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Part Two


Chapter Five

 


Inside the house Jane was hustled through
the busy downstairs where the servants were working, cooking and
cleaning, and eventually was brought up through a long stairwell to
a formal sitting room. It all would have been perfectly normal if
not for the fact that half the servants were slaves and were
wearing less than Jane, nothing at all in most cases, men and
women, except for collar and shoes, though many of the female
slaves wore stockings similar to Jane’s.

When the three walked into the sitting room,
Joseph announced them. “Lord Raymond Templeton and his
property.”

Sitting in an armchair was an older
gentleman in suit and tie was speaking to two women, both dressed
more casually, as if home for a day of relaxation. One woman was
old enough to be his wife, the other way younger, perhaps young
enough to be his daughter.

Jane hesitated because she thought she
recognized the younger woman, but couldn’t immediately place her.
She had brassy yellow curls of hair and a pale complexion that was
spoiled by a scattering of freckles across her nose and cheeks.
Showing off her relative wealth, she had plenty of curves that were
enhanced by the stylish cut of her clothes.

If the blonde recognized Jane she gave no
indication. Jane felt slightly uncomfortable for a minute because
she was the only one who was naked, but since none of the trio were
disturbed she was unclothed, she affected an air of indifference.
“A very pretty slave,” the old man stated flatly as he stood up.
“Is she new, Joseph?”

“Yes, my lord. Brought in by Lord Raymond
just now.”

“Has she yet been used?” Duke Blancbatton
asked.

“As a slave, no, sir. She is new to the
service,” Raymond reported. “But she is not a virgin, if that is
your meaning.”

“Bring me my crop,” he said to Joseph and
then to Jane, “Turn around, girl, put your hands on the back of the
settee, feet shoulder width apart, arch your back and bring your
rump up.” He gave the orders as if he had done it a hundred times
before. The two women looked on in interest but said nothing. Duke
Blancbatton used his hands to reposition Jane to his liking and she
discovered that she liked being ordered about and positioned by the
man. He had graying hair and a bushy moustache, every inch the lord
of the manor. In short order Joseph returned with a riding crop and
handed it to the duke.

“In the sitting room, George?” the older
woman, presumably his wife, asked. Her tone was one of casual
exasperation. “Couldn’t this be done in the upstairs?”

“No,” he said quickly, running his hand down
over Jane’s back and buttocks, patting her tattoo in approval.
“She’s been marked already.”

“I thought it best, sir,” Raymond supplied.
“She has quite a debt to work off and—to be honest, sir—other men
have sung her praises of her skills in the bedroom. When I made the
suggestion of indentured servitude to her, she was eager to
acquiesce.”

“I see,” he said, never removing his eyes
from Jane’s nude body. “We have strict discipline here, girl.
You’ll learn that quickly. Your debt is now mine, but I have high
hopes for you.”

The older woman clucked her tongue, an
unseemly sound. “George has already found his latest distraction.
He’s easily distracted.”

The younger woman laughed.

“I’ll have her tonight in my bedroom,
Joseph,” George said, pretending to ignore his wife’s comment.
“Harriet will be find other occupation, I’m sure.”

“I’m sure,” Harriet murmured under her
breath.

For just a moment Jane was certain that was
it for the moment, but then, without warning, Duke Blancbatton
lifted up the crop and brought it down sharply on her ass. Jane
screamed out in pain. She started to move away, but Joseph was
right there, holding her in place.

“The duke is not yet done,” he informed
her.

“Oh,” Jane said, the only words that would
come to her.

Duke Blancbatton cracked her twice more
across the buttocks, marking both with red lines. She was left with
three painful welts crossing from hip to hip. With each stroke she
screamed out her pain and was left in tears at the end of the short
process.

“Her cries are most beautiful,” Duke
Blancbatton declared when he was done.

“Very fetching,” the blond woman agreed.

“She will be a good addition to the
household. Take her away to my rooms.”

 


Jane spent the rest of the day in Duke
Blancbatton’s bedroom literally chained to his bed. A chain was
attached to the heavy oak headboard and it was locked to the ring
around her collar. Joseph had the pleasure of chaining her up. He
added cuffs around her wrists and attached these to the same
padlock that went to her collar which prevented her from removing
the collar and escaping.

She felt like an animal.

She loved the feeling.

She felt trapped but she didn’t want to
escape.

She wondered what was wrong with her.

It was the first time that Jane had been
alone for as long as she could remember. Alone and naked. The chain
to the Duke’s bed was long enough to allow her to wander the room a
bit. It was long enough for her to walk over to the free-standing
mirror and truly examine her body.

She was familiar with herself, of course,
but it was the first time she saw herself as she truly was. Her
breasts were small and high, her sex was hidden by the sparse black
curls between her legs, her skin was milky-pale and beautiful. The
collar around her neck was alarming, it should have made her feel
like an animal, but instead it made her feel comfortable, even
though she shouldn’t have emotions like that. Her stockings hid
most of her legs from view, but the incongruity of the tiny bit of
clothing on her body with her naked skin was delightful to her
eyes.

And the little winking flash of the silver
ring against her sex made her feel at home. With her knickers off
and moving about, the ring pressed delightfully against her clit,
always keeping her on the edge of being ready for sex. It was
strange, but it was right, as if she had been missing a piece of
her body that was mystically joined to her by the Oriental
girl.

As evening fell she was brought a simple
servants meal which she ate after a footman released her hands, but
she was then immediately locked back up again. It was a good,
secure feeling for her.

Only when the windows were completely dark
and the only light was from the moon and stars, did she again see
Duke Blancbatton. And later, much to Jane’s surprise, his wife.

The duke came into his room alone, turned up
the gas light, and smiled lecherously at the woman on his bed. “You
will be ready to perform, won’t you, girl?” he asked her.

She rose up on her knees, displaying her
body to him. “Of course, my lord. What would you have me do?” The
stripes on her rump still stung, but it was a pleasant memory to
her now.”

“Get off my bed, get on your knees, and suck
my cock,” he told her as he shrugged out of his button down shirt
and lowered his pants. He had come to his bedroom partially
undressed. His valet must have assisted him, Jane reasoned.

For an older man, he was in remarkably good
shape. The moment Jane’s lips touched his cock’s head, it began to
rise and quickly became hard in her mouth. She had heard—but never
known for certain—that older men had trouble achieving sufficient
hardness, but that wasn’t the case with the duke.

They were pleasantly passing the time with
Jane fellating him, when the door opened and the duke’s wife walked
in. Jane froze. The duchess didn’t seem the least bit surprised to
catch her husband in the act of love with Jane, but it upset the
duke.

He pulled his cock from her mouth and
slapped her smartly across the face. The force wasn’t that great,
but it surprised Jane to the point of gasping and clutching her
stung cheek. “Don’t stop, girl,” he grunted, pulling her hand away
and shoving his cock back in her mouth. She gamely continued
sucking on his member while the duchess’s eyes momentarily passed
over them. It struck Jane as being very wrong to be kneeling before
Duke Blancbatton with his cock in her mouth while his wife watched
them. It was wrong and Jane relished that emotion. She had only
been in the House of Blancbatton a few hours and she had already
come to terms with her sexuality and her role in the house. She
knew in her heart she was a slave and servicing the sexual needs of
others was what made her happy. Obviously the duke and duchess
weren’t shocked that he would take advantage of a new slave under
their roof. In fact, the duchess might very well appreciate a new
and beautiful young slave.

“Is she any good?” the duchess asked as her
eyes passed over the scene, taking in her husband’s stance and the
slave’s body.

“So far,” the duke grunted. “You surprised
her. It spoiled the moment.”

“You don’t want to complete in her mouth
anyway.”

“Why are you here?” Blancbatton asked,
slowly pumping his hips to better enjoy his slave’s mouth.

The duchess went to a small dresser and
extracted a device. It was long and thin with a short wooden
handle, a stiffened leather-wrapped cane body, and tipped with a
leather flange on the end in the shape of a flower. At first glance
Jane thought it was some type of weapon, but then she realized that
while it was a weapon of sorts, it wasn’t designed to kill or
injure. It was only to stimulate in the most extreme way. “Just
needed a tool for Henry. He needs a bit of discipline tonight.”

The duke grunted. “Take it and go. I’ll
finish here soon enough. I’ll send Joseph to fetch you when I’m
done.”

The duchess nodded and stepped closer to
them, watching. Jane was a bit uncomfortable with being watched as
she fellated the duke, but she wasn’t going to stop now. “Treat him
well, girl,” the duchess said and lashed out with the tool. It
caught Jane on her left buttock causing her to let out a little
whine but the punishment didn’t stop her motions. The duchess
nodded once more. “She’s improving already,” she said and left the
bedroom.

The duke pulled his cock out of her mouth
again. “Stand up.” When she did so, the duke felt between her legs.
Jane wasn’t the least bit disturbed by the inspection, or the fact
that her quim was moist. “You’re ready. Good. Get on the bed.”

Jane barely had time to lie down before the
duke was upon her, shoving his cock up into her body and fucking
her hard. It was his right to use her as he wished, but for a man
who had centered his life and family fortune around pleasure slaves
and sex, he was remarkably bad at fucking. He pawed at her and held
her down. While she knew she was there for his pleasure, he didn’t
make the least bit attempt at pleasing her. Maybe he preferred it
rough and harsh, but Jane failed to see how he enjoyed their
coupling, even after he came inside her pussy.

“Should I clean up?” she asked him when he
rolled off her.

“Of
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