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The turn of the century on an isolated island
kingdom ruled by a wickedly delightful queen…

 



Part Five


Chapter Twelve

 


The next day dawned misty with dark gray
clouds hanging over the manor house. Jane was brought out to the
garden patio wearing absolutely nothing but her collar. Before
being brought outside the maid who escorted her from her cell to
the patio put up Jane’s hair into a simple bun at the back of her
neck. It wasn’t the first time Jane had done this. While she
preferred to wear her stockings and boots or shoes and have her
hair hang loose, she had no complaints previously. Today was
different. Today was the first day she had to look forward to as a
slave for the rest of her life. The thought unsettled and excited
her.

Her treatment as a slave didn’t bother her
at all. The whippings, the playful abuse, the use of her body as a
sexual plaything for strangers and other acquaintances were
something she freely admitted she enjoyed. She had found that being
subservient to others was something else she enjoyed. Maybe it was
because she had grown up being waited on by her inferiors and now
she was inferior to everyone else, but the reversal of roles
appealed to her as well, partially because when she served others,
she made them happy and that was an oddly comforting pleasure.
Those aspects of the life of a slave didn’t bother her at all. No,
what bothered her was her lack of freedom of choice.

She had entered slavery on a lark, to see
what it would be like, to experience the other side of the world.
It might have been that she would have spent the next few years
playing the life of a slave to the house or to a private master,
and that would have been thrilling, nonconventional, and
adventurous. But the choice was taken away from her by Raymond and
that stung. That hurt worse than any whipping she had received at
the House of Blancbatton.

The maid bound her wrists and ankles to the
iron manacles that hung from a framework at the edge of the garden.
It was a permanent fixture where many slaves were taken to be
punished and enjoyed. The morning air was chill. Jane’s nipples had
immediately hardened when they went outside. They were so hard it
was almost painful. She reveled in the pain. It distracted her.
Once she was bound the maid turned and left without a word, leaving
Jane alone. She looked down at her body, her small breasts and
their erect nipples, down over the slight curve of her belly to her
sex where she could just see the silver ring at the top of her
slit.

The ring still felt good. She didn’t get a
huge thrill every time she took a step, but the small weight of the
precious metal on her clit was a great comfort. It was something no
one in her family or in her small circle of supposed noble-born
friends had. She was different from all the rest of them and that
was how it should be.

It was some relief that Marquissa Gabrielle
came around the garden corner carrying a tawse in her hand. The
sight of her friend calmed Jane and suddenly she realized
everything would be fine. The marquissa was outfitted as if going
for a horseback ride: boots, riding trousers, snug jacket, even a
top hat that seemed oddly formal but perfectly suited
Gabrielle.

The blond woman walked up to Jane, didn’t
say a word, and lashed out with the tawse, catching Jane across the
belly with the leather straps.

Jane immediately disintegrated into
tears.

“Oh, come now. I barely touched you with the
tawse. You’re a better girl than that,” Gabrielle chided her.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” Jane managed between
heaving sobs. “I received some…bad news yesterday…and I won’t be
able to finish my contract the way I was expecting.” It felt good
to unburden herself.

Gabrielle frowned. “I’m not interested in
the private life of a slave.” She picked up Jane’s chin and locked
eyes with the other woman. “Stand proud,” she ordered. “I’m meeting
Baron Rumberford for a ride. I’m using you as a warm up and I don’t
have time for you petty problems this morning.”

“Yes, my lady.” After being chastised Jane
found she was suddenly more centered and calmer.

“Very good. Stand fast.” She swung her arm
and caught Jane across the breasts with the tawse.

The clever design of the garden frame was
that a slave could be fully exposed and easily whipped. Jane’s feet
were held apart slightly greater than shoulder width, making her
stance slightly awkward, but also opening up and exposing her sex.
Her wrists were bound so that her upper arms were parallel with the
ground and while her forearms were perpendicular. She was afforded
some slight freedom of motion, but nothing to the point of being
able to escape her mistress’s treatment.

Gabrielle slowly circled Jane, lashing out
steadily with the tawse, steadily turning all of her skin bright
pink from neck down to ankles. Jane didn’t mind the tawse on her
back or buttocks, it only truly hurt when it landed on her breasts,
sex, and, oddly, upper arms and ribs. She flinched and cried out
lovingly at these blows with made Gabrielle smile happily.

Soon, but not before Jane was properly
aroused, it was over. “Beautiful,” Gabrielle declared and gave her
slave a kiss on the cheek. Both women were panting and their
exertions. Gabrielle let her hand slide down Jane’s belly to cup
her cunt. “You’re wet.”

“I know, my lady. Thank you, my lady.”

“I’m wet too,” she confessed with a giggle.
“But I’m not going to let you feel. I’m saving myself for the
baron.” She paused. “Did you cum when I whipped you?”

“No, my lady.”

“Would you like me to make you cum now…or
would you like to wait until I return with the baron?”

Jane desperately tried to press her thighs
together, to get some friction on her clit, but the way she was
bound, that was impossible. “Now, please, my lady.”

Gabrielle smiled and stepped back. “As you
wish,” she said and lashed out with the tawse, landing the leather
thongs on Jane’s inner thigh, missing her cunt entirely. “No, I’ve
changed my mind. You’ll wait until I return.”

“No,” Jane whispered as Gabrielle walked
away, but if she heard she gave no indication.

 


It was hours later when Gabrielle returned
with Edward in tow. Both were disheveled and not entirely from
riding. “See?” Gabrielle cried when they entered the garden. “I
knew she would be waiting for us.” She laughed at her own joke and
Edward chuckled along with her.

Gabrielle walked up to the bound slave and
gave her a peck on the cheek. “My cunt is a swamp from Edward’s
cock,” she whispered in Jane’s ear. She stepped back. “Would you
like to use her?” she asked Edward. “The pink has faded from her
skin, but her cunt,” she checked between Jane’s legs and found it
sufficiently wet even after her rest period, “is ready for
you.”

“Do you really want to watch me fuck your
slave?” he asked his paramour.

A kiss was bestowed from Gabrielle to
Edward. “I’d love it. I’d love to watch it.” She rang the bell on
the table summoning a servant. She ordered drinks. “Is there a
problem? Do you need me to get you ready for her?” She carefully
removed her leather riding gloves and sat down as the serving maid
appeared with her liquid refreshment. The maid set down the tray
and quickly disappeared. Jane knew the servant was just on the
other side of the hedges, waiting to be called…and perhaps spying
on them. Maybe even enjoying the show that was about to begin.

Edward tossed his gloves down on the table,
picked up a glass, drained half its contents, and started opening
up his poorly buttoned trousers. “I think a little help from you
will be needed,” he said as he pulled out his cock.

The marquissa took a sip from her glass,
wetting her mouth, before opening her lips and taking the baron’s
manhood. Jane watched. It was a scene that had played out before
her many times previously, but it still interested Jane. Edward
grew while Gabrielle bobbed her head up and down. He pulled back
when he was suitably large and walked around the frame behind
Jane.

Jane looked over her shoulder at Edward
positioned her body as much as the restraints on the frame allowed.
It was with some surprise when she turned back around to see the
marquissa in front of her holding her tawse. Edward found the right
angle for her hips and he slipped his cock up inside her. She
grunted once in surprise.

“I’m not going to let you fuck her without
some entertainment of my own.” Gabrielle used the tawse on Jane who
shrieked in surprise as it landed on her nipple.

“Be careful with that,” Edward grunted as he
started fucking Jane. She adjusted her hips, allowing him to fuck
her more easily.

“Why?” Gabrielle challenged him. “Don’t you
like the sting of the tawse.”

“On my back, maybe, but not on my wedding
tackle.”

“Wedding tackle,” Gabrielle scoffed. “As if
you would ever be so lucky.” To show off her skill with the tawse
she slapped it several times on Jane’s cunt, slapping her clit and
pubic mound, but missing Edward’s cock and balls.

The touch of the leather excited Jane and
she found herself swiftly approaching climax.

“She is the perfect tart,” Edward declared.
“Look how quickly she takes to my cock.”

To Jane’s shame and delight she started
cumming even before Edward was close to finishing. She floated on
the wave of ecstasy as he fucked her and her mistress whipped her
soft skin.

When he was done Edward withdrew his cock
and tucked it, wet and dripping, inside his trousers. A moment
later, Jane felt his leavings dripping out of her cunt.

“Very good,” Gabrielle complimented him.
“I’ll have the servants clean her up. I suppose a bath is in order
for us both.”

The aristocrats finished their drinks and
left Jane bound to the frame. That was fine; she was happy once
more.

 


Jane was only slightly surprised to find
herself brought up to the marquissa’s rooms after the aristos had
eaten dinner. It wasn’t unusual for her to have to do service well
into the evening and Gabrielle was the one to summon her most
frequently. It had been early in the morning when she had been
whipped and Gabrielle was doubtless looking for a new entertainment
while her husband was off worshipping on his knees at the temple of
St. Sebastian.

It was a great surprise that Jane found
herself facing both the marquissa and her husband. The marquis was
sitting at the small desk in the corner of the room while Gabrielle
busied herself at her dressing table. The moment Jane was ushered
into the room the blonde jumped out of her chair and almost ran to
grab Jane’s hands. This caught the slave off-guard. It wasn’t the
normal greeting from Gabrielle; it was a greeting more akin to
equals. That very thought discomforted Jane.

“I’m glad you came,” she bubbled. “Not that
you had much choice,” Gabrielle quickly added with an uncomfortable
giggle. “But I thought you might be tired after your whipping this
morning.”

“No, my lady. I’m always glad to serve
you.”

The blond woman’s face brightened, as if
that were even possible. “Tonight is not about service but of
celebrations.” She glanced over at the door making sure it was
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