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				Chapter One

				His Grace Alfred Gascoine, the Ninth Duke of Loughmore stood back and surveyed the view.

				“Legs further apart Madam, if you please. That’s a fine cunt and I want to see it more clearly.”

				In front of him a lithe young woman who was bent over, her long, coltish legs, bottom and cunt framed in a froth of lace underskirts and taffeta, did as she was ordered, making sure the purse of her sex nestling in its soft fuzz of pubic fur was more blatantly displayed.

				“I believe I have won the first part of our wager, Bertie.” He turned to a tall man beside him. “‘Make the silly mare bend over, cunt naked in front of all of us’ was, I believe, how you phrased it?”

				The tall man coloured slightly and brushed his moustaches irritably to cover his embarrassment. “Yes, alright, Alfred. You’ve won fifty guineas!”

				“And for the other fifty I must make her thank me for the ten strokes of the cane I shall now deliver.”

				“Even if they draw blood, mind!” Bertie Hookson reminded him.

				Alfred walked forwards to the woman who was supporting herself by her arms on a low stone balustrade on the edge of the terrace. He reached down and took her chin between his fingers and thumb, turning her face up towards him. Her eyes, a dark, gentle brown looked up at him steadily, her lips, full and inviting were just the slightest bit curled up in a quiet smile.

				“If Milady is slut enough to bare herself in front of complete strangers, I don’t think a few strokes of the cane will bother her,” he said, holding her eyes with his while he spoke to the men lounging in the hot afternoon sun. “In fact she’ll probably fuck the lot of you into the bargain, once she’s been beaten.”

				There was an amused laugh from the men and then as one they moved closer to observe the sport now there was a chance they might get to tup Lady Furness as well as watch her shapely hindquarters get a flogging from the legendary libertine, the Duke of Loughmore.

				The man himself continued to gaze down at the woman who looked back at him.

				“As my lord wishes,” she said finally.

				“There we are!” Sir Alfred said lightly as he let her go and stepped back, hand held out towards Bertie for the cane. “I shall shortly be one hundred of Bertie’s best gold guineas the richer. You shall all be the better off by the sum of one good fuck. And Milady will be irrevocably known as Loughmore’s slut. Everyone wins! Except Bertie of course!” There was general laughter and playfully he slapped one, smooth, unsullied buttock while his practised eye took stock of the sway and ripple of the flesh. Lady Abigail Furness, so recently and so conveniently widowed - he had been taking his pleasure with her for six months prior to Colonel Furness’s death - was a delightfully fit and obedient specimen.

				He swung the cane with no warning and Lady Abigail’s head came up sharply.

				“One! Thank you, Sir!” she called obediently and the men applauded.

				The second stroke zipped in and she called it again and thanked him.

				She made the third and fourth strokes with no problem.

				Her bottom was now decorated with eight sets of double lines, four on each cheek in a neat ladder. Sir Alfred knew that the men hadn’t set her a hard target, he frequently visited far harsher punishments on her; twenty, even thirty hard cane lashes, which sometimes broke the skin. Still, it did his standing in polite - and not so polite - company good to take these idiots’ money. And of course the humiliation - and the money - would bind Abigail ever closer to him.

				He looked round at his audience to make sure he had their attention, then he moved closer to Lady Abigail and to more male laughter poked three fingers into her cunt. They sank in with complete ease and after a few deeper forays inside her he withdrew them and held them up so they could see how bedewed they were with her juices.

				“A woman needs mastering like a bird needs the air! And in their element both can fly!” he declared. “Do not forget that! Court them with flowers first........and the whip and the rod straight afterwards!”

				Having delivered his speech, the Duke returned to business and cracked in six harsh, relentless lashes across the pale expanse of buttock flesh presented for him. And Lady Abigail thanked him for each before her meat had finished swaying in the aftermath, her voice clear and calm.

				The final two lashes he dug hard into the under curves so that she would feel the effects as she sat down for several days hence but she counted them and thanked him steadily nonetheless.

				Bertie made out a note for his lost wager while Lady Abigail stayed obediently bent over.

				“I say, Alfred,” ventured one of the men. “D’you think the mare really is for riding now she’s been broken in?”

				“Stick your fingers in her cunny, man,” Alfred replied, taking the note and carefully adding it to his wallet. “If that says she’s ready, go to it!”

				The young man stepped forward and reached between and just below the flogged cushions of flesh to where the thick-lipped purse of her sex beckoned. He looked back at his colleagues and grinned broadly. All the men could hear the squelching quite plainly.

				Alfred settled himself on the low wall just beside Lady Abigail and chatted with his other guests as they took turns entering her from behind. Her thick, mousy hair hung down as her head dropped and she moaned her way through a second orgasm as she was taken for the fourth time in quick succession. He looked down to see that one of her small hands had clenched over his as she was abused, openly and shamefully, purely on his whim.

				It should prove to be an entertaining evening he thought. How would a Lady of Abigail’s rank cope with a house full of his guests who had all seen her bare and bend for the cane and who had then fucked her in broad daylight.

				He would probably have her kneel and fellate him in his dining chair before she withdrew after dinner. And then he had a new sjambok to blood before he finished with her for the day.

				On the morrow he could send her, sore and happy, on her way while he rode north to check on his enterprises and estates in Yorkshire.

				As it turned out, Bertie Hookson was one of those men who cannot conceive that having lost one wager, he could do anything other than win the next. As the duke pushed his chair away from the table that night and clicked his fingers for Abigail to approach him and she knelt dutifully before him, reaching out to start undoing his britches, Bertie, now considerably the worse for several glasses of claret, declared that he would wager the ‘whore’ couldn’t take all of them in her mouth. There was a silence and the duke looked down at Abigail’s head. Her fingers continued to free his stiffly jutting member and she made no move to protest or to look up. There were ten for dinner that evening, not counting himself.

				“And how much will you wager, Sir?” he asked, stoking the woman’s hair.

				“A hundred guineas say she cannot swallow every drop each man at this table can spend in her whore’s throat.”

				The duke looked at the reckless Bertie, flushed with wine and the earlier humiliation.

				“Come, Sir. We can do better than that! Let’s make it entertaining. Let us say that she must not only swallow every drop we can contrive to spill into her, she must not leave one cock unserviced after fifteen minutes have elapsed.”

				There was general applause and a braying laugh from Bertie who now saw the evening turning in his favour, but the duke held up a hand for quiet.

				“I am assuming that the whore is allowed to milk my cock before the race starts and that every man’s cock shall be available for her attentions immediately she has finished with the previous one.”

				There was a short pause while the odds were worked out and at last Bertie declared himself more than happy to allow her less than two minutes per man, particularly if she had to wait until every last drop of sperm had been spilled and swallowed before she moved to the next man.

				With all the details now decided, they relaxed around the table as Lady Furness dutifully ducked her head and began a leisurely fellation of the duke’s noble member.

				“Gentlemen,” he told his friends. “One of the finest mouths in Christendom is about to grace your cocks with its ministrations. The time you spend caressed by it will be brief but I do most heartily urge you to savour it to the utmost.”

				The men watched as Lady Furness’s head ducked lower and eventually seemed to arrive at the point she had been aiming for, the nodding movement ceased and a change came over her rhythm, her cheeks hollowed, a wet sucking noise escaped her soft lips and suddenly the men saw Lord Alfred’s eyes close and his face relax as he pumped his jism hard and hot into her throat. As was required, she made no move to lift her mouth from him until several seconds had passed and all present were certain that his prodigious balls had emptied their load fully.

				Only then did she sit back and smile up at him. Her bare shoulders shone in the light and the twin hills of her breasts heaved just a little from her exertions. Knowing the eyes of the others were on him he made no move to return the smile. Instead he got straight on with business. Standing to button himself up again he addressed his guests.

				“I think that as we are all gentlemen here, we will make it as easy as possible for Lady Furness to move from one to the next of you, so if you would form a line just in front of her....?”

				The men arranged themselves in a queue, their hands already busy at their crotches. All of them wore grins of anticipation but Bertie Hookson’s was the widest; he had timed Lady Furness at over three minutes fellating the Duke. Alfred saw his expression.

				“Care to raise the stakes? Say two hundred?” he asked casually.

				Bertie was rich, drunk and a fool - a lethal combination - and he took the wager.

				The diners waited until the clock’s minute hand was at twelve and then, to a rousing cheer, Lady Furness started on the first guest. To their amazement, they saw his face dissolve into ecstasy in a matter of seconds and then his hips were bucking furiously at her face and then she had lifted away, licking her lips and a new man was positioned in front of her. He was dispatched equally quickly, Lady Furness’s thick mane of ringlets bouncing energetically in front of his groin before his hands clenched deep in it and his hips started their thrusts in his turn.

				Again Lady Furness moved smoothly to the next man with just a quick lick of her lips. The next man in line was Bertie himself and if anyone was going to hold out against her ministrations it was going to be him, the duke watched him carefully, eyes narrowed above the column of smoke from his cigar. He knew just how capably Abigail could caress a cock with her throat and he was prepared to bet that he was one of very few men indeed who could resist her for more than a few seconds. It had been his iron self-control and her deliberate slowing of her technique that had enticed Bertie into increasing the wager. As he watched, Bertie’s face went from a scowl of fierce concentration as he felt Abigail’s lips close around him to one of almost idiotic smugness as he felt her soft throat stroke and beckon him onwards towards the pleasures of erupting in the narrow confines of that passage.

				The duke relaxed as he watched the man jerk into orgasm after only a few seconds, but he did mark himself out as a formidable opponent because Abigail could not pull away smoothly, Bertie was obviously capable of producing a considerable volume of sperm, but she rode out the repeated splashes and took her time swallowing properly before she moved on and it was only between the ninth and tenth men that she had to pause to retch before she bravely took down all that the last man could offer her. The clock showed she had done it in a little over thirteen minutes. Alfred waved her away as she held her handkerchief to her mouth and looked beseechingly at him. Applause followed her scurrying exit from the room.

				“Dash it! When we’re in town next season, I’ll put Spanish Anna from Cheapside up against her, Alfred, and then we’ll see who’s best! I’ve heard Anna can take fifteen without retching but whether she can take them as fast as Lady Furness.....”

				“It will certainly make for an interesting evening,” the Duke said. “And now, Bertie, another debt must be squared, I’m afraid.”

				Rather pale and trembling slightly, Bertie made out another note and then took his leave of the company.

				For an hour or so the men talked and enjoyed their port before retiring. The duke made his way across one of the state rooms to where a small door led into a corridor within the thickness of the wall and from there he climbed a narrow staircase to a room with a double door, one set directly behind the other to help deaden noise. He opened both and then closed them carefully before looking round to find Abigail Furness kneeling and waiting for him, the new whip coiled before her.

				She had stripped down to her corset and stockings and the duke was treated to a view into the smooth valley of the cleavage between her corset-squeezed breasts. On the instant he decided that she would take the sjambok across her bottom and thighs, with her corseted waist spectacularly displaying her hips. Of course that would mean that her buttocks would receive two helpings in one day, but the first had not been much more than a tickle and a proper flogging would benefit them no end.

				He explained all this to Abigail who thanked him gravely for the humiliations he had heaped on her during the day and expressed the hope that he would not pardon her for having had to exit the dining room so hurriedly earlier. She felt it was poor return for having been allowed to serve so many men.

				“Your skill at sucking men to ejaculation is a valuable one Madam and one I am proud to have schooled you in.” The duke smiled fondly at the recollection of happy hours spent flogging Lady Abigail until she learned to open her throat properly for him.

				“And as your husband was remiss in having provided for his widow, I suspect it is a talent you will need to employ frequently. In fact I intend to ensure that you do so for our mutual profit. This day’s work will enhance your reputation as a slut and a whore. And the winnings will pay for a handsome establishment in which you can further hone the skills appropriate to a slut and a whore.”

				“Your Grace, I am appreciative of your having taken so much time and trouble over my training for the exigencies of life as a widow and will always endeavour to please you and whoever else you want me to.”

				“Fairly spoken, Abigail. Now over the bench with you and let me see how this whip opens your hindquarters up.”

				The sjambok proved to be every bit as effective as he had hoped. It was deceptively soft but when wielded hard, it dug into the victim’s flesh most cruelly, producing vivid traces almost instantly. Abigail was gasping loudly in the wake of each strike after only a handful of them.

				“It is a weapon that in every respect suits a harsh Master, my lord,” she whispered when he allowed her some respite after fifteen lashes. Alfred let his fingers trail across the hot welts that now covered the earlier cane traces, he could feel his cock pushing hard against the front of his britches but was determined to enjoy himself fully before he allowed Abigail any pleasure. Laying the lash carefully across her naked shoulders as she bent across the padded whipping bench, he removed his clothes and enjoyed the usual sense of freedom that nudity gave him. The feeling of his cock swaying as he flogged his women was one that appealed deeply to him and to that end he threw in several spitefully harsh lashes across Abigail’s naked shoulders before returning to work on her buttocks.

				The thirtieth lash broke her skin and Sir Alfred was powerless to resist the temptation her flogged body offered for a moment longer. Another advantage of working on his women in the nude was that he didn’t need to worry about them leaving unsightly blood stains on his clothing, and with a sigh of pleasure he thrust his famously thick and lengthy cock into Abigail’s moist and receptive sheath. He sank in effortlessly until he was leaning against her quivering hinds with their rich weave of pain etched so deliciously across them. Her waist was appealingly trim in its corset and her shoulders, with their light scattering of welts were broad in contrast. He bent lower and reached around her to take two handfuls of warm and heavy breast flesh, trapping each nipple between first and index fingers, squeezing and stretching the hard little nuggets.

				“Aah! My lord,” she whispered. “You do me a great honour and you will always find me appreciative of it.”

				Behind her the Duke smiled coldly and began to thrust his way towards his pleasure. He fully intended to see to it that Lady Abigail Furness would be kept to her word. And they were the last words she spoke that evening, by the time he had reached his climax she was a shaking, sobbing wreck after a series of shattering orgasms and was still being battered senseless by the ramming of his tireless and huge member.

				When he stood back eventually, she slowly collapsed back off the bench to squat ignominiously at his feet. But he hadn’t finished with her yet and stepped over her to rest his buttocks against the worn leather of the bench’s padding. He reached down and grabbed a handful of hair, tilting Abigail’s face up towards his. Her eyes were half closed and her mouth hung open slackly as she gasped for breath.

				Reading his intention in his calm, grey eyes, she swallowed hurriedly as he pulled her face forwards onto his slackening member, which responded almost instantly and hardened to mouth-filling proportions. He began to move her head up and down on himself and she was too exhausted to do anything other than comply and make appreciative mews when she was able to. He made full use of her throat’s impassioned caresses but this time maintained his control for several minutes before he allowed himself to spend, however even at that late hour and after so trying a day she was able to take him down calmly and without fuss.

				They slept in the small boudoir that adjoined the hidden room and in the morning before he departed for the north, the duke gave Abigail her instructions. On this occasion he had chosen to start his day with a brisk bout of sodomy and he was deeply embedded in her rectum but knew that she would listen carefully.

				“You will take Bertie’s notes to my agent in the Strand and have him encash them. I will leave you letters of authority to take charge of the money and begin a search for a suitable property. I am not interested in any back street bordello, mark you. You are a whore of considerable talent and I want to attract the kind of customer who can afford both you and the women I want you to start recruiting. Do you understand? You may just nod.”

				Abigail did so, the effort of accommodating his member in her narrowest passage was testing her even while she was rapidly ascending towards her third orgasm. She slumped forwards in its wake, unable to support her weight on her elbows any more. With her bottom raised in the air she shook and trembled under his final assault, helpless and slack limbed. When he pulled clear of her, her lord dribbled the last of his emission over her bruised buttocks and as she reached behind her to wipe herself clean and then lick her fingers dry, she smiled as he called her his ‘whoreslave’ and promised her a thrashing with a riding whip at his earliest convenience.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Two

				“Don’t be scared now,” the big man said. He smiled and his tongue came out to lick his moist lips. The man beside him, ratty faced and pockmarked smiled too and it was a smile that Sarah knew well. When Uncle Jonas smiled like that it meant that he wanted to play. Sarah didn’t like the way he played because it involved playing with her. She was well aware that all the young men wanted to play with her as well and she could make a decent enough pretence at enjoying their fumbling and groping under her skirts and inside her bodice. Good enough so that her girlfriends didn’t suspect that she found them gross and unappealing.

				But Uncle Jonas was different. Despite his rodent-like appearance he seemed very well acquainted with the female body and when he played with her, she found herself prey to the oddest feelings that left her disturbed and out of sorts for several days afterwards. He wasn’t her real uncle - a fact that she was eternally grateful for - he was married to her aunt who had taken her in when her mother had succumbed to the pox when Sarah was five. Now, however, Sarah was eighteen and had blossomed into a girl whose curves and complexion had many a male heart pounding in the sombre mill town of Brackenbury in the county of Yorkshire.

				She was unusually tall for a girl brought up in the teeming slums that surrounded the mills and her breasts were prominent and high, her hair was blonde and thick, and when she was able to wash it, it shone as if some sunshine had found its way down through the smog.

				On this day she had finished her shift at the mill and had washed in the bowl on her chest of drawers in her bedroom before Uncle Jonas had called her down. He and the big man had been in the kitchen and by the look of things had drunk several jugs of ale.

				Nervously she gathered the neck of her blouse a little tighter with one hand as she caught the men’s eyes straying to where the valley between her breasts began.

				Then Uncle Jonas took off his belt and laid it on the table and Sarah knew that this was going to be what he called ‘paying for your keep’ - although he took nearly half her meagre earnings in any case.

				“Mister Bilges here,” Uncle Jonas said, “has come for the rent. But your aunt can’t afford it this month what with one thing and another, so being a kind man, he’s agreed to another kind of payment.”

				“W...where is my aunt?” she quavered. Never before had her uncle involved a stranger in these evenings.

				“Ah! Well I suggested she stay over at my sister’s house, I think she was a bit upset at not being able to make the rent.”

				Sarah had a shrewd suspicion that Jonas had drunk it, or gambled it - or both. But in any case it was clear that her body was going to have to pay. She glanced at the belt and briefly considered running for it but the door was by her uncle’s shoulder and she would never make it. She was well acquainted with the belt as Jonas had disciplined her with it on many occasions. But nowadays it was what came afterwards that disturbed her so. And she didn’t like the way Mr Bilges was staring at her with blatant, drunken lust.

				“Come, come girl,” he said giving his gap toothed leer again. “If I am to leave the house without monetary payment, there must be payment in kind. And as your dear aunt isn’t here, your uncle has kindly volunteered you to keep a roof over your family’s head for another month.”

				Sarah sighed and took her hand away from her neck then stepped forwards.

				“Good girl!” her uncle crowed as he stood up and cleared the table of the ale jug and the tankards.

				“D’you want her beaten first or afterwards?” he asked the rent collector.

				“First,” the big man said. “And maybe afterwards too.”

				“That won’t be a problem, Sir. I have a way with her. Oh, yes. A way,” her uncle said as, with faltering steps, Sarah approached the table and prepared to lay herself down on it. The wood pressed hard against her breasts and nipples as she did so. Increasingly now she was aware that her nipples hardened and even grew a little during these sessions with her uncle. Yet with the boys from the surrounding streets, when they pushed her into this or that alley and kissed and fondled her, they didn’t react at all. But then the boys didn’t beat her and play with her like her uncle did.

				Beside her the rent collector stood up and she registered the well fed belly, swelling against his britches. She also noticed that he had a riding whip which he flexed into a tight bow between his massive hands. She swallowed nervously and jumped when she felt her uncle begin to lift her skirts.

				Normally he would throw them up in one movement and lay into her bottom with swift incisive strokes of the belt. She was never told what her offence was, nor how many strokes she was to receive, and in the aftermath of the punishment it was the fact that she liked not knowing why she was being beaten or how many lashes she was to receive which really bothered her. But when her uncle had given her however many it had pleased him to inflict, and usually he didn’t stop until she was bouncing up and down on her toes, her backside a fiery mass of agony, then he would play with her. Sometimes he would kneel behind her and she would feel his tongue, cool and wet, explore the secret regions between her burning hinds. Sometimes he would put his fingers inside her and both actions gave rise to the most intense forms of pleasure she had ever experienced. But they were as nothing compared to when he played with her little button and then pushed what he called his ‘cock’ up inside her. He had showed it to her on several occasions and she had been astonished at how it reared from the thatch of hair at his groin, thick and vein ridged with that lovely, gleaming, plum coloured part at the top that seemed to command her to worship it. When she looked at it and when she felt him play with her parts, she got a hot, warm feeling in the pit of her stomach and knew she was weeping those thick juices that her uncle showed her on his fingers when they had been inside her. The first time he had done it with his cock, she had felt some pain and had bled a little but that didn’t seem to concern her uncle and since then he had been able to get his cock inside her more easily.

				Some of the boys had made her put her hands into the fronts of their britches to feel their cocks too. But they weren’t as big as her uncle’s although they had felt just as nice - sort of hard and smooth, she wanted to squeeze the shafts tightly and they all - her uncle included - seemed to like that.

				On this day however her uncle took his time in lifting her skirts.

				“Look at those legs, Mr Bilges!” she heard him say. “Are they not as pale and shapely as any fine lady’s? Look at the length of the thighs. Look at ‘em! Made to wrap round a man on a cold night!”

				She heard grunts of agreement from Bilges as the skirts were raised again.

				“And the arse on her! Is it not a fine piece of work? Smooth and round and pale, made to keep a man happy in all the ways a woman’s arse can!”

				Sarah didn’t know quite what that meant, her uncle certainly seemed to enjoy stroking and beating her bottom but that didn’t seem to be all the men meant.

				“And have you.....?” she heard the rent collector ask.

				“No, Sir. Upon my honour, she is virgin there. And I warrant that if we are short next month, Sir, she will still be virgin there, especially for you.”

				The big man grunted again and she felt another hand stroke the curves of her bottom.

				“The riding whip first.”

				Sarah jumped and tried to stand up, the belt was bad enough but to be beaten with that evil looking thing she had seen in the rent collector’s hands was not to be countenanced. Her uncle’s hands, however, slammed down onto her back.

				“Now, now, Sarah!” he whispered, bending down so that his mouth was next to her ear. “You just lie still and scream for the nice gennleman. Later on we can have the belt and a little play, eh? You like that don’t you? You like the way your old uncle can get that cunny of yours all hot and juicy.” He stood up but kept his hands where they were, pressed down on the small of her back. “Just lay on, Sir. I’ll hold her down if need be.”

				Sarah knew there was no point in screaming or shouting. At more or less any time of day or night, the backyards echoed to the sounds of wives and daughters undergoing discipline. Some of Sarah’s friends envied her the fact that her uncle used only a belt. Some of the fathers made expeditions quite far afield to find suitable birch trees and harvest the knobbly and whippy branches to steep in brine and make into terrible switches. In secluded alleys and lanes, one or other of the girls would sometimes hoist her skirts and display the damage to her friends’ horrified gaze. Sarah had often shown off the fading flares left by the belt but had been shamed by the clusters of blood spots just below the skin of thigh and buttock and the deep red scores of the switches.

				But as far as she knew, none of them had been beaten with a proper whip.

				She whimpered when she felt the braided shaft laid across both hinds. She turned her head and saw the rent collector shift his feet slightly as he settled himself and then she closed her eyes as she saw the whip lifted back.

				A scarlet cloud blazed across the insides of her eyelids and she yelped as a path of hot pain was traced across her skin. Another followed swiftly and she bucked under her uncle’s hands. A third lash bit even harder and she writhed desperately to escape the escalating pain and screamed.

				“Don’t you bother none, Sir!” her uncle called. “Let the little bitch give all the tongue she wants, you just carry on.”

				He didn’t need encouraging and Sarah screamed and sobbed her way through four more lashes that sent fires raging through her entire body it seemed. And so penetrating was the pain that she kept on writhing and yelling even when the beating had ceased.

				The men gave her a few seconds to recover her breath a little and then she felt fingers dig roughly into her secret place and set about exploring her insides. She was too shocked by the pain to be outraged by the fact that it was the rent collector who was defiling her and so the pleasure came as an even greater shock, and when the fingers withdrew suddenly to be replaced by the broad head of a cock, Sarah cried out in delight and then subsided as the familiar feeling of being filled so satisfyingly flooded through her.

				The huge belly came to rest against her backside as maximum penetration was achieved and a small sigh of pleasure escaped her as the stimulation inside melted the pain into something quite different. It was similar to what happened when her uncle played with her but more pronounced because the preceding pain had been greater.

				“You see, Sir? Didn’t I say I have a way with her?” her uncle asked as he took his hands off her back.

				The rent collector started to move in and out of her.

				“You did. She takes it well and is a willing girl afterwards. You may consider the rent paid, but I would like to remain and see how she copes with your pleasure as well.”

				“You’re welcome, Sir. Most welcome! I intend to see how she takes the belt to her back before I add my contribution to her cunny.”

				Sarah only dimly registered the words, she was lost in the sensations that the pain of the beating and the subsequent usage had evoked in her, they were intense beyond anything she could have imagined and she found that she wanted to move more on the rent collector’s cock, to increase the feelings in her tunnel. She began by trying to move from side to side but found that her pelvis and spine allowed her to swivel and roll her hips in a way she had never known she was capable of. And the movement only intensified the feelings inside her.

				The rent collector laughed raucously and slapped her haunch before redoubling the strength of his thrusts into her. Suddenly and with no conscious thought Sarah found herself arching and bowing her back as well as rolling her hips and the feelings inside her increased in strength again.

				The cock inside her was moving faster and faster now, the man’s hands clawed their fingers into her hips, driving her on.

				“Did I not say she’d take you for a fine ride, Sir?” Sarah’s uncle’s voice was almost lost to her as the only thing in her world was the build up inside her towards something that frightened her with its intensity.

				Suddenly the cock stopped at full penetration and she felt the rent collector lean hard against her while he made little jerks with his pelvis and he gasped in pleasure. She cried out in disappointment as the climb towards whatever was going to happen inside her, stopped. Gasping and sweating she began to surface and realised that the man had done what her uncle did inside her, and that always made a mess.

				Suddenly her uncle’s hand took a fistful of her hair and yanked her to her feet by it just as the rent collector pulled free.

				She screamed again at the sharp stinging in her scalp and raised her hands just as her uncle’s free one started to loosen the ties of her blouse.

				“Allow me,” she heard the rent collector say and suddenly her arms were pinioned in grips of steely strength. Her uncle ripped her laces apart and wrenched the garment free of her skirt before dragging it towards her head. Her arms were released but were then dragged up by the blouse itself. She screamed again. Sometimes in the past her uncle had played with her breasts but he had always lifted her blouse and felt around inside it. Never had he stripped her as he was doing now. She fought desperately but to no avail and soon her uncle was standing before her, smiling triumphantly and holding the garment, she crossed her arms defensively but from behind the rent collector grabbed them and dragged them apart.

				“A beautiful pair of pups ain’t they, Sir? Beautiful!”

				By way of response the rent collector dragged her close against him and then reached around her and his huge hands closed on her breasts. He made circular, mauling movements, pressing them hard against her chest, then grasping the nipples tightly and pulling at them.

				Sarah struggled and moaned, together with the stinging in her bottom and the recent stimulation of her innards this new melange of sensations left her confused and bewildered, and totally incapable of anger or outrage. She subsided as the hands clenched in her soft flesh and the strength of the man’s arms held her helpless.

				“Get her over where we decided,” the rent collector said suddenly and her uncle darted forwards.

				Together the two men dragged her over to the wall where, behind the door were some coat hooks. From two of these hung hanks of coarse rope and before she fully understood what was happening they had shoved her face first against the wall and tied her wrists to them, raised and spread.

				She turned her head as far as she could and saw both men standing and leering at her. Her uncle was running the belt through his hands.

				“No.....please!” She had never had the belt across her back before. But there was worse to come. Her uncle came to stand close behind her and she could feel his hardness against her lower back, but he reached round her and undid the buttons on her skirt. She twisted frantically as she felt the material fall to her hips and then he was unlacing her underskirt and that too was slipping down her thighs until suddenly she was naked apart from her indoor slippers.

				Her nudity seemed to trigger a renewed sense of purpose in the men and Sarah’s uncle shook out the belt and with no warning swept it back and then forwards with all his force. Sarah turned to face the wall and again screwed her eyes shut. A blow almost like a punch struck her across her shoulders.

				The report was shockingly loud, but then it always was when it stung her bottom, but somehow she hadn’t expected it to make so much noise on her back. Her uncle lashed her again, and again she felt herself pushed against the wall by the force. Her nipples grazed the rough plaster and she gasped at the combination of sensations; the sting of the belt at her back, the sharp pleasure of her nipples being rubbed. The next lash took her by surprise, so absorbed was she. The fourth lash took her as she actively began to sway her torso from side to side, pushing it hard against the wall. From her back a luscious warmth was pervading her whole body as the belt’s lashes mounted, each impact building remorselessly, one on the other. Only dimly did she hear the men laugh as they watched her and beat her.

				“Didn’t I tell you, Sir? A fine piece this girl!” her uncle crowed as he swung the leather at her. Sarah found the relentless rhythm of the harsh smacks against her back almost restful now as she coaxed spur after spur of sharp pleasure from her nipples. Occasionally the belt landed to one side or the other of her back and then its tip would flick round her ribs and nip at the sides of her breasts. With her forehead pressed against the wall she bit her lip at the pleasure this gave her and felt once again a tide of excitement growing inside her, even though this time there was no man in her. But strangely as her uncle’s cruel strikes continued to sting and pummel and excite her, she realised that she urgently desired him and needed him to enter her. His cruelty notwithstanding. She had experienced this contradictory surge of emotions when he had beaten her bottom before but she had always assumed that that was because of the proximity of her sex to the area being beaten. But here and now she was shuddering and jolting under the lash across her shoulders and her back and the desire in her secret places was just as strong.

				Her confused thoughts were abruptly interrupted by a cessation in the punishment and the rough insertion of her uncle’s fingers into her sex. The shock of the pleasure was such that she threw her head back and cried out as loudly as she had under the lash.

				“There’s a good girl, Sarah!” she dimly heard her uncle say. “As wet as a month of winter Sundays and as hot as a week in June!”

				To compound her confusion of pain and pleasure she heard herself emit lewd squelching noises as his fingers stirred her up. The men laughed.

				“She sounds done to a turn!” the rent collector said.

				Sarah felt a hot blush of shame burn her cheeks as she obediently spread her legs when she felt her uncle’s hands push at the insides of her thighs but then she capitulated entirely when she felt the width of his cock nudge her entrance and she arched her back to offer him easier access.

				As he slid in she immediately began again that ascent towards a mysterious peak of sensation that at once attracted her and filled her with fear. Her body seemed to be taking her over and overpowering her brain. All she was aware of was her uncle’s thick member stimulating every fibre of her inner being while the cuts of the crop and the belt, being much more numerous than she had undergone before, burned like cold fire and blended with the furnace inside her. She cried out again as her uncle’s hands groped round to the fronts of her thighs and his hard fingers found her tender little button that was now throbbing with impatience. It was the final straw and in Sarah’s dazed mind a silent explosion of joyous release detonated even as she felt her uncle slam against her and jerk as he achieved his own peak. The sensations were so intense that she couldn’t even cry out for a few seconds.

				She slid helplessly down the wall and knelt on the kitchen floor with her forehead on the cool plaster when the men released her.

				“Most impressive!” she heard the rent collector say and then his riding whip was under her chin, lifting her face until she could look up into his face. “Beautiful and talented! Do not fret over next month’s rent my friend. I am sure you can satisfy me in other ways!”

				Sarah shivered as she looked up into his flushed and lecherous face, his piggy eyes glittering with malicious glee at the prospect of next month’s rent day.
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