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Prologue

Dr. Hesselius

With tremendous
excitement and heart-rending reluctance, I present a most
mysterious set of circumstances which occurred a great many years
ago. Excitement, because the story is both thrilling and
titillating. Reluctance, because I fear that those closest to me
will fear me mad, deluded or both. I say in my defense that the
story is unverifiable and despite various accounts from alleged eye
witnesses, still vacillates between stark fact and twisted fantasy
in both the outer world and in my innermost realms.

Originally, the erotic tales I eavesdropped
on as a child were but arousing rumors from the mouths of common
villagers. Small-minded people who shudder as they masturbate under
the covers in their darkened bedrooms. Still, those legends haunted
me through my second decade of life. Whispers in the courtyards,
gossip in the gardens. I dismissed such stories as fantasies for a
cold winter’s eve.

As I reached manhood, I realized that most
erotic legend germinates in some form from fact. The stories do not
die but stay alive, as a new generation takes root and embraces
them.

By the time I finished my education and began
my practice, the legends were stored in the back recesses of my
mind.

But fate, as it will, intervened, persuading
me to recall the stories yet again. And then I discovered a most
wondrous collection of papers, squirreled away in a dank box that
had circulated at more than one auction some months back. Whatever
compelled me to offer a bid on it, I cannot say. Along with the
dusty parchments within, there was but a painting, of a woman, the
woman who relayed this most fascinating tale to me, which I now
recount for your pleasure and terror. She is a beauty, with hair
the color of golden rod and shockingly clear blue eyes which betray
a wisdom beyond her years. The eyes speak of mystery, and
yearning.

I purchased the box and the items within it
for a small amount. No one cared much for the portrait of a pretty
girl nor the moldy papers. Some of those papers gave a history: she
was the daughter of a General killed in battle and was raised in a
castle in Styria by a stern English guardian, Martin Miller—none of
them are of any importance in these times, to be certain. She is
called, quite simply, Laura. But something of that face, that clear
eyed gaze, sent shudders rippling along my spine.

I hung Laura’s portrait in my bedroom and
nearly forgot about the rest of the contents as I gazed at her
beauty both upon waking and as I drifted into sleeping. I watched
those painted eyes, my hands rubbing along my cock’s shank, cupping
my balls, imagining those plump young lips wet, sucking tight my
hardness. I stared into that face, imagining lily white hands
fondling my nipples, firmly clutching my shaft. My hands were her
hands, my hands were her lips, her glistening quiff. I thought
about how hard and round those youthful nipples would be, how my
tongue would dart ‘round them, my lips pursing them until they were
like pebbles on a beach of milky white. Then I would think about
her womanly hips, the hour-glass curve with a full plump ass that I
could cup in my hands as I penetrated the soft golden curls between
her legs. I could almost feel her warmth and wetness, could almost
hear her gentle moans in my ear, as if her spirit was carried in to
me on a passing breeze.

The picture haunted me, consumed me for days,
weeks. I could not see to my practice and let it deteriorate. I
could only lay in my bed, or stand close to her face, staring,
stroking myself. I found that I craved soft, gentle materials to
comfort me in my obsession. I ordered the finest silk sheets for my
bed, satin handkerchiefs for my nose, velvet trousers that felt
like a warm furry animal which I petted almost continuously as I
languished in my four poster.

The servants were ordered to fill my room
with flowers. Yellow and blue posies to match her hair and eyes.
Their pungent perfume filled me with thoughts of the dead Laura,
and the secrets behind her eyes.

One day as I lay stroking my hardness, my
hands cupping my balls, my mind racing with thoughts of her warm,
moist mouth sucking my hardness and licking my sacs, her finger
worming its way into my bottom hole, I could almost feel her
presence. I closed my eyes shut, my hand pulled faster, a warm fire
burned in my belly. I felt as if she were there, licking my
nipples, kissing me with those full pink lips. She was in me,
around me, I smelt her sweet perfume. My urgency grew as I writhed
on the bed, wanting her there with me, craving her. My penis was
harder than it had ever been, a wooden shaft prepared to spear her
soft warm cunny. I wrapped the silk sheet around it, willing her
there with me, for her legs to be wrapped around my hips, her
breasts bobbing before my eyes. I cried and moaned, lost in my
fantasy, my mind racing faster than ever before as I could nearly
feel her flesh against mine. I came with a shout, spilling my seed
over my satin sheets.

As I lay panting, I somehow came to my senses
and realized that I could not spend any more time like this or my
practice and therefore my life would end in ruin.

To ease myself from my bedroom, to turn my
obsessive thoughts from the portrait and my hand, I sifted through
the papers in the box. There I discovered a new glean to the legend
that had followed me throughout my life. The script of what I
discovered to be Laura’s diary was neat and precise, revealing no
doubt a delicate hand and a quick, intelligent mind.

As I read and re-read, how I grew to love the
long-dead Laura and the intriguing tale she wove. I studied the
diary nightly, after tending to my patients, fondling my satin
scarf to avoid fondling myself as I read by candlelight.

At first I thought she must be weaving some
fantastical tale, but the more I read and reread, the more I
believed that she was relaying the truth. At least, the truth as
she experienced it unfolding.

Examining and reexamining her journal in
ever-more meticulous detail, I was spellbound, realizing that at
last I could remember the myth that had been haunting me like a
not-quite-seen apparition for thirty five years. I knew then that
her eyes had been imploring me to carry on her story in her death
so that she too might be immortal.

If you could only see the strong chin and
fine upturned nose of this lovely creature, then you would believe,
as I do, that all she tells is true. To further enhance her story,
I have interviewed people, now in the throes of old age and
senility, to verify her story. Although the claims may sound
outrageous, there is much to be gleaned from the nuggets of truth
that inspire the creation of a legend.

This is a tale of love and death, of horror
and insanity, of passion most raw and penetrating. Read it and take
from it what you will. I have relayed the facts as I see fit and
can reveal to you only that I believe every word painfully etched
onto these crumbling bits of parchment by my lovely, sensuous
Laura.

 



Chapter One

Laura

In Styria, we,
though by no means a magnificent people, inhabit a castle, or
schloss. A small income in this part of the world stretches
a great distance into the future. Eight or nine hundred a year does
wonders, although it would seem wanting, that is certain, compared
to wealthier families.

My dead and decorated father was British, my
guardian is British, and I bear an English name, although I have
never seen England. But here in this lonely and primitive place,
where everything is so marvelously inexpensive, I really don’t see
how materially much could be added to our comfort, and truly, there
is no luxury which would complement this existence which we cannot
afford.

No terrain can be more picturesque, or
solitary. Our castle stands on a slight eminence in a forest. The
road, very old and narrow, passes before the drawbridge, and the
moat, stocked with perch, and sailed over by swans in temperate
weather—they float on its surface with white fleets of water
lilies.

Over all this the schloss shows its
many-windowed front, towers and the door to the Gothic chapel
opening like the folds of a woman.

The forest stands to the east of the castle,
in an irregular and picturesque glade, and a steep Gothic bridge
carries the road over a stream that winds in deep shadow through
the woods. Looking from the hall door towards the road, the forest
in which our castle stands extends fifteen kilometers to the east
and twelve to the west. The nearest inhabited village is about
seven kilometers away. The nearest inhabited schloss is that
of old General Spielsdorf, nearly twenty kilometers, or several
hours ride by horse.

General Spielsdorf is an old friend who
visits us several times a year, sometimes bringing with him a
companion or two for me to play with.

Near the General’s schloss is a ruined
village, once owned and ruled by the proud family of Karnstein.
Their decaying chateau and moldering tombs are but shadowy bumps in
an empty, decrepit wasteland. The last of that family has long
since turned to dust, or so the peasants report.

My guardian and I are but the only family in
our castle. There are servants, and a governesses, but they cannot
replace the loss of my mother, who died in my infancy, nor my
father, who died in battle.

My guardian, Martin, is a distant man, often
travelling or locked in his office. He is older than me and very
handsome. A tall, dark brooding man. When I was younger, I was
rather frightened of him, but now I have no fear of his sharp
tongue and his intense eyes. If anything, I find an unusual
attraction there, which seems to be strengthening the older I
become.

My governess, Madame Perrodon, is very strict
but loving, and has been disciplining me as long as I can remember.
Her round face and fleshy body were a comfort to me as a small
child. She would pull me to her bosom during thunderstorms,
whispering words of solace. When my only pet, a small poodle named
FooFoo died, she was just as upset, her stone grey eyes filling
with tears as if the animal had been as dear to her as it had been
to me. Her presence was maternal, the mother I lost before my
earliest memory. As I grew older, I began to receive more
discipline, no doubt the result of a naturally stubborn
rebelliousness which the desolate nature of our habitat
inspires.

One morning, I ignored Madame Perrodon calls
for breakfast, as I had been up very late the evening before,
secretly reading a forbidden tome I shall call a ‘bodice
plunderer’. The tale was lusty, involving a beauteous female
stowaway and a muscular pirate king. It had entertained me for days
and nights with its forbidden descriptions of love on the high
seas. I remember lying in bed in a half dream, my fingers between
my legs, teasing my pleasure button, snaking their way towards the
warm hole that sent me trembling with pleasure. I was panting and
dreaming, thinking about the long-haired woman in the story and how
she had been taken forcibly and repeatedly by the burly pirate
king. I thought of how the wind must have blown her hair and
whipped her nipples as she was lashed to the mast. The boat pitched
in churning waves, sea salt splashed their faces and stung their
eyes. I could almost see her face, watching the pirate king with
dread and anticipation as he ran his rough calloused fingers along
her naked body, pinching her nipples until they turned a deep red,
pulling at the golden curls of hair between her legs. I thought of
him inserting a finger up into her hole, touching her button as he
roughly thrust his tongue into her mouth. How I longed to be that
woman as the pirate pried her legs apart, forcing his hard, firm
manhood inside of her. She moaned and cried as he pumped into her,
hands tied behind her back, their lips roughly brushing together on
the rocking boat. I thought of her terror turning to pleasure as
she looked into his deep blue eyes, of how delicious it must be to
be fucked on a pirate ship, my fingers working faster, slipping in
the warm juices that flooded into my bed.

I was on the edge of desire when Madame
Perrodon barreled into my room, eyes blazing, and yanked me from my
bed. I stood before her in my white nightgown, my exposed nipples
erect, my hands glistening with cunny juice. I shivered from both
terror and pleasure.

“How dare you disobey me!” she shouted, her
grey eyes blazing.

“I’m sorry.”

“When I call you for breakfast, you are to
come instantly!”

“I was very tired this morning.”

“Are you ill?”

“No, Madame.”

“Then there is no excuse.” Madame Perrodon
pulled back the bed sheets. She found the book and held it up
triumphantly.

“This is what has been keeping you
awake?”

“Yes, Madame.”

“Filling your mind with useless garbage when
your studies already suffer so.”

“I’m sorry, Madame.”

“Where did you find this?”

I did not want to tell her that I had found
it in Martin’s library, hidden in the back, for then she would
surely go through the shelves and liberate all the bodice
plunderers that were coyly distributed amongst the classics. Even
worse, she might tell Martin himself, and I could not bear the
humiliation.

“I found it. On the road. It must have
toppled from a carriage.”

“Nonsense. No one in a carriage would read
such poorly written trash. If you want to read erotica, then at
least pick literature that has some level of skill and style.”
Madame Perrodon turned from me and surveyed my vanity. She picked
up a large silver hairbrush. One which I was not permitted to run
through my golden locks, but was for, as she said, ‘decorative
purposes’. She examined it closely as I held my breath.

“You have been using this brush on your
hair,” she scolded. I felt my cheeks grow hot, and knew that no
matter what, I was about to be the recipient of major
disciplining.

She pulled out a golden hair from the stiff
white bristles and fixed me with a stern stare. I looked at the
blond hair dangling from her fingers, so fragile and alone. I
shivered, feeling as alone as that single hair.

“Remove your nightgown,” she ordered.

I knew better then to balk at her command. I
obediently slid the white cotton gown over my shoulders and down my
body and stood trembling before her in the glow of the morning
sunshine streaming through the casements. She looked at me,
studying my large firm breasts. My nipples were hard from the chill
of the room and the anticipation of what was to come.

“You have become quite a woman,” she said,
admiringly, her gaze shifting from my breasts to my flat stomach.
Her eyes followed the shapely curve of my hips, and she licked her
lips.

“Haven’t you?”

“Yes, Madame.”

“A woman’s body with a child’s mind,” she
said, stroking the silver handle of the hair brush. I watched her
fingers play as her gaze returned to my nipples.

Her eyes travelled down to the curly golden
tuft of pubic hair. I’m sure it still glistened with moisture from
my early morning play.

“A woman like you needs much discipline if
she is ever to fit comfortably into society.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“Bend over.”

I leaned over the bed mattress, my hands
sinking into the soft eiderdown quilt, the round mounds of my
bottom exposed to her. I buried my face in the duvet, knowing
enough to not look at her. I could hear her heavy breath and soon
felt the slap of the bristle side of the brush against my bare
flesh. The sting caused me to hitch my breath.

“You will have thirty strokes for reading
after bedtime and another thirty for lying,” she said firmly.

“Yes, Madame,” I said contritely, although
nothing, I knew, would permit escape at this point.

The brush fell again, this time on the flat
side. The slap was different, but still harsh. The bed shook as she
raised and lowered the brush again, counting out each stroke,
between which she commanded, “You will no longer read juvenile
attempts at literature.” She brought the brush bristle-side down
again.

“Your mind should be filled with art and
beauty. The sensual delights of the flesh should be portrayed with
skillful craftsmanship, not some half-hearted effort compiled by a
hack!” she lectured.

Another slap. This time on my right thigh.
Then my left thigh. I quivered. Pain and pleasure combined in a
sensation I had never felt under her hand before.

“Life is too short to waste on the
uninspired. If it is erotic delights you seek, then I will guide
you to the purest, the most decadent of literature.” She brought
down the bristle side again and again on each cheek.

I bit my lip as tears flooded my eyes. The
brush was harsh under her firm grip and every stroke sent me deeper
into the bed. My nub still tingled from my morning playing and by
the time she had counted to twenty seven, I was writhing, pressing
my crotch into the bed, but there was no resistance amongst the
soft covers and I was frustrated. My nipples ached, hard and
sensitive, my pussy craved release. Another stroke of the brush
sent me over the edge and I felt a warm flood of pleasure rush from
my cunny and down my tingling legs. I cried out from the pleasure
and the pain.

The next strokes banished what pleasure I may
have felt. They passed in a blur of sharp steady pain as I gasped
for breath. My body was hot and numb and exhausted, yet my mind
raced. I was certain my bottom must be bleeding from the welts; her
anger had never been so vehement. Despite all this agony, I found
myself becoming aroused again, and could only wonder what was
happening to me. Never before had I enjoyed her punishments, but I
was enjoying this now.

The brush came down again and again, on my
thighs, on my backside. My senses tingled with life. Every breath,
every movement of my body, every beat of my heart evolved me into a
new realm of delight.

At last, she finished. I lay on the bed
weeping, thoughts of pirate kings and stowaways long abandoned as I
quivered, more vibrant than I had ever felt before.

Madame Perrodon returned the brush to the
vanity and turned to stare at me and my wounded ass. Through the
blur of my tears, I saw her face was flushed and her eyes
shone.

“Dress quickly and be down for breakfast. If
I must return, it will be another thirty strokes for you.”

I nodded and waited for her to leave before I
pulled myself up out of the bed. I turned my back to the mirror and
touched the glaring red welts that the bristles had left. Small
droplets of blood betrayed a delicate area where the flesh was not
so calloused from her ever increasing discipline. I touched the
blood with my fingertip and examined it. A perfect red droplet
shining in the morning sun. It was like a little jewel. My jewel. I
licked it from my finger and savored the salty tang. My body had
opened up with new delights today. I was entering a curious realm
of pleasurable and painful sensation. Since my childhood, Madame
Perrodon had been thorough in her discipline, but never had I
realized the underlying motives for her training. Feelings of
helplessness and powerlessness were exhilarating to me now. I
thought about how fortunate I was to have come under her spanking
tutelage, and smiled. At last I was a woman, able to understand the
subtleties of the flesh.

I wiped the tears from my eyes and set to
work pulling together a suitable attire to wear to the table.

 



Chapter Two

As I gingerly sat at
the breakfast table, I avoided eye contact with Madame Perrodon. My
body quivered from her stern hand, yet even as I sat, nibbling
toast, I was highly aware of how the throbbing of my bottom matched
the pounding of my heart. As I reached for the wild berry jam, the
fabric of my blouse brushed my hard nipples, causing me to gasp.
The feelings that the morning’s discipline had aroused in me were
unlike any I had experienced before. It was with great effort that
I reached for my tea and sipped, licking my parched lips. Martin
was already devouring his eggs and sausages with abandon, unaware
of the changes in me. Madame Perrodon watched me like the
proverbial hawk; I felt her scrutinize my every move and I wondered
if she could see into my mind where I replayed the scene of that
morning’s spanking. I longed for the privacy and intimacy of my
morning bath, but it would have to wait until the breakfast ritual
was complete.

“Good morning, Laura,” Martin said, finally
noticing that I sat at table.

“Good morning, Martin,” I said.

“Your cheeks are flushed. Did you sleep
well?”

“I had a wonderful sleep. Perhaps my covers
were too heavy.”

“We will be certain to have Melanie take care
of it.”

“It’s all right, really.”

My tea had become tepid quickly, but I knew
better then to complain with Madame Perrodon watching my every
move.

“I have some news to impart to you,” Martin
said, and leaned back in his chair. About to reveal this ‘news’,
Martin was interrupted by the entrance of Charles, one of the
servants, escorting in a pretty young woman with chestnut hair
coiled up into a severe bun at the back of her head. She wore a
wonderful dark green velvet coat that I immediately coveted. Her
eyes were as green as the velvet, rimmed with startling dark lashes
that seemed out of place lying against her fair-skinned cheeks. I
wondered if she wore make up, not that ladies did, outside the
boudoir, or so I’d read.

Before Charles could open his mouth to
introduce this lovely creature, Martin jumped to his feet and
extended his hand to her. “How delightful of you to join us so
quickly. I was afraid you wouldn’t arrive for a fortnight.”

“Circumstances favored me, sir.”

“Laura, this is Mademoiselle LaFontaine. I
took the liberty of adding her to our little household so that she
may teach you the finer points of womanhood. She is what is
commonly known as a finishing governess.”

I held out my hand and Mademoiselle
LaFontaine clasped it. Her hand was warm and I felt a thrill seep
through me as I stared into her green eyes.

“Bonjour, Laura,” she smiled. “Comment ca
va?”

Her tone was low and throaty. I had no idea
what she said to me, only that it was French, a language I’d had
much trouble mastering.

She was barely older than me, with chestnut
hair, held tight in a French braid, and shocking chocolate
eyes.

“Welcome to our schloss,” I stammered,
finally releasing my eyes from those warm green pools.

“May I also introduce Madame Perrodon,”
Martin said. “She has been responsible for Laura’s studies and
upbringing.”

The women clasped hands silently. Their eyes
locked.

“Will you join us for breakfast?” Martin
asked, already working on his plate again.

“If you don’t mind, I would prefer to unpack
and see the house,” Madame LaFontaine said.

“Certainly. The servants will show you to
your quarters.”

“I look forward to our association, Laura.”
Mademoiselle LaFontaine smiled.

“As do I,” I replied, wondering what a
finishing governess was, just what I needed to ‘finish’, and why
Martin felt I needed one in our isolated dwelling.

“You were rather rude,” Madame Perrodon
chided me. I looked up from my eggs and stared at her.

“How was I rude?”

“You might have made an effort to speak to
her in French. You have been schooled in the language, or
have you forgotten it all?”

“I wasn’t thinking. I’m still rather groggy.
I didn’t know what she was saying to me.”

“‘Hello’ is not that difficult as a reply.
‘Good day, how are you?’ Bonjour, comment ca va? Is that so
hard to remember?”

My bottom was tingling and the possibility of
a reprisal of this morning’s spanking crossed my mind.

“Bonjour. Comment ca va?” I said.

“Excellent. Now, you be certain to speak to
Mademoiselle in French, and in a proper tone when next you see
her.”

I had lost what little appetite I had. So
much to think about, and the day had barely begun.

“May I be excused?” I asked.

“You’ve barely touched your meal,” Martin
said.

“I’m not very hungry this morning.”

“Very well. Off you go. Perhaps you need to
lie down. Your cheeks are still rather red.”

“Thank you, Martin. I shall do just
that.”

I left the room, noticing Madame Perrodon’s
scowl, and wandered up the stairs, following far behind servants
lugging a heavy trunk. Curious about the new addition to our
household, I followed the servants down the long, dimly-lit
corridor until I arrived in the doorway of Mademoiselle
LaFontaine’s chamber.

Her back was to me as she sorted through
various items that she was unpacking. I saw her hold up a pretty
white-lace apron. “Over there!” She pointed for a servant to move
the heavy trunk across the floor. “Stand it on its side and open it
for me.”

Charles tilted the trunk with great effort,
then set off to retrieve the remaining luggage from the
carriage.

Melanie, our sweet young maid-servant, with
long blond hair and a delicate countenance knelt down to unsnap the
heavy brass buckles around the trunk. As she pulled open the trunk,
I saw an array of neatly-hung dresses.

Mademoiselle went to the trunk and began
pulling the clothing out, piece by piece. She noticed me watching
her.

“Hello Laura,” she smiled. “Are you finished
your breakfast already?”

“Yes. I’m afraid my appetite was a bit off
this morning.”

“You poor child. Are you ill?”

“I don’t think so.” I looked at the outfit
she held in her hands. It was a pretty black dress, satin, very
plain—a startling costume, since only widows wore black; I wondered
if she was recently widowed, which was upsetting, as she could
barely have attained the age of thirty. She draped the white apron
over the hanger with the dress.

Mademoiselle informed Melanie that she would
hang her own clothing, but Melanie might help, by following exact
directions. She then proceeded to hang her dresses in the
wardrobe.

“Such a lovely home,” she sighed, glancing
around the room, and out the open door. She looked at me suddenly.
“But you must be lonely out here. Do you have visitors often?”

“Now and again.”

My eyes were drawn again to the little black
and white outfit, still hanging from the door of the trunk. She
followed my eyes and smiled.

“Would you like to try it on?” she asked.

“Oh, no, I couldn’t!” I said, partly from
embarrassment, partly from terror—I’d never worn black and felt
that to do so at my age was a sure remedy for misfortune. I suppose
living in an isolated area breeds superstitions.

Mademoiselle ignored me. She pulled the dress
and apron off the hanger. Before I knew it, she was unfastening my
skirt, undressing me, with the door wide open and the startled
Melanie observing. “Close the door,” she told Melanie, who did as
instructed. “I unbuttoned my beautiful,” she said, “and bashful.
Such lovely hips and wonderful breasts.”

“Thank you.” Mortified, I was forced to wait
there for several more moments until she began to slip the black
dress over my head. Her warm, deft fingers fastened the hooks and
snaps at the back. She tied the apron on and stood back.

“Mon Dieu! But we have forgotten the
headpiece.”

She rummaged through the trunk and found a
little white hat trimmed with the most exotic French lace. She
pinned it to my hair.

“There! A French maid!” she said.

She spun me towards the mirror. I looked at
myself in the glass, oddly, shamelessly, delighted with the look. I
spun in a circle.

“Perhaps she should be speaking French,” she
said, and suddenly I realized that Melanie was in the room with
us.

My face colored instantly, at this outward
show of the juxtaposition in our status.

Melanie looked at me, a peculiar gleam in her
eye, but she said nothing but, “As you say, Ma’am.”

“Well, speak!” Mademoiselle said.

“BonJOUR,” and I curtsied.

“BONjour,” she corrected my atrocious
accent, putting the emphasis on the first syllable.

She ran her hands along my shoulders and down
my chest.

“French Maid, you will fetch for me my riding
crop. You will find it at the back of the trunk.”

I curtsied again and dug around in the trunk,
blindly, for it was still stuffed with clothing and I could not see
what was in the back. But I did feel an odd assortment of items
that seemed to be of wood or leather. Finally I found what seemed
to be a riding crop, and pulled it out.

“Voila!” I said, finally recalling a
French word, and handed it over.

“Still sloppy,” she scolded, running her over
it.

I tried it again, but still my English accent
tainted the word.

“Bend over the footstool,” she demanded. I
did as I was told.

“Lift your skirt.” I lifted the skirt,
revealing my bare bottom to her. She positioned the wardrobe mirror
so that it reflected the long mirror against the wall, which I
faced, affording me a perfect view of my derriere, and of
Mademoiselle. I could see her eyes staring at my bottom, still red
from my morning spanking.

“I see you are a feisty one. You are in need
of much discipline.”

“Oui, Mademoiselle,” I said, my
nipples growing hard as I watched her raise the crop. It came down
with a swish and landed squarely on the middle of my bottom. I
cried out.

“Now, you will practice your numbers. With
every stroke, you are to count, in French. If you make a mistake,
then there will be further punishment in store for you until you
correct yourself, is that understood?”

“Oui, Mademoiselle,” I said.

She raised the crop and lashed it against my
other cheek.

“Un,” I whispered.

“I cannot hear you.”

“Un,” I shouted.

“Tres bien.”

The crop came down two more times.

“Deux. Trois.”

I felt the warm sting spreading across my
bottom where it fanned out between my legs.

More lashes followed. “Quatre. Cinq.
Six.”

My palms had grown sweaty from gripping the
Queen Anne legs of the footstool. I watched Mademoiselle’s face in
the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed and there was a glow in her
eyes; they shone vividly as she raised her hand again. She stopped
as she caught my eye in the mirror.

“You like to watch me?” She moved close
behind me and placed one hand on my head. She grabbed my hair and a
sense of comfort filled me that I had never felt before.

She fixed me with those wonderful eyes and
drew the crop’s tongue lightly across my lips.

“Lick this.” Obediently, I opened my mouth
and stuck out my tongue. I ran my fleshy tongue along the leathery
tongue, tasting the pungent tanning, smelling its charged
scent.

She sighed with pleasure as she watched me
lick and for a moment I felt her grip relax slightly. As I moved my
head, she tightened he grip on my hair and pulled the crop away, as
if I had been bad, and this was a punishment. And oddly, it felt
that way.

She pulled me by my hair off the footstool
and across the room until I was on the floor beside the bed.

“Kneel!” she commanded, and I knelt.

“What do you say?” She sliced the air with
the crop, smacked it against the comforter with a loud ‘Whap!’ A
terrified thrill swept over me.

“Oui, Mademoiselle LaFontaine,” I
whispered.

“I cannot hear you.”

“Oui,
Mademoiselle LaFontaine!” I
shouted.

“Impudent little thing, aren’t you? Perhaps
you should be doing my unpacking?”

“As you desire, Mademoiselle.”

“Up with you, then.”

The horse crop breezed by my ear and landed
with a smack on the bedside table again. I stood, giddy with the
moment, and made my way over to the trunk. There, I handled soft
velvets and smooth satin as I obediently held up the clothing,
which she inspected, then gave me directions for putting away.

Her fine dresses, skirts and blouses went to
the armoire, her tiny shoes to the bottom of the armoire, her
undergarments to the dresser and bureau. A large Oriental jewel box
was in one of the drawers of the trunk, and this she instructed I
place on the vanity table, with a box of her paints.

At the very bottom of the trunk I found a
strange piece of material. It was leathery and shiny with straps
attached to it and two holes. I held it up to Mademoiselle.

“If you please, Mademoiselle, may I know what
this is?” I asked in my most demure manner. Mademoiselle took the
leathery material from my hands. She held it up before her face; I
could see it was some sort of mask.

“For a costume ball?” I asked, curiosity
pulling me from the game for a moment.

“Not quite.” She stroked the soft leather
mask with long thin fingers; from that simple movement, I felt a
ripple of lust envelop me.

“Ici! Tout de suite!” she
commanded. I knew the words and went to her instantly. She held the
mask so that I could inspect it with my eyes.

“You see, this mask keeps curious little
maids like you from seeing too much and talking too much.”

“Mon
dieu!” I murmured.

Mademoiselle LaFontaine
laughed, “God has little to do with it,” she said, and
pressed the cool material against my face. My eyes, my mouth, even
my nose were covered. I could barely breathe through the two small
airholes over my nostrils. Mademoiselle breathed heavily against my
neck as her trembling fingers fastened the buckles that clamped the
wretched thing to my face. It felt a cool, smooth sensation on my
cheeks and forehead, as if this were the underbelly of a snake,
whose skin had suddenly melded with my own. I shuddered.

“Kneel!” Mademoiselle commanded. I knelt,
suddenly disoriented because I could not see, could barely hear, in
fact, I could barely breathe.

She pushed me forward and my hands reached
out to protect me from falling onto my face. “Forehead to the
floor,” a muffled voice said into my ear.

Once I had managed that position, I heard,
“Lift your skirt again.”

The way I knelt was the most submissive
posture I had ever been in. My bottom rode high, covered only with
my frilly bloomers. To my horror, those were soon parted at the
opening at the back. Now my bottom was fully exposed. I felt a
thrill of excitement, yet my face burned beneath the mask in utter
shame to be so stripped before this stranger. This woman who was
barely more than my own age. Who had taken control of me in such
short order. I had an urge to stand immediately, right myself, and
put this humiliating game to an end. And yet I remained, on my
knees, fanny high and bare, face hidden yet pressed to the
floor.

I heard words whispered in French that I
could not understand. I was blind to her position and only the air
sliced by the crop alerted me to her vague whereabouts. But soon
the vagueness became certainty to me as the chop’s tongue slashed
my bottom.

I shuddered at the sting; a muffled moan
emerged from the mask.

“Encore!” she shouted, and the crop
smacked my fanny again, harder than the last time. I gasped with
the stripe of pain, trying to breathe through my mouth. I could
only suck in the sweet air through the ungodly small holes at my
nose. I felt close to dying, to suffocating; I was a
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