturer: a philosopher presenting the results of an interesting experiment.

“My lords and gentlemen,” he said, “in a moment we shall draw the curtain back to reveal Miss Joanna Middleton, a lovely young woman, no longer virgin thanks to the exercise of natural masculine rights by Lord Stephen Gaithwait, who abducted her a few days ago, following her flight from the employ of a certain Mrs. Mund. I myself observed the girl as she underwent first coitus in her vagina and then, not much later, in her anus. She had previously received his lordship’s penis in her mouth on more than one occasion.”

Joanna tried to pretend at first that Doctor Brown spoke of another girl, or perhaps of no real person whatsoever. She found, though, that the doctor’s clinical mode of speech made her shame at how she had been fucked by a nobleman in his tower room, fucked in her mouth and her cunny and her bottom-hole, all the greater. Her knees trembled, and then to her dismay she felt the warmth between her thighs begin to answer the heat in her face.

“Miss Middleton’s behavior under sexual use has necessitated some discipline. You will see that the buttocks bear the evidence of a severe caning Lord Stephen was forced to administer after an attempt at escape. This does not in itself present a difficulty in awarding the girl to him as a personal concubine, for enjoyment of her body at his discretion. I found his method of discipline sound and the naturalness of his regard for Miss Middleton’s welfare exemplary. The young lady’s history, however, with the widow Mund to whom I previously adverted, who spanked Miss Middleton regularly and provided an unusual variety of sexual education of which you shall hear more in a few moments, has led me to bring the girl here for a trial of her needs.”

Joanna felt her brow crease as she considered this phrase. What needs, she wondered, were to be tried? The blush in her cheeks, and the heat down below, flared again. She knew in a wanton moment that Doctor Brown meant her need for flogging and for fucking, and he meant that because of her shameful history stricter measures must be taken. Miss Joanna Middleton might well possess those lascivious needs to so great, so wicked, a degree that some sterner method even than lewd, abject sexual service to the libertine Lord Stephen must be imposed upon her.

“If the curtain could be drawn, now,” the doctor said. Joanna heard the creaking of pulleys, then felt the warmth of footlights and the greater movement of air. The Society for the Correction of Natural Daughters maintained a fine system of central heat, at least, it seemed to Joanna from the comfortable temperature. She imagined that given the society’s activities Doctor Brown must have insisted upon it. Joanna tried desperately to concentrate on these thoughts concerning practical matters so that she could keep from her mind’s eye the picture of a lovely eighteen-year-old girl, blonde tresses free down her back, naked and blushing in front of an audience of men who had come to see her fucked.

“You see, gentlemen, the young lady’s beauty. Mrs. Mund, whose own brief marital experience seems to have left her deeply conflicted about her husband’s exercise of the right of the phallus, saw fit to make Miss Middleton expose these charms on the occasion of the final spanking the widow administered. Miss Middleton, I should like you to describe in your own words what Mrs. Mund told you.”

Joanna’s lips parted, of their own accord, as if her body felt so bound to obey now that her mouth assumed her mind would have a flow of words at its disposal, when Doctor Brown bid her speak, about even the most humiliating subjects. That obedience extended so far, indeed, that Joanna even uttered a single syllable.

“I...” she said.

“Pray speak up, Miss Middleton,” the doctor said. “I know it is an unusual circumstance to stand here before gentlemen in this fashion, but I assure you we are here for the sake of your happiness.”

“I...” Joanna said again, and then to her surprise her mind did supply words. “That is to say, she—Mrs. Mund—told me that her husband...” Joanna’s face got even hotter, but she forged on, feeling that Doctor Brown must be right concerning her needs, for only a girl with such needs could say the things she said before a company of men. She heard her voice becoming louder—brazen, even. “That he fucked her in a wicked way. He... he made her suck his penis, he bent her over for fucking, he fucked her bottom, and he gave her to his friends for fucking with their big, stiff pricks.”

She heard murmurs of admiration from masculine voices in the theater, and a few appreciative chuckles, as if her boldness surprised and delighted them. How many men were there? Twenty? Thirty? They wouldn’t all fuck her, though, would they? Her whole body went hot at the notion.

Doctor Brown spoke again. “You see, I suspect, the uniqueness of the situation. Mrs. Mund spanked the girl with an ivory hairbrush through the entirety of this narration, it seems. Later, when she had come into Lord Stephen’s possession—I was present for the event myself, gentlemen—Miss Middleton requested his lordship to spank her with that same hairbrush.”

Joanna felt her eyes go wide under the blindfold as she remembered. She could hardly believe she had said that, that she had wanted that—but now, here on stage, she felt she wanted it again: wanted his lordship to come onto the boards and spank her with the hairbrush to punish her for the shameful things she had just said, and show these men that she belonged to him.

“And now you see the effect the recollection has upon the girl,” said the doctor. “Miss Middleton, please stimulate your clitoris for the audience, now, with your right hand.” He addressed the audience again, then. “I wish Miss Middleton to cause her vagina to lubricate, so that Lord Stephen’s valet, Mr. Mark Shepard, may use her there, as his lordship promised. Please observe her conduct closely, as she masturbates, and as she undergoes coitus with Mr. Shepard and then with my own man, Mr. John Eliot. Go ahead, Miss Middleton. If you do not do as you are told, Lord Stephen will have to spank you.”

Joanna lifted her hand from the top of the bench, her mind reeling with the thoughts Doctor Brown had awakened, the memories of Mrs. Mund and Lord Stephen’s tower room. Her cunny ached, and the idea of touching herself there, where she needed it the most, brought the fingers closer, made them flutter as if they could already press and rub the way Lord Stephen loved to do. But then the hand clenched, and she felt her face crumple.

“I...” she said, the brazenness departed from her voice.

The doctor spoke. “My lord, if you please.”

Joanna gave a little cry as she heard and felt heavy footsteps upon the stage. “No, please,” she said, turning toward them, her left hand joining her right in front of her to beseech him.

“Hush, darling,” she heard her master’s voice say. “You know you need this.”

She heard Doctor Brown’s voice again, speaking to the audience, “Observe Miss Middleton’s dilemma. Her vagina longs for vigorous use, but the singular lesson given by her benighted former employer makes it impossible for her to masturbate in public. Instead, she invites the return of the hairbrush to her young bottom, as painful as it will be.”

“I shall bind her, my lord,” said the unknown voice that had first brought her onto the stage.

Joanna cried out, sobbed, as rough hands bent her over and secured her waist, her wrists, her knees in stout leather straps. The bench had a place to kneel, and a downward tilt, so that Joanna’s torso sloped toward the stage, her thighs apart so that she knew anyone could see her smooth cunny. With a flare of heat above and below, she realized, too, that anyone could fuck her there, as well, or possess her bottom with his prick—or, indeed, could come to the other side and impose his hardness upon her mouth and thrust in and out until he made her swallow his seed.

The picture of herself, blindfolded and bound to this article of furniture, came to fill the blackness behind her eyelids so vividly that Joanna moaned, her back arching, wanting despite every stricture of conventional morality to show the terrible need they had all awakened in her: Mrs. Mund, Lord Stephen, and Doctor Brown.

“Yes, darling,” Lord Stephen said. “Show us.”

Then he brought the hairbrush down, and the straps that bound Joanna to the bench made it so much easier to give herself to the lesson her master taught that she almost cried in triumph instead of in agony. For it did hurt, terribly, the cane welts still feeling sore and their sting together with the dull pain of the ivory making her whole bottom blaze with pain.

But she could writhe within her bonds, because that was what they were for, and she could whimper and sob and yet she had no choice: she had to accept the consequences of not touching herself, when those who owned her had commanded that shameful act.

His lordship spanked her hard, but slowly, twelve times, until she hung her head and sobbed.

“Unbind her right hand,” she heard him say. “She must play with her cunt as the doctor desires.”

Someone did loose that hand, and Joanna instantly thrust it under her hips, her fingertips rubbing frantically exactly where she needed it most, to make the smart of the punishment become the terrible pleasure she felt now she knew all too well. She cried out, and spent, and spent again.

“Hello, miss,” a voice said in front of her, above her. Mark Shepard stood there, and picturing him, smelling now his manly smell, like Lord Stephen’s but earthier, perhaps, feeling his prick’s head brush her lips, she spent again, and opened her mouth.

“There, miss,” she heard the valet say in a thick voice that she knew meant her mouth upon the silky skin that covered his hardness made him feel very good. “Keep on touching yourself. You’re a good girl, aren’t you, no matter what the widow says? Now suck sweetly while his lordship fucks your cunt and your arse to get you ready for me.”

It all began to blend together, then. Lord Stephen in her cunny; Lord Stephen in her bottom. Mark Shepard enjoying the same places, with the bench creaking under his greater weight as he pounded her bottom. John Eliot’s longer, thinner prick in her mouth as Mark finished in her anus. The sudden knowledge that they had trained her bottom very well, among them, for when John had her there, he praised his ride greatly.

The unknown man in her mouth, her cunt, her bottom, as Lord Stephen murmured in her ear during the fucking, “Good girl,” and the deep voice said, “Yes, she is good.”

Doctor Brown saying, “The man inside you now, Miss Middleton, is the arbiter appointed by the society. Arbiter, shall she be awarded to Lord Stephen Gaithwait?”

The thrusting in her bottom, hard, so that Joanna cried out as she heard the voice say, just before she felt his prick spurt, “She shall indeed.”

Then Lord Stephen saying, “I wish her to spend upon three pricks. I shall have the bottom, seated in the chair. Mr. Eliot, Mark, clean yourselves if you please, so that you may have the cunt and the mouth.”

The words made so little sense to Joanna that when they released her from the bench and lifted her up, she had not the slightest idea of what awaited her. They turned her, bent her, and carried her in a seated position a few yards, and then she heard her master say, “There, Joanna. Put her right on my prick. Darling, reach down and open your arse for me.”

Then she cried out, for having obeyed and opened her well-spanked bottom-cheeks, those carrying her lowered her so that the head of Lord Stephen’s cock came right up against the little flower, so experienced now but still narrow and a little sore. She pulled her backside farther apart, and then the penis had come inside her, and his lordship’s hands were under her bottom, making her go up and down in little movements that filled her more with each downward jerk, and made her whimper over and over.

She heard a creak next to her, on her right side, as if there were a tall piece of wooden furniture, and a heavy man had climbed it, and then she had Mark Shepard’s cock at her lips and she had to take it in, and suck the way she already knew he liked, tenderly and respectfully.

Then she shouted around that big penis, for one of Lord Stephen’s hands had come around to her front, and opened her poor little cunny so that someone else... John Eliot... with his long prick, could slide into her, so that she spent, and spent again, just at the feeling of all the cocks inside her.

“There, Joanna,” his lordship said. “Now you have learned, I hope, how natural a girl you are.”

––––––––
[image: image]


The End
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Innocence Examined

Sir Gerald is having great difficulties with Caroline, his eighteen-year-old ward. He has always been a doting guardian, shielding young Caroline from the truth about the differences between men and women and what they do behind closed doors. But now Caroline has become much too curious for her own good, to the point where he must bring himself to punish her repeatedly for hiding in closets in an attempt to witness the pleasures he takes with his mistress.

At his wit’s end, Sir Gerald calls upon the services of Dr. Reginald Brown and his colleague Dr. James Fairleigh. After a thorough, intimate examination, the physicians decide that since Caroline is of age, it would be appropriate for her to become acquainted with the pleasures a man can bring a woman. Instead of marrying her off to someone who won’t give her the freedom Sir Gerald can afford, the men decide that Dr. Fairleigh will personally oversee young Caroline’s erotic education.

After Caroline is made to observe Sir Gerald’s couplings for the first time, however, her wide-eyed innocence stirs Dr. Fairleigh far more than he thought possible. When she implores him to take care of her, the young doctor finds himself promising that he will. Before he knows it, she has utterly claimed his heart, and he can’t imagine her being given to anyone else. But can he rescue Caroline from Sir Gerald’s plans for her before it is too late?

Buy on Amazon
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The Duke’s School for Young Ladies

When her governess catches eighteen-year-old Anne Solmes in the act of pleasuring herself, Mr. and Mrs. Solmes conclude that drastic action is required. Anne soon finds herself on her way to Miss Halton’s Preparatory Academy for Girls, a school founded by the famously strict Duke of Panton for the correction of young women of marriageable age. The girls of Miss Halton’s have disgraced themselves, but their future prospects may still be salvaged by means of proper discipline and training. Anne quickly discovers that her new schoolmistress will not tolerate disobedience, and that punishments for misbehavior are both harsh and humiliating.

Though he samples the pleasures his position offers, the duke does not keep the girls of the academy for himself. It is not long before one of the duke’s associates, a handsome, dominant gentleman in his own right, seems ready to ask for Anne’s hand. But is Anne prepared to spend a lifetime with a man who expects her obedience to his every demand and who will not hesitate to punish and pleasure her as he sees fit, no matter how deeply she might blush at his mastery of her body?

Buy on Amazon
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The Lord’s Scandalous Bride

When she is sent by her employer to the room of his esteemed guest, Lord Nele Lourcy, with the expectation that she will submit to him in any way he pleases, Susan Grant has no idea what is in store for her. To her surprise, she soon finds herself not only receiving a humiliating bare-bottom spanking, but confessing to years of naughtiness and wanton behavior as well.

Lord Nele Lourcy is not the type of man who would be expected to take more than a passing interest in a girl like Susan Grant, but as she pours out her story to him he feels all but compelled to make her his own. He takes her in his arms and vows to guide her back to the path of virtue, chastising her firmly when needed but rewarding her obedience with pleasure unlike anything she has felt before.

Neither Nele’s family nor the rest of London society respond kindly to a lord taking a fallen woman as his bride, however, and soon the unlikely couple are forced to flee to America. But when danger follows them across the ocean, will Nele decide that Susan isn’t worth the trouble, or will he keep her at his side—and in his bed—no matter the scandal it creates?

Buy on Amazon
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The Modesty Cure

Desperate to escape an unwanted marriage to an unsavory man, eighteen-year-old Amanda Eaker is delighted when James Coventry, a handsome gentleman with powerful connections, promises to rescue her. But after she is spirited away in his carriage late at night, Amanda soon learns that James has very specific plans for her, and those plans leave no room for her modesty.

Amanda is to be enrolled in a unique school run by James’ friend Dr. Reginald Brown, whose specialty is teaching particularly innocent brides to surrender their bodies fully to the men who will be their husbands. Her protests upon being informed of this merely earn Amanda a sound spanking on her bare bottom, and before long she is blushing crimson as she is led naked from James’ carriage into the school that will be her home until he makes her his wife.

Though it seems that each new lesson from James and Dr. Brown is more shameful than the last, Amanda finds that submitting to her future husband’s practiced dominance is more pleasurable than she could have ever imagined. But will a modest girl like Amanda ever truly be ready to offer herself completely to the man she has grown to love?

Buy on Amazon
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His Blushing Rose

When she comes of age, it is made clear to beautiful, innocent orphan Rose Hale that she will soon be required to surrender her innocence to the esteemed gentleman Julius Summersby, a suitor personally selected by her guardian. Though she is initially delighted to be courted by such a powerful, handsome man, it isn’t long before Rose is shocked to find herself stripped bare and put on shameful display during an outing with her future husband.

Rose’s reluctance to submit to Julius’ demands earns her a painful, humiliating strapping on her bare bottom, but his mastery of her body arouses her intensely and she is left longing for more as he claims her in every way.

Despite his strict discipline, Rose looks forward to the day Julius will make her his bride, and she jumps at the opportunity to take up residence nearer to him. But when she arrives in London, Rose discovers that his plans for her have changed dramatically and she will be no more than a mistress. With her reputation already all but ruined, can she dare to hope that a better man will rescue her?

Buy on Amazon
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Examined and Corrected

After she is caught in the midst of a scandalous indiscretion, eighteen-year-old Ginevra Audley is soundly birched in front of her finishing school classmates and then brought to Dr. Reginald Brown for further correction.

She is made to strip completely and display herself shamefully before the stern doctor, and when she is disobedient during the intimate, humiliating examination, Ginevra is punished in the most embarrassing of ways. Once Dr. Brown is finished with her, Ginerva is handed over to a handsome young gentleman who will train her thoroughly and then take her as his bride.

Buy on Amazon
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Reforming Rebecca

When eighteen-year-old Rebecca Adams spends the summer as the guest of a respected noblewoman, her promiscuity quickly becomes problematic for her host. In the hopes of avoiding an embarrassing public incident, the services of Dr. Reginald Brown are called upon, and the esteemed physician wastes no time in conducting an intimate, humiliating examination to determine the appropriate course of treatment for Rebecca’s wanton behavior.

Upon completion of his examination, Dr. Brown concludes that the headstrong girl is in urgent need of firm correction, and to Rebecca’s shock the man chosen for the task is James Oakes, an up-and-coming member of the household staff. In spite of her shame and indignation at being stripped bare and spanked soundly by a common footman, James’ stern dominance leaves Rebecca quivering with desire, and when he claims her hard and thoroughly it is better than anything she has experienced before. But will he prove up to the task of mastering her properly?

Buy on Amazon
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Kept for Training

After her wagon train is attacked, eighteen-year-old Alice Rhodes flees for her life and manages to reach the town of Brownsville, Nebraska. But it doesn’t take long for Alice to discover that Brownsville is no ordinary frontier settlement, and on the very next day she is stripped bare, shamefully examined by the local doctor, and placed in a special school where she will be trained to surrender her virgin body completely to the man who will eventually claim her.

Though it leaves her blushing crimson when she is birched for any disobedience and made to please the men of the town in the most humiliating of ways, Alice finds herself drawn to Joe Smithers, the rugged, handsome pioneer at whose home she initially arrived. But before he can claim her, Joe will need to demonstrate publicly that he is prepared to well and truly master her.

Buy on Amazon
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His Bride’s Shameful Training

Eighteen-year-old Leticia Stewart will soon be married to Sir Henry Vexin, the strict gentleman who has been her guardian since she came of age, but first she must be properly trained. Though Sir Henry’s plans for Leticia will often leave her blushing with shame, she will also frequently find herself quivering with need as her beautiful body is thoroughly and skillfully mastered.

To help prepare his young bride for her new role, Sir Henry enlists the aid of Dr. Reginald Brown, and when Leticia refuses to undress for the respected physician’s examination she is soundly spanked. But it is only after she is caught in a scandalous act with her beautiful young maid that Leticia truly learns what it means to be punished in the most intimate way possible.

Buy on Amazon
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Properly Theirs

After she is terribly rude to a gentleman with powerful connections, eighteen-year-old debutante Caroline Montgomery’s prospects for a suitable marriage are placed in great jeopardy. If she is to have any chance for a decent match, her prideful impertinence must be punished so severely and shamefully that she is left completely humbled and properly trained to please her future husband.

To accomplish this task, Caroline’s guardian calls upon the aid of the famous Dr. Brown, and soon enough the beautiful, headstrong young lady has been stripped bare, intimately examined, and firmly chastised. But it will take much more than a sore, thoroughly caned bottom to ensure that such a wayward girl is appropriately penitent, and Caroline’s correction has only just begun.

Over the coming days, her beautiful, virgin body will be claimed, used, and shared by four stern, handsome gentleman and one strict, beautiful lady, and by the time they are finished she will truly understand how it feels to quiver with need and burn with humiliation at the same time.

Buy on Amazon
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More Stormy Night Books by Emily Tilton
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The Count’s Discipline

Geoffrey’s Rules

Tamed by the Highlander

Their Firm Men

Bought and Trained

Bred by the Spartans

Her Doctor’s Orders

An Extreme Marriage

Breaking Abigail

At Leo’s Command

Her True Lord’s Claim

The Emperor’s New Pony

The Outlaw’s Daughter

Old-Fashioned Values

Stolen by Her Master

Under His Watch

Trained at the Castle

Her Shameful Audition

An Indecent Awakening

Saved by the Highlander

Controlling Caitlin

A Punishment Exam for Jane

Buying His Mate

Subjugated

Bought by the Doctor

Bound and Initiated

An Indecent Voyage

The Sergeant’s Claim

A Legacy of Dominance

Thoroughly Trained

Shared by the Barbarians

A Wife’s Correction

Begging to Be Owned

His City Girl

Governing His Bride

Reformed for the Senator

A Punishment Marriage

In Loco Parentis

Drastic Measures

Their Wayward Wives

His Little Troublemaker

Five Naughty Little Girls

Claimed by the Machine

A Concubine for the Trillionaire

The Immortal’s Pet

Tamed by the Sheikh

The Correctional Program

Taken from School

His Old-Fashioned World

The Oak Street Method: Wendy

The Billionaire and the Wedding Planner

Shared by the Billionaires

The Oak Street Method: Ginnie

Her Old-Fashioned Husbands

The Mercenary’s Girl

Sold to the Billionaire

In Need of a Master

The Oak Street Method: Frankie and Mary

Trained by the Trillionaire

Theirs to Use

The Oak Street Method: Heather

Shamed

Shameful Surrender

The Oak Street Method: Renee

A Shameful Punishment

Under Alien Influence

A Shameful Experiment
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Emily Tilton Links
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You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her blog, her Twitter account, her Facebook page, and her Goodreads profile, using the following links:

http://etiltonexplorations.blogspot.com/

https://twitter.com/ETiltonExp

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton
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