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A. Verse



The Violation of Marcia Thomaston





V-1106


“Now, my dear, I’ve taken care of all the preparations… you won’t have to bother your lovely head about a single thing, outside of being attentive to the attentive and important gentlemen who attend the affair,” said the effete and pretentious Mrs. Elspeth Thomaston, languidly applying her soignй and jeweled hand to her coiffure, fresh from the salon of Madame Dubonnet off Fifth Avenue.
“Very well, Mother; but I’m sure I’ll be bored to tears, really,” responded her eighteen-year-old daughter Marcia, reclining indolently on a chaise lounge, her eyes flitting over the pages of a new Faith Baldwin novel, a box of imported chocolates beside her at a taboret. Nor did she gaze up from her perusal of the saccharine tome to notice her mother’s shallow smile and leave-taking.
For well aware was this aristocratic and inordinately egotistical young offspring of one of New York’s most elite families that she was the center of attraction; that her debut was scheduled-as one of the season’s most elaborate and expensive affairs-for the following night.
Beautiful, snobbish, undisciplined and affected to an irritating degree, Marcia intended to remain the center of attraction as long as. her attributes of beauty remained to her.
And she was beautiful-that might truly be said of her.
Brunette, with hair as black as her perfect and well-cared-for skin was ivory white, tall, svelte, magnificently proportioned, with breasts as full, as firm and as delectably molded as ripe pears, with sleek hips that proclaimed her superbly suited to the rites of love, with long, lissome and resilient thighs whose appetizing columns never failed to draw the admiration of male eyes when she entered the swankiest of nightclubs invariably gowned in dazzling red or black satin that sheathed her almost to the point of lewdness, with low-cut back and bosom and naked and flawlessly sculptured slender arms which she delighted in sheathing with expensive and incredibly thin black suede gloves to her elbows.
Aware of her beauty, yes and triumphantly enthroned in its aura-but, belying that beauty with the vain, supercilious and selfish behavior of a young schoolgirl who knows little of life save that all its worries do not exist for her.
Such was Marcia Thomaston, who reclined indolently on the chaise lounge of her apartment, clad in a costly lace-festooned black silk negligee, her dainty feet sheathed in pretty Russian mules, fur-lined and delighting her with the sensuous feeling of luxury and comfort.
Her beauty naturally drew men to her as a flame draws moths; until her suitors, discovering her emptiness and affectation, evaded burning in that clear, chill flame wherein no true passion was kindled, no reciprocal response, or sincerity of emotion.
One suitor she had who had been most persistent of all-and this was strange, for he was a worldly and debonair man nearly thirty, sophisticated, polished in bearing, enormously wealthy-the sole heir to an oil fortune left him by an uneducated father who had “struck it rich.” Gregory Matthews, this questing swain, fascinated by the sensual beauty of Marcia, had courted her for a year, wined and dined her, ingratiated himself with her father and mother- who certainly approved of the possibility of such a liaison-and had proposed to her several times.
Marcia, unmoved by such obdurate attention, was, far from being flattered at Gregory’s offer- many another New York socialite in the crowd of beautiful girls and young women of which Marcia was a member would have been overwhelmed by his interest-plainly bored and she had told him so, laughing in his face on the occasion of his latest proposal, three weeks past, at the fashionable Rainbow Club near Park Avenue.
“Marry-and especially you? Why, that’s too ridiculous to think of, Greg. And what would you do with a wife like me?” she had mocked him.
He, dark, tall, lean and bronzed-for he had spent much of his life on the Oklahoma fields where lay his father’s latent wealth-gazed at her a moment, in silence, then replied, with a smile that sought to rival her own in urbanity and brittle mirth, “Beat you regularly, get you big with a dozen brats and take up with the blonde in the next penthouse, doubtless.”
A darkening shadow of distaste passed across Marcia’s petulant face.
What a revolting thought Let’s make that our ignoble sentiment for today, Greg.
And now, let’s go, shall we? This place is getting too full of trash to suit me!” And, rising, her head preeningly high, she undulatingly paraded toward the exit of the establishment, seeing to it that the most handsome males dining at nearby tables were offered the spectacle of her flamboyant red satin gown, with split skirt trailing voluptuously along the lush carpeting of the Rainbow’s distinguished dining room.
And when, at last, she managed to attract the attentive gazes of these spectators, she would stop, languidly turn her alligator leather purse in tapering fingers whose long nails were deeply incarnadined with the most vivid scarlet polish conceivable and then cast a contemptuous glance at them, seeking to discomfit their ardor and to tell them openly of her disinterest in their approbation of her.
Gregory bore it all patiently-indeed, his friends tabulated him as a prize novitiate, marveling that a man whose polish and education so contrasted with his origin should waste his time on so empty a feminine jade as the affected Marcia.
But-like all men when in the throes of their desire-he had his reasons.
Petulant of face, Marcia had been described and it was true.
Sensual red lips, always too brilliant with lip-stick the curves of her mouth exaggerated, blue eye-shadow and an accentuated usage of mascara on her long, fluttering raven lashes which she employed, ah, how effectively, to veil her limpid brown eyes that could become as cold as diamonds an aquiline nose, haughty, delicate, luring chiseled nostrils like a hummingbird’s wing in flight, high-set cheekbones and this physiognomy gave her a je ne sais quoi of provocative allure which her shallow nature denied and, indeed, feared and despised. For Marcia was virginal-though not out of innate, chastity: she despised the experience of sexual communion; she would be slave to no man’s bed, not she, beautiful and provocative and independent that she was! These silly young matrons, overjoyed by their husbands, gossiping and chattering like magpies-oh, how she despised them, for they were a category of women who had surrendered their charm, social self-esteem and command of wealth and desire, merely to become the legal partners of a mundane concubine-that was not for her!
Men she would dangle from her scented and tapering fingers, hearts she would intrigue and ravish with her beauty-she would exploit them, scorn them and turn to new conquests wherein she ventured nothing and gave all.
She was an ivory tower demi-vierge-more despicable because of her wealth and education and social advantages than the candid harlot of Seventh Avenue who has no shame in offering her body for hire!
And, considering her youth, she was remarkably familiar with the courtesan’s ruses of drawing out men’s confidences, till she had enthralled until the moment when they were wise enough to learn how joyless would be their pursuit of her, this will-o’-the-wisp, heartless, superficial, without passion or response to it.
The debut was to be at the Waldorf-Astoria; the great, sparkling salon on the third floor was the site of the event. Invitations, caterers, wine stewards, decorations-all had been attended to; she had done nothing. Her mother, doting on her, made a great show of her devotional sacrifice-Marcia would meet a fabulously wealthy man and marry him and all would be well.
Hence, when the morning of the event dawned, Mrs. Thomaston was more fluttering than ever, solicitous in her concern to learn whether her “lovely baby” had spent a comfortable night and whether she, pining mother, might aid Marcia in dressing for the festivities. Quite unconcerned was the lovely girl; she preened herself and, glorying in the reflection of her mirror, said, “Mamma, I’ll have Marie help me dress. You needn’t bother.”
“Well, if you’re sure-”
“I’m very sure… it would only annoy me to have you around, Mamma,” said Marcia, with a touch of impatience in her cool voice.’
Helplessly, her mother paused, then, seeing how set her daughter was, sighed and left the room.
Marcia rang the inlaid mother-of-pearl button at the: side of her dressing table for her lovely blond young maid, Marie.
It was a few moments before the pretty girl, daintily dressed in the traditional black shirtwaist and white apron of a French soubrette, her slim legs molded deliciously in black sheer mesh, her feet thrust into dainty black pumps with two-inch-heels of an extreme narrowness, made her entry into the apartment of the languid Marcia, who sat before her beautifully ornamented boudoir table, whose vast oval mirror imaged her disdainful loveliness with fastidious purity.
Marcia turned her head and her lips curled with scorn, for she found the young girl-a year younger than she-much too meek and servile in her dutiful attentions.
“Well, it took you long enough, I must say! Don’t you realize I’ve an important day ahead of me?” she exclaimed resentfully.
“Pardon, Mademoiselle Marcia, but your mother stopped me to ask me something,” murmured the blond girl placatingly.
Marcia sniffed in open suspicion.
“Well, then, suppose you do my hair first, then we’ll see about the clothes, Marie. And be very careful. I’m in a bad temper today!”
When was she not, this pampered daughter of the rich, this shallow-psyched snobbish beauty? Marie had frequently been the innocent victim of Marcia’s “bad temper.”
Marie gently moved in back of her mistress and, taking a comb and brush, first undoing the pins that temporarily set Marcia’s raven tresses, began to brush and comb them, exercising diligent care.
Marcia regarded herself in the mirror meanwhile, pleased with the reflection of he? cool beauty,. veiling her eyes with her long lashes, attempting coquettish moues, so that her technique of stirring the male to denied fulfillment of admiration and desire might be kept alert and apt.
The pretty maid was extremely cautious, fearing to vex her mistress; but it occurred that, during her slow combing of the raven locks, a snag appeared in the teeth of the comb and a grimace of anger crossed Marcia’s disdainful face.
She turned quickly and, grasping Marie’s offending hand with her left, viciously slapped the lovely blond girl across her cheek with her right palm, leaving a bright pink splotch upon the carnation texture of that gentle skin.
“Ohh, Miss Marcia!” gasped the pretty maid, tears coming to her delicious blue eyes.
“You little slut, I believe you did that on purpose!” said Marcia, her mouth twisted with anger. And the mirror showed a beautiful harpy-not an exquisite young girl.
“No, no, mademoiselle, I assure you-”
“Be silent, you little fool! Oh, how I wish we were in tsarist Russia… do you know what I’d do then, Marie?”
“N-no, mademoiselle…“
“Simply have you sent out to the overseer to be given a sound whipping for what you’ve just done, you clumsy fool!” said Marcia.
Tears of humiliation brimmed in Marie’s blue eyes.
“Stop that whimpering and get busy!” commanded her mistress.
And the toilette was completed without further ado; but that episode was significant-as we shall see.
Marcia chose a stunning black evening gown of lush velvet, enticingly low cut to the valley of her bosom and with dйcolletй almost to her waist; the gown was sleeveless and had a split skirt, with a long train bordered with ermine. Her arms were sheathed by Marie in wine-hued half gloves, which ended at her rounded elbows; three-inch-heeled black suede pumps with rhinestone buckles and flesh-colored exquisite silk hose, gossamer and fragile as the sensuous imagination could conceive, adorned her dainty feet and svelte, provocative legs.
As evening approached, Marcia grew more and more out of temper and caused her mother to have a fit of hysterical tears-fatigued by her labors in preparing this spoiled daughter for her elaborate coming-out party, Mrs. Thomaston was chagrined by Marcia’s rudeness and utter contempt for the trouble she had taken.
At last the hour came for the party to leave. Mr. and Mrs. Thomaston and Marcia, stunningly attired, left their apartment and descended in the elevator to the street, where their two town cars awaited them.
Marie also followed, for she had been given the evening off and, bidding them a cordial au revoir, got into a taxi waiting nearby and was soon driven off.
The parents got into the black limousine ahead, the younger chauffeur bowing them in politely, Marcia entered the Cadillac behind.
The limousine started and drove off in the direction of the Waldorf-Astoria; but Marcia noted that her chauffeur, who had his coat collar turned up in the shadows-for he had neglected to put on his partition lights-did not follow the lead.
Taking the speaking tube in her gloved hand, she impatiently said, “What are you waiting for, Henry?”
“Nothing, miss… just a moment…
“Well, be quick about it!”
“Yes, miss-we’re off now.”
Strange-his voice, coming back to her over the apparatus, did not quite ring true-Oh well, it must be her nerves; she was irritated at the whole affair;
Another little bother like this and she’d call off the debut; that would make good copy in the papers-”Wealthy Debutante Spurns Own Debut!”
At last the Cadillac drove off, following the route of the limousine.
But hardly had it come onto Second Avenue when, instead of taking the turn at Bellevue Drive, it swung off to the right, gathering speed.
Marcia’s irritation grew. Picking up the tube, she exclaimed, “This isn’t the way to the Waldorf, you fool! I’ll be late!”
“Not at all, Miss Marcia… the party won’t start without you” came back a suave voice but… was that Henry’s voice she heard? She could not be certain.
Presently the Cadillac swung off a side street, then to the highway en route to New Jersey.
By now Marcia was not so annoyed as uneasy; again she picked up the tube and exclaimed, “Where the devil are you going, Henry? I command you to take me to the Waldorf!”
A click-the chauffeur had turned off the mechanism controlling the tube so that she could neither speak nor hear.
And, pressing his, foot on the accelerator, he drove on down the highway, steadfast, not deigning to look back.
She grasped the handle of the door-to her consternation, she found it locked!
She was trapped-and where was this maniac taking her?
Now she was no longer disdainful or bored, but afraid and that emotion she had never before experienced; it struck at her perfect aloofness and aplomb with tenuous fingers of chilling portent.
She began to hammer on, the glass partition that separated her from the chauffeur; he did not notice her in the slightest, but, if anything, quickened his speed.
And so, she, tense, watching the.road, pounding against the glass, futilely trying to turn the handle, was being carried off-a prisoner in her own car, abducted by her own chauffeur.
The car sped on… night fell, adding to her anxiety, for now the driver turned the car off at a juncture of the highway and pursued a one way road hidden by great trees and bushes and, the darkness and mysterious quality of the unknown that lay ahead made her more and more apprehensive.
At last the Cadillac drew up before a lonely house, set off by a picket fence: a wooden structure, of three stories, antiquated… and yet, there were sumptuous red velvet curtains in the windows; here and there she saw the suggestion of light.
What was this house and why had she been taken to it?
The door of the house opened. She saw two men, rough-looking, uncouth individuals, make for the car.
The chauffeur got out, his cap pulled over his face, coat collar still turned up and the two men went up to him; words were exchanged and one of the men gesticulated toward Marcia; she, petrified with apprehension, watched through the window of the Cadillac.
Then, to her growing uneasiness, she saw the men advance to the door of the car; one, taking a key handed him by the chauffeur, opened the lock, then swung wide the door; his companion thrust his head into the car and in a harsh voice, growled, “O.K., baby, this is it! Get out and hurry it up!”
Marcia gasped. Used all her life to honeyed words, to obsequious deference to her slightest whims, she was taken aback by the uncouth address-and when she recovered her assurance, it was to rely on:her iciest tone, with which she had crushed many an insulting headwaiter at New York’s finest establishments. “How dare you speak to me in that tone of voice, you-you boor!” ~The fellow, whose head peered in at her, laughed and, turning to his companion, mockingly commented, “Uppity little bitch, ain’t she? She’ll give the customers a real treat, eh, Joe?”
“Let’s get her out, so’s I can take a look and tell,” said his companion.
“Are ya gonna come out, or do I hafta drag you by the hair?”
“Wh-what!” Marcia could not believe her ears.
Without waiting for her to affectatiously assume an expression of outraged dignity, the first ruffian reached in and grasped her by the wrist.
“Let-let go of me… if I must get out, I can manage for myself!” she exclaimed, her heart constricting at the loathsome contact.
“Let’s go, then! Get that frame of yours out and no tricks,” warned the ruffian.
And, her head held high, she got out of the car, with haughty manner, her gloved hand holding her skirt daintily, her fur wrap thrown dashingly around her slim shoulders.
She looked around, trying to learn her whereabouts. This section was totally unfamiliar to her. The two men stood close by, but her chauffeur had already disappeared into the house.
Joe, the older of the two, who had stood outside the car while his companion took charge of Marcia, now menaced her with his hand buried in his overcoat pocket. “Up the stairs, sister,” he growled.
Marcia, realizing that compliance was the most sensible policy, obeyed, the two men walking behind her.
As she advanced up the wooden stairway, Bill, the younger man, murmured to Joe, “Classy gams the gal’s got… wonder who’s gonna be the first to start her off? The Boss, maybe, huh?”
“Close your trap,” harshly whispered his comrade; but Marcia had made out some of the interchange and her uneasiness mounted.
When she reached the porch, Joe went ahead of her, while Bill stayed behind, on guard; Joe rang the bell and the door was at once opened by a buxom, stern-faced woman, dressed, curiously enough, in an evening gown, with diamond pendants sparkling from her ears; her face was rouged and powdered to hide the ravages of the years. Marcia at once felt a vague distaste creep over her in the presence of this witch.
The two men slipped around her, closing the door and stood, hands in their coat pockets; Marcia was now convinced she was the victim of a kidnapping plot and her old insolence returned to her.
The woman confronted her, her eyes intent on the lavish sable coat, the air of outraged dignity, the seemingly invulnerable hauteur Of the young debutante.
Marcia, collecting her cool poise, began, “I suppose you must be in charge of this gang, Madame-”
“Madame-that’s a hot one,” guffawed Bill, but Joe angrily murmured, “Can it, you sap!”
The unknown woman regarded Marcia a moment, then replied, “Yes, I am.”
“Well, then, how much do you want to let me go? My father will pay any ransom; of course- you realize we’re important people-and the police will surely track you down if you aren’t careful, of me.”
“We’ll be very careful with you, honey,” said the woman and the ghost of a smile played on her heavily rouged lips. “Suppose, now, you take off that coat.
What’s your name, by the way?”
“I don’t have to tell you until I’m sure you’ll get in touch with my parents,” said Marcia, “and as for taking off my coat, I’m not to be ordered!”
“Her coat, Joe,” snapped the woman, compressing her lips. And before the surprised Marcia could defend herself, Joe had seized her neck with his left hand and wrenched the expensive coat off her shoulders with his right.
“Oh! You unspeakable brute!” exclaimed Marcia, pale with anger and she struck out with her gloved right hand, slapping him across the mouth.
Sheltered as she had been from the world in her pampered eighteen years, she was totally unprepared for his reaction: it caule, in the form of a brutal blow of his palm across her cheek that sent her reeling, dazed, her flawless skin crimsoned from the blow.
“Ohbhhh!” she gasped, tottering and regaining her equilibrium.
“Take her up to her room, Bill,” said the woman. “She’ll need to freshen up a bit before customers start arriving.”
Marcia’s befuddled brain vaguely registered these words; her assurance and insolence had been so staggered by the swift pace of events that she did not protest when the younger guard set heavy fingers on her gloved wrist and led her up the stairs at the back of the foyer of the house.
He led her down the corridor of the second floor, to a room at the very end of the hail, unlocked the door and thrust her roughly inside, locking the door on “her.
The arrogant and beautiful young debutante, so superbly gowned for the social festivities announcing her arrival upon the stage of the elite, was a prisoner, in a room of a deserted house miles from New York!
For a moment she stood, stupefied; then her anger returned to her and in an excess of temper she threw herself at the door, tugging at the knob, beating on the door with her gloved fists.
Silence, silence, responded; only the echo of her hammering returned to mock her.
She turned around, pale and trembling; she began to take notice of the room in which she was kept prisoner.’
It was a strange room, elegantly furnished in fastidious style; but, for all its correctness, it contained strange elements, which made her sensation of uneasiness return.
Here and there were love seats, lush and inviting… a wide, plush-lined divan was at one side of the room… several large Louis Quinze mirrors, oval and ornate in decorative, frames, were placed at the corners. At the right, as her eyes slowly turned to contemplate, was a boudoir table and, fascinated by some strange impulse, she slowly advanced toward it.
“Why… why…, it looks like my own,” she murmured to herself and that enigmatic, troubling aura of fear and apprehension piqued her…
‘Her eyes rose, surveying the walls and now again she was strangely uneasy.
There were many pictures, placed in abundance on the walls. She drew closer, to observe and suddenly she gasped.
For what she regarded was an enlarged photograph of a beautiful, naked girl on a couch, with an equally naked male bending over her loins, his face conveying a lustful expression.
Her eyes hastily recoiled. She gazed at the next picture-it too was a scene of carnal intercourse: a blond girl, clad only in a chemise, was on all fours on a lush rug; and, holding high the hem of her light garment in one hand, while with the other he groped for her pendant, bare breasts, was a naked male, his organ of consummation aimed for the delectable downed nook’ revealed between the girl’s widened thighs “Horrible…“ murmured Marcia, her face contorting with disgust. “What sort of place must this be and why has no one told me what the ransom terms are to be?”
She turned… at the right, the room ended with an arched doorway, covered by velvet~. drapes. Curious, she drew these aside and stood on the threshold of a smaller room.
It was a bedroom, in which the single furnishing was a great, wide bed, covered with exquisite lace and satin sheets, coverlets and pillows, deep, soft pillows.
And here again she was astonished: for this magnificent bed resembled her own in almost every detail!
It must be coincidence; but how came it that this outwardly appearing ramshackle old house should be so elegantly furnished within and that among the furnishings were a boudoir table and a bed that seemed exact replicas of her own?
She had an alligator-skin purse with her; she opened it, took out a cigarette, lit it and seated herself in one of the love seats.
No sound reached her. Was she to be left alone like this, incommunicado?
A half hour passed thus. She finished her cigarette, lit another with impatience. Her eyes involuntarily rose to the wall, but when they discerned the foul, lascivious tableaux, she shuddered and withdrew her gaze.
At last she heard the sound of footsteps along the corridor. They came nearer … neater still then stopped outside the door of her prison.
A key turned… she rose quickly, holding up her purse as if it were a weapon with which she meant to defend herself.
The door opened.
On the threshold appeared the woman who had met her downstairs and, her wrist captive in the woman’s bony hand, was-Marie!
Her own maid here, a prisoner too! It-it was impossible; she had seen Marie driven off in a taxi before entering her Cadillac en route to the Waldorf.
“Inside,” said the woman, shoving Marie into the room; and then she entered, planting herself, arms akimbo, before the door and confronting the two beauties, mistress and servant, but equals now in their confinement.
“Marie!” exclaimed Marcia, for once genuinely glad to see her erstwhile disdained maid.
The blond soubrette turned and her face expressed incredulous surprise.
“Mam’selle,” she exclaimed, “they:got you too? Mon Diets, que c’est terrible!”
“All right, all right, never mind the parleyvoo,” interposed the stern, gowned termagant, with a raucous laugh. “Let’s get things straight. You, blondie, your name’s Marie, eh?”
“Yes, Madame,” returned the pretty soubrette.
“You seem to know this other gal?” “Out, Madame, I am her maid.”
“That’s a nifty! Couldn’t have been better arranged. Well, then, Marie, you can keep on workin’ for your mistress. Pretty soon there’ll be gentlemen callers for her and you, too, my pretty one. And I want you to fix her up in. her best make her attractive… a little more rouge, some perfume… everythin’s on that table there.”
Marcia, hearing these words as in a. dream, at last cleared bet mind of the shadows that dung to her and, her eyes furious with vexation, exclaimed, “Just what do you mean? I’ll give you my father’s telephone number; kindly get in touch with him and tell him to get me out of here. I’m getting rather tired of this game.”
The woman regarded her and to Marcia’s indignation her gaze slowly swept the statuesque form of the lovely debutante’s gowned loveliness, as if appraising her treasures through the clinging fabric which accentuated the splendor of Marcia’s bosom and long, firm thighs.
“It won’t be necessary to call your father, dear,” said the woman in a mocking tone.
“But the ransom… I haven’t any money with me!” stormed Marcia, stamping her pump-shod foot with anger.
“What a temper! That’ll please our customers, I know.”
“Customers… that’s the second time I’ve heard that word. Please have the goodness to explain to me just what it is you want, if you don’t want ransom.”
“You’re an unobservant little fool if you haven’t made a study of your new quarters by this time,” responded her jailer, with a sensual smile. “Mean to tell me you haven’t got the drift of those pictures on the wall?”
“Whatt have they to do with anything? They’re vile, horrible,” burst out Marcia.
“Then you don’t care for men, my fancy miss? You’ll just have to get used to them, you see. For you’re going to earn your own ransom, as Marie will have to earn hers!” said the mysterious woman, appraising both the girls with an enigmatic smile.
“Earn our ransom?” echoed Marcia.
The face of the woman hardened, she contemplated Marcia coldly and said, “Yes, dear; that’s the long and short of it. This is a call house, where gentlemen with full purses and itching feeling’s get rid of both!” and she chuckled mirthlessly.
“Mon Diets,” gasped the lovely blonde soubrette, turning to her mistress, “c’est un bordel-it’s a brothel, Miss Marcia!”
And now it was Marcia’s turn to gasp in horrified terror.
She looked at the termagant as if she could not force herself to believe the ruthless fact.
The woman nodded, satisfied with the effect of her words and pursued: “That’s it. The blonde seems to have more sense about things; maybe she’ll earn her way out a lot sooner than you, Miss Fancy-Gown!”
“Do-do-you mean-that-that-you’re going to make us-entertain-men?” faltered Marcia; her arrogance and composure waning.
“Of course, you little fool! So, to get ready for your first customer, you’re going to let Marie fix you up. Marie, do you comprehend me?”
“Y-yes… Madame,” stammered the blonde, turning a;piteous regard on her interlocutor.
“Leave your mistress wear the same duds she’s got on. That’ll please the gentlemen who like high-toned furnishings and maybe raise the price,” said the shrew, with an evil smile wreathed on her rouged ups, “and as for you, Marie, you’re soft and blond-the boys’ll like to see somethin’ of your figure. When you’ve done your mistress nicely, take off your dress, hear me?”
Marie sank to her knees and, clasping her hands before the stony-faced termagant, pleaded brokenly, “Oh, Madame… such shame I-I-cannot do it! Let my mistress and me go we’ll pay you well… please… don’t make us! It… it … is too horrible!”
The woman regarded her for a long moment; then, turning, she opened the door and called harshly, “Joe!”
At once the older guard entered the room, his face a mask of lecherous anticipation.
Pointing to the kneeling Marie, still in her attitude of supplication, the woman said, “This blond doesn’t want to go through with it! Give her a little lesson and take her dress off!”
“Sure, Lil,” said the man, licking his lips and slowly advancing toward the trembling Marie.
Marcia, regaining her courage, moved forward to hold off the torturer, when the woman, drawing a pearl-handled revolver from the bodice of her gown, pointed it at her and said, “I’d sure as hell hate to spoil your looks, honey, but if you interfere you’ll get a slug between your eyes!”
Marcia, utterly aghast, stifled a cry of terror and stood rooted in her steps.
Joe advanced, caught Marie’s wrists in his left hand and dragged her to her feet.
The golden-haired soubrette had donned a pretty green silk dress, with half sleeves that revealed the lower forearms and her beautifully chiseled wrists; her dainty feet were shod in open toed sandals and her splendidly molded, firm rounded calves and thighs were sheathed in gossamer flesh-toned silk stockings, a present from Mrs. Thomaston. With her golden hair framing her heart-shaped, demure face and drawn at the back into a lustrous, thick chignon, she was enchantingly lovely; her sweet blue eyes, dainty retroussй nose and petulant red lips giving her a countenance of ravishing, meek beauty, the type which stirs the blood of a virile male.
In horrified petrifaction, Marcia watched the guard callously slap Marie’s carnation-smooth cheeks, alternating left and right, viciously bearing his teeth and bringing his evil face close to the blond girl’s piteous countenance.
“Oh… ooooh! Monsieur! No-oh, you hurt me! Aaaa! Stop!”
And the lovely soubrette cringed and writhed, maintained in the rigorous grasp of her tormentor, cowering, bending, turning, trying to evade the rain of deliberately applied slaps, till her cheeks were fiery and tears streamed down those palpitating contours from her dilating blue eyes.
“Will you give in, you little bitch?” growled the brutal jailer, holding his hand high, ready to resume the correction.
“Yes… oh… oh… let me go! Je vous en prie! Que je souffte!” moaned the anguished Marie, trembling, her golden head tranquilly drooping.
Meanwhile, the gowned harpy, standing calmly before the closed door, kept the muzzle of her tiny revolver pointed at Marcia’s face; the latter was pale, her lips trembled, her eyes dilated at the scene of cruelty which she was powerless to avert.
Joe released Marie’s wrists, then growled, “Off with your dress, now, unless you want another good dose… only, this time I’ll use a whip Madame Lil keeps just for uncooperative little sluts!”
Was this a nightmare? Marcia asked herself. How had this come about, this sudden reversal from her well-ordered life? How had her captors managed to know the itinerary of her parents and how had Marie fallen into the trap as well as she?
She was to learn, in due time.
Marie, cowering, her eyes filled with submissive and anguished tears, began with faltering fingers to comply; stooping, revealing the delicious arch, of her supple back and her delectably rounded posterior through the gossamer sheath of her silk dress, she grasped the hem of the dress with quivering fingers and slowly raised the green dress above her stockinged thighs… her hips… her waist… a sob, choked and piteous, emerged from her… she paused, her body trembling visibly from her emotion of deep shame.
“Get the whip, Joe,” said the woman known as Madame Lil, in a calm voice.
“Non, non, Madame! I… I am obeying do not have me whipped… oh, it would be too terrible!” groaned the anguished maid and quickly she doffed her dress, let it flutter to the velvet rug which thickly and lushly carpeted the floor and stood, her head bowed, her hands clasped on her heaving bosom, a most entrancing portrait of beauty in dishabille.
Marcia, for all her terror, could not but ad.. mire the glory of Marie’s body; a white chemise silhouetted the rounded, beautifully proportioned body of the young girl, its hem ending just above her knees. One divined a fragile brassiere beneath the chemise and the shadowed outline of brief panties was visible through the pure diaphanous sheath of the chemise. The touch of the open-toed sandals, which emphasized the daintiness of her feet and allowed the calves and ankles to take their alluring poise without artificed pedestaling, was ingenuous and appealing.
Lil nodded to Joe. “She’s learned her lesson, I guess. A nice piece, eh, Joe?”
And, as Marie shrank under the lecherous appraisal of the guard, he responded, chuckling, “Yeah, I’d pay for a piece of her myself, by God! If her mistress is half as nice as she is, we ought to get a fair piece of change out of both of these sluts!”
The vain Marcia, who had considered her beauty of an especial, divinely endowed type, flushed angrily, to hear the guard deprecate her charms in comparison with Marie’s; but, as the harpy still held the gun aimed at her and Joe glowered at her menacingly, she considered discretion the better part of valor.
There must be a way to escape; she would never submit to their loathsome proposal!
Perhaps Lil guessed what thoughts feverishly raced through Marcia’s brain; at any rate, pausing with her hand on the knob of the door, she said, “Marie, you’ve about half an hour to prepare your mistress before we can expect callers. As for you, Miss High and Mighty, just a word of warning! This place is guarded day and night; nobody gets in without permission-nobody gets out unless I say so. Try to make a break and you’ll wish to hell you hadn’t-that lesson Joe gave Marie just now was a mild sample of what you’d get for troubling us. Another thing-these gentlemen have money to spend, they want a good time and I’m here to see they get it, understand? Play the pure and innocent, beg off and they’ve got my O.K. to break you in the hard way; these fellows play for keeps and they don’t mind using a whip or their fists on a gal who won’t give when there’s money on the line. Be strait; and when you’ve earned enough, we might let you go home. Otherwise…
Ending abruptly, she swung open the door, followed by Joe and the evil pair disappeared. Marcia heard the sound of the key turning in the lock.
She and Marie were alone, in this apartment, prisoners of lust… to be sacrificed to men!
The lovely blond was regarding her with a piteous mien.
“Oh, mam’selle,” she faltered, sobbing, “we’d better do as they say. That woman … Lil she told me terrible things… about what they do to girls… who… who-” and sobs shook the beautiful young blond’s rounded, firm bosom, so delectably outlined by the diaphanous chemise.
“Oh, Marie, we must get out, we must!” exclaimed Marcia, pale with fear, no longer despising the domestic whom she had so shrewishly attacked that selfsame day, that fatal day.
“But how, mam’selle? The men have guns, she has one and she wouldn’t hesitate to use it and the men she said would… come here… can… force us… mam’selle oh… I… I… am afraid-I… can’t bear to be tortured…“
“You mean you would… give in… let them have… their way?” gasped Marcia.
Marie shrugged her rounded shoulders, bare, white and lovely in their delectable contours, whose purity was enhanced piquantly by the touch of the fragile shoulder straps of her chemise.
“It… is better than death… or pain, mam’sefle,” she responded fatalistically.
“I won’t let them touch me… I’d kill myself first,” exclaimed the now thoroughly frightened Marcia and in her apprehension, she began to pace back and forth, the molding snugness of her satin gown revealing the wonderfully sensual undulation of her long, svelte thighs and the salient rhythm of her luscious hips.
“Mam’selle… let me… do your toilette.
It will comfort you,” murmured Marie.
Maria stopped, her eyes haggard with fear and revulsion.
“Maybe,” she said, half to herself, “if someone does come in… I can promise him a reward… tell him who I am… he’ll take me back home…“
“I… don’t know, mam’selle… but even if he would… how could you get past her?” asked Marie, her voice wavering with anxiety.
Marcia shrugged her shoulders, once again mistress of herself.
“In a tight spot, it’s everyone for himself, Marie. I’ll find a way.”
“And-and if you do, will you help me too?”
Marcia’s lips curled with the old arrogance and she replied casually, “I’ll do what I can, of course. But I’m important. I have to think of myself first, my place in life, you understand. Of course I’ll help you, but I must get back to my parents.”
She did not see the sudden look of hatred which dawned in her maid’s limpid blue eyes! “There isn’t much time, mam’selle,” said Mane hi a gentle, placating tone.
“You’d better let me… freshen you up a bit.”
“Oh, very well. After all, if I want to captivate the knight in shining armor, I have to look my best, don’t I?” responded the vain beauty and she moved to the boudoir table and seated herself.
Her black hair was gathered in the back and held in a luxuriant cascade on her ivory neck by means of a flowered barette; she leaned forward to contemplate herself in the mirror and the amorous valley of her desirable breasts was widened by the gesture in the accentuated cut of her velvet gown.
Marie came forward and the mirror showed her demure and submissively appetizing loveliness in her dishabille.
She aided Marcia in deepening the pouting bow of her mouth with a flaming red, in applying; a subtle nuance of rouge to the debutante’s fearpallid cheeks, intensified the eye shadow, which this time was brown, to deepen the quality of Marcia’s liquid brown eyes and daintily penciled the arching, disdainful, fragile brows, artistically applying mascara to the long, quivering lashes which were this debutante’s most affectatiously use a charm to attract the attention of the male in her demi-vierge ruses of self glorification.
Then she applied an atomizer of jasmine to Marcia’s raven hair, her naked forearms and then, pausing, said, with lowered eyes and blushing face, “If… mam’sehle will permit… may I make a suggestion?”
“You seem to be running things your own way, Marie. Go ahead,” said Marcia indolently, turning her face so that she might see herself in arrogant profile in the oval mirror.
Could she have but seen the shadow that passed in Marie’s blue eyes… But the maid demurely murmured, “A shade of perfume at the armpits… and the neck, mam’selle, is most seductive… I have been told.”
“One would think you’d had a little experience in this sort of thing before,” said Marcia coldly, examining her scarlet nails with great show of absorption.
Behind her, Marie stiffened, her lips compressed and a faint suffusion of humiliation dawned on the carnation cheeks of the young girl.
But, silent, containing her true feelings, she applied the atomizer’s light, esthetic kisses on Marcia’s slender neck, at the nape and a deft touch of the spray scented the debutante’s shell-exquisite earlobes as well.
“That’s enough, Marie,” said Marcia sharply, her voice somewhat strident and betraying her secret dread of the ordeal to come, in which she must exert all her wiles to save her precious treasure of maidenhood. “
For she was virgin-cold, fruitless virgin, who has known her powers of sensual provocation and usurped them for the sole purpose of enticing the male to become her feckless servitor, not her ardent lover-that never!
To yield the essence of her freedom to the detestable and pawing embraces of a man-loath some, utterly! “As you say, mam’selle.”
“As you say-bah, you’ve no more spirit than a slave. And what I said to you this morning about how Russian nobility treat their domestics is true, every word of it. When we get back to New York, I’ll have you discharged, Marie. I don’t mind telling you now I’m about fed up with your fawning and your listless service.”
Marie was about to respond-and who knows what, under the lash of those arrogant words, she might not have replied-when suddenly, there came the sound of a key turning in the lock.
Marie’s hand flew to her bosom. She stood, trembling, her eyes dilated; Marcia rose from her chair, pale, breathing quickly.
The door slowly opened.
The gowned directress of the establishment entered the room and, to the consternation of Marcia, an elegantly attired man, in tuxedo, faultless in sartorial elegance by all decrees of New York’s Four Hundred, followed behind her.
But what cast greatest terror into the vain and supercilious Marcia’s heart was the fact that on his suave features the unknown man wore a black silk mask, hiding his identity.
Lil turned to an obsequious smile on her evil face and said, “I thought you might like to try one of our new girls this evening. This is their first night and since you’re my best customer, I wanted you to be the one to enjoy that newness. That girl in the black evening dress is a bit fancy in her ideas.
She’s a virgin, I’m pretty sure. I don’t know about the blond. Let me know which you selected and how she pleased you. And you, girls”-turning to regard the petrified Marcia and her quivering maid-”be nice to Mr. George- particularly nice.” So saying, she nodded amiably to the masked stranger, closed and locked the door behind her.
And now-the moment, the fearful moment, had come!
The man seemed in no haste. His eyes wandered casually around the room, pausing to note the pictures on the walls, then at last reposed on the two girls standing at the boudoir table.
“Good evening, ladies,” he said at last.
Marcia did not speak… – her throat was constricted by fear.
It was the adorable Marie who timidly ventured “Bon soir, monsieur.”
“Oh, French… C’est gentil, ma belle pigeonne, de m’acueillir si agreeablement,” and the stranger bowed politely to the pretty Marie, who blushed and lowered her eyes demurely.
At last, forcing herself to speak, Marcia advanced, summoning all her poise, her innate arrogance and hauteur of carriage, to command attention.
“If you please, Mr. George-I believe that is your name-” she began, “I am Marcia Thomaston, the New York debutante. You’ve heard of me, of course. I was abducted tonight-en route to ~he celebration at the Waldorf in my honor. They are keeping me a prisoner here. My father a… a rich man. He will pay you handsomely if you take me to him. I am sure you are a gentleman of honor; you surely won’t allow a helpless girl to be brutally forced into a life of shame?”
The masked stranger turned his regard and contemplated her. There was a long silence. Then he responded, with a smile, “An interesting, if not quite new, approach. Besides, I don’t like my women talkative. You, ma petite blonde, comment vous appellez-vous?”
“Marie, monsieur,” murmured the enchanting young girl, shy, her head drooping, her hands quivering at her bosom. Marcia’s,eyes flamed with contempt for this passive acceptance of the vilest shame that could befall a girl. She would have Marie discharged without a reference, once she was back in New York.
And, conscious of the fact that the stranger was neglecting her, who was so much lovelier than Marie could ever be, she coughed lightly and, languidly putting her right gloved hand to the side of her raven head-a trick which had never before failed to win admiring gazes from male onlookers, said, “Pardon me, but you have not answered me, Mr. George. I should like to know whether you intend to take me back to New York.”
He raised his head, gazed at her steadily and through the mask she saw cold, appraising eyes and shuddered, despite herself, at the intent and impassive hint of those male orbs.


Then he remarked, “Certainly not till I have enjoyed myself Marie, come over here to the divan with me. I want to get better acquainted with you, ma toute belle et charmante poupde!”
Marie quivered and, her eyes still downcast, moved with delicious undulating step to the divan, where she seated herself, her hands folded in her lap. The stranger approached her and, sitting beside her, encircled her waist with his left arm, his right hand imprisoning hers in a gentle caress.
Marcia’s eyes widened with indignation at this disdain for her svelte and dazzlingly enhanced charms, for the total lack of concern which this man displayed about her prestige and importance in the social scheme of the metropolis of which she was certainly one of the chief luminaries.
She tapped her pump-shod foot in vexation.
“Kindly do me the honor of listening to me, she exclaimed, her face revealing a haughty and angered expression.
“Do you know this irritable lady, Marie?” asked the stranger.
Mane flushed demurely and from beneath golden lashes she regarded him with an adorable poignance, murmuring, “Oui, monsieur, I. – I am her maid.”
“Indeed! She is fortunate, for you are very beautiful and good, Marie.” “Jo vous remercie, cher monsieur.”
“Call me George, ma pigeonсe,” he murmured and his fingers played with her pretty, soft hands, his head nearing her golden head.
“This is too much! Marie, I command you to leave this dubious gentleman. He is going to aid me in escaping this detestable place!” exclaimed Marcia, her eyes burning with annoyance and chagrin, for never in her pampered life had she been treated with such cool effrontery.
“DO you want to escape from me, ma belle Marie?” murmured the masked stranger gently and his right hand cupped the soft, exquisite chin of the golden-haired young beauty, turning her blushing face toward his.
“N-no, Georges -…“ she faltered and her voice was thrilling in its nuances of submission and coquetry.
“Marie! You hussy! Leave him, it’s your mistress who commands you!” stormed Marcia.
“Will you prove you do not want to escape with a tender kiss, my sweet Marie?” murmured the masked stranger, as if Marcia had not spoken.
And, closing her lovely eyes, proffering her soft mouth, parting her red, sweet lips in a gentle moue of compliance, her hands holding his, quivering under the gentle, amorous pressure of his enfolding left arm, the golden-haired Marie offered her lips to his. He fused his mouth on hers and held her in his embrace, with a long and thrilling kiss. The girl sighed amorously.
Marcia could bear it no longer. The spectacle of her maid completely forgetting her allegiance and giving herself up to the first corner so wantonly, the terror of her own plight, the anger at being disdained as if she had.no beauty whatsoever, was maddening to her vaunted self-esteem.
And, advancing to the divan, she seized Marie by the wrists and dragged the girl from the amorous embrace And when Marie was on her feet, her face crimson with delicious confusion, Marcia, summoning all her anger into a single blow, slapped Marie full across the mouth, setting her teeth in a rictus of hatred and revulsion.
“Oh, mam’selle!” cried the startled girl.
But, as she writhed to escape Marcia’s reprisal, the masked stranger rose and, with a single step, was on the combatants. He seized Marcia by the hair and dragged her head back till she cried out in pain and relinquished her grasp on Marie’s Wrists.
Then, imprisoning her wrists behind her back and keeping them rigorously maintained in his left hand~ he drew from the pocket of his tuxedo a long, thin, but sturdy cord.
“Marie,” he said masterfully, “you are going to prove your affection for me; if you do, I shall help you escape. But your mistress stays here. Will you aid me?”
Marcia struggled like a snake, squirming, trying to kick, turning her head in an agonized attempt to bite the stranger, to set herself free from the contaminating touch of a man. “Oooh! You beast! Let me go! Marie, if you help him, I’ll have you sent to prison! Do you hear, you little bitch?”
Tossing the cord to Marie, who caught it mechanically, standing, her eyes wide at the turn of events, the stranger calmly raised his right hand and cuffed Marcia… once… twice thrice… across the mouth! “That is for Marie,” he said calmly. “And now, my little one, let us tie up your mistress. Ah, I see an excellent place!”
Dragging Marcia, despite her struggles, her attempts to plant her pump-shod feet and recalcitrance, the stranger brought her to the wall beside the divan.
There, set into the woodwork, were two metal rings, placed wide apart.
He forced her with her back to the wall. Marie advanced, holding the rope.
Marcia’s eyes were wild. “I warn you, Marie! Don’t you dare! Let me go, you fool! My father will have you killed for this!”
Forcing her arms apart, thrusting her hands into the rings, standing against her, leaning on her so that she could not escape, the stranger planted his palms against her wrists and his strength, wiry and sinewy, prevented her from escaping. Her head flung from side to side, her body surged against him in desperate, sinuous attempts to regain her freedom.
Marie approached at the left and, making a slipknot of one end of the rope, encircled Marcia’s left wrist to the ring; then, curling the rope around her mistress’s neck, resumed its continuation to the right side, where she fastened the rest of the rope in a rigorous knot that imprisoned the beautiful debutante’s delicate right wrist to the ring.
Then and only then, did the stranger step quickly to one side and contemplate the handiwork of the lovely maid.
Marcia stood, a magnificent, svelte figure of feminine beauty, molded in the rich, lustrous black fabric which caressed her provocative hips, her long, firm thighs, sculpturally set into sensual relief the turrets of her breasts, heaving with shock and indignation.
Arms spread far apart, she was delineated in all the accentuated and enticing lines and curves of her pampered body; the running noose around her ivory neck prevented her from flinging her raven head about in futile efforts to escape; for each motion of her neck but tightened the cord and so constricted her delicate throat with menacing strangulation.
When she could control her trembling, almost hysterical nerves, she exclaimed, “I’ll kill you for this, Marie! And you, you beast, my father will have you thrown into prison for the rest of your life!”
“Still talkative, Marie,” observed the masked stranger, turning to the lovely blond, who made an entrancing portrait of feminine loveliness in her chemise, stockings and dainty sandals. “Well, she shan’t disturb our becoming good friends, shall she?”
“N-no… Georges…
“Let me have the handkerchief I see at your bodice, my lovely Marie!”
Marie flushed exquisitely; her dainty fingers plucked the silk from the valley of her bosom, where she had placed it at the opening of her gossamer brassiere and she handed it to the masked man, her lips forming a coquettish moue of pudicity that was delicious to behold.
Without a word, the man took the arrogant, aquiline nose between thumb and left forefinger and as Marcia opened her lips to cry out, he buried the scented kerchief in her lovely mouth; then, swiftly, he took his own handkerchief from the lapel pocket of his tuxedo coat and applied it over Marcia’s red mouth, knotting it tight at the back of her neck.
Thus she was speechless and fettered, powerless, compelled to watch the spectacle of her maid’s yielding to the first “caller” of this indisputable bordello!
And her widened eyes, gleaming with furious humiliation and offended dignity, must behold the ultimate offense to her beauty: the stranger’s preference for her own despised young maid Marie!
Oh, it was maddening; her fingers clenched and unclenched, she stamped her feet-that, at least, she could do-but, disregarding her completely, the masked stranger returned to the divan, one arm fondly encircling Marie’s adorably bare white shoulders.
Marcia’s eyes turned to regard the strange couple, widened, humid with apprehension and wrath.
The masked man sat very close to the exquisite young maid and now his right hand stole forth gently and rested on the hem of her chemise, which caressed the edges of her silken-embraced, dimpled, rounded knees.
“Oh… monsieur… you must not…“ she murmured, turning.her face to him and giving him a demure, shy glance between quivering golden lashes.
“You are very lovely, Marie,” murmured the man, his left arm holding her tight against him; her soft fingers entreated his pilfering right hand to move from the attainment of her knees, but, insistent, he lingered his fingers on the white chemise hem, their tips gently palpating, stroking, to sense the flesh of her thighs beneath the silk and the mesh.
A lovely blush flamed her milky cheeks.
“Please, Georges… I… I… don’t… want you to…“ she murmured.
And, as she turned her face up toward his, he bent and applied his mouth against hers in an amorous kiss. And Marcia, trembling with fury and revulsion at being compelled to watch this degrading scene, saw Marie’s soft, slender fingers move over the masked stranger’s right hand, which reposed so provocatively on one enchantingly rounded and silken-kissed soft knee.
The young girl seemed at first hesitant; but as the kiss continued, prolonged its ecstatic moment, she yielded; it was plain that her body undulated toward the male, that her mouth fused more passionately with his, that her fingers fluttered in. delight against his pilgrimaging hand. And he, moved by Marie’s sweet submission, let his left hand rise to her golden head, furling his fingers gently, languidly, in her lustrous chignon.
The harlot, thought Marcia, white with anger and shame and she tossed her head to one side, only to be reminded of the fetter by the immediate response of the noose, which tightened around her ivory throat.
At last Mr. George-for it is simpler to call him that as Lil did-withdrew his lips from the trembling, soft, moist mouth of the quivering young girl, whose blue eyes gazed into his with a humid and languorous expression… the prelude of desire.
“You are very sweet, Marie,” he murmured, stroking her hair, now caressing her fingers playfully, circling her delicate white wrists with right thumb and forefinger, “and you are not afraid of me, are you, ma toute belle et exquise, mon amoureuse divine?”
“Oh, non, non… Georges… pas du tout vous tes si gentil… si doux,” murmured the blond beauty, sighing as she felt her shoulders circled so masterfully by his left arm, which brushed the bare flesh with amorous entreaty.
Provocative she was in this intimate dishabille and most stirring to the senses, because she was submissive, yielding and candid in her acceptance of desire-all the attributes that Marcia could not and would not possess.
Now gently placing his hands upon her milky forearms and, bending his head, he kissed her fleetingly in that most amorously bewitching niche which is the dimpled, thrilling feminine shoulder hollow.
Marie quivered, her eyes closed and slowly, her golden head fell back, tautening her delicious naked throat, in which the pulse throbbed with a cadence that was sensual in its rhythmic affirmation… and his lips, rising from that sweet niche of girlish flesh, paid homage to the purity of her throat, kissing the pulse exquisitely and she sighed languorously, half swooning under the savoring intoxication of his calculating, artistic caresses.
Marcia, for all her loathing, was compelled to wonder, she had read that lustful men sought out brothels surreptitiously to give vent to their most bestial desires-but this amorous badinage was gentle, refined, the communion of an esthete and his beloved. It was strange. Who was this man who called himself Mr. George? And how was it, yes, how could it be, that Marie, the gentle and modest Marie, gave herself so willingly to a stranger’s caresses?
And what would be her fate? She had entreated him to aid her-and his answer had been to pinion and gag her and force her to watch the scene of his wooing of her maid, her own maid- who had, as if hypnotized by some strange spell, aided him in the deed!
And, if he did not mean to free her, but aid Marie instead and leave her here, she would become the helpless prey of men far less polished in behavior than he; she would be ravished tortured, even!
She trembled, but her eyes remained, widened, blazing, on the couple seated before her very gaze, intent on the rites of burgeoning desire on that lush, enticing divan… the divan of a brothel!
George’s lips descended slowly, without haste, for he was savoring the delight of feeling Marie’s cool, satiny skin against his questing lips and stealthily his mouth crept down her white, shivering flesh of throat, until it reached the top of the chemise, desirous of attaining that tempting declension which announced the valley of her breasts, shielded beneath the silk.
“Oh… Georges… mon amour,” breathed Marie, “il ne faut pas… you must not… I I… am ashamed… to let you do what you have done… cesses, je t’en prie my mistress… will see…“
Her plaintive, soft, sweet voice was intensified in sensual provocation by the commingling of her native tongue with those classically familiar but ah, how evocative plaints which every young girl before the threshold of mysterious desire employs to show her hesitancy to the inculcated rites of the great god Pan!
He replied, his hands tightening on her milky, rounded forearms, “Here, nothing matters except us… your mistress-bah-as for her, she is just another temptress for the customers!”
Marcia went white with mingled shame and fury and stamped her feet in a petulant flaring up of temper.
“But, Georges, she will discharge me when we… get out of here…“ faltered Marie.
He smiled and kissed her soft, enchanting lips, replying, “In that case, mignonne, I’ll employ you as my mistress!”
Marie turned away her head, blushing furiously and her soft hands crept to his chest, gently pushing against him as if to entreat kindness and cessation of the emotional confusion he was so overwhelmingly effecting on her maiden sensibilities.
And when at last she could speak, she murmured, her eyes downcast, her crimsoning face averted shyly, “But… but… I do not even know who you are, or your real name, monsieur Oh, no, it would be impossible! Tout a fait impossible!”
“I’ll change your mind for you, mignonne,” he murmured and his hands slipped to her white, rounded shoulders and gently, but with insistent will, drew off the fragile shoulder straps of her chemise; and descended the diaphanous white garment to her waist.
Ah, what a provocative enticement thus he did reveal!
For the glory of Marie’s rounded, firm breasts was delineated within the amorous clasp of a silk and lace tea-rose-hued brassiere, against the fragile fabric of which the delicate but poutingly assertive little coral buds thrust out tautly, entrancingly! Delicious breasts, not with that sensual boldness of Marcia’s arrogant pear-globes, but beautifully rounded, resilient, velvety and firm… and the valley which cleaved their adorable Venus-saliency was endowed with the most illusive shadowy path, that demanded burning kisses and the exploration of passionate lips and gifted, virile tongue as fitting tribute to the treasures it gave access to! “Oh… oh… mon… sieur… Georges What have you done? Oh… don’t… cher monsieur… je t’en prie… laissez-moi,” faltered the lovely girl and she sought to raise the chemise to cover her tautly molded globes of young desire.
But his lips attacked her trembling fingers with such entreating tenderness that she was disarmed; and, bowing her head, blushed scarlet, her hands meshed in the filmy chemise which she had sought to raise, as with tender and imaginative persuasiveness be applied his eager lips on the glorious fissure which commenced the valley of her breasts. And now his hands rose to take. hers and lead them to her own turrets, brushing both her fingers and his against the sheath which harbored the divine treasures of her Venus-globes, so round, so proud, so erect and unashamed in their flesh-wonder at this male adoration. She succumbed to this delicious approbation and homage to her lovely treasures of femininity,… sighing rapturously, poignantly, the very picture of a properly tutored young girl who finds herself beguiled against all her inhibitions and teachings by the ecstatic furtiveness of desire.
So adept were his suave hands as they gently forced hers that now she unknowingly cupped her own bosom-globes and thus proffered their taut, silk and lace-kissed glories to his lips- which, having tasted the regalia of the satiny and intimately woman-perfumed flesh of her breast valley, now sought to gauge the resilience and elasticity and ardent firmness of the globes themselves… brushing the silken sheath with questing, fleeting lips, while he murmured soft words of enchantment: “Marie… my beautiful adorable Marie… pigeonne enchantante mignonne adore’e… laissez-moi t’adorer. Je te veux avec tout mon dйsir… tout mon amour…”
And Marcia, wide-eyed, trembling and writhing against her fetters, found her apprehension and anxiety increasing with every instant of this titillating scene. Who was this man, surely no brutal frequenter of a marketplace for women’s flesh? His manner, his knowledge of Marie’s own tongue, his science art of wooing-all these signs bespoke an identity she must know. For surely so intrepid an amorist would not be ungallant enough to leave her to her doom in this terrible house of evil!
But that burning insult still rankled her-that she, Marcia Thomaston, rich, beautiful-more beautiful than a host of insipid blonds such as Marie-should be callously ignored and that so suave a gentleman should prefer the tasteless charms of a domestic to her own perfumed and desirable body-ah, she knew she was desirable. Had not the eyes of a thousand men, in all walks of life, in every place where the elite gathered to be seen, told her so?
Marie’s golden head sank to rest on George’s chest… Mutely, submissively, trustingly, she yielded…
He bent his head and applied his mouth hungrily to her parted, quivering lips, drinking in the sweet moisture of her petaled mouth…
Again he took her lips… desirously. now, asserting his will and she sighed plaintively, trembled and her agitated fingers moved against his, plying caresses against her own bosom and thus affirming her unconscious acceptance of this carnal tribute he bore for her beauty in its exciting dishabille.
Gently, he drew down the chemise, till it flowered, white and fragile fetter of love’s awakening, around her hips… baring her waist… her silken-soft, satiny white belly, her tender, rounded sides… and his hands clasped her waist and he drew her toward him, her head sinking back, her lips parted, her eyes closed, her chiseled nostrils palpitating in her reverie of emotion, in her ecstatic trouble of surging response which all the teachings and warnings of her mind could no longer deny.
His lips set their burning caresses on her chin… her throat, her shoulders, her forearms… his hands laved her sides with stroking, assuaging caresses … and now rose toward her bosom, coming together to cup those sheathed globes of love with eager palms… and then, with a prolongation of attainment that made Marie tremble and sigh in her confusion, applied his fingers in curving, amorous arcs over the salient, rounded turrets of those heaving globes.
“Oh… Georges… I beg of you… je t’en prie… no… no…“ murmured the young girl, half swooning in this ardent lover’s sage embrace.
“I adore you, little Marie,” he replied and took her lips, this time hotly, crushing her to him in a spasm of desire that swept the twain, she partaking and learning of his mounting ardor for the perfection of her young, ripe body.
“I… I… must not… oh… I cannot… help… myself… Be kind… to me.*. Georges,” she moaned and, in a wave of shame and delicious girlish trouble, buried her scarlet face on his chest, her arms linking round his neck like two lianas of white, serpentine beauty.
His hands slowly moved around her back… gently… gently… and suddenly she trembled and her eyes opened, humid, dilating, her lips forming a moue of the most amorous submission conceivable.
And as she raised her head and swayed, leaning forward as she had been, the filmy wisp of silk and lace descended from its protective salient and fluttered to her lap.
And to his gleaming eyes, there appeared the reality… the magnificent fulfillment… of the secrets of her breasts!
Naked, all their promise of rounded globes and satiny flesh and delicate, pert coral buds capping those exquisite, girlish, fresh turrets fulfilled and more than this in their effulgence!
At once, crying out in alarm, Marie covered her breasts with her hands and turned away her head and her body shook as~ with weeping.
His hands set on her naked shoulders, he turned her slowly, insistently, to meet his gaze. And it was true: glistening, slow tears descended from her widened eyes, so blue, so soft, so piteous… his lips drank those tears, those girlish tears, allaying their bitter salt of woe and shame with the counterattack of ardor and male desire and sensual worship of her body’s pristine, milky, enchanting beauty.
“Oh… oh… what have you done… oh, Georges… I… I… am so ashamed please… do not… force me… oh no… I could not bear it…“ sobbed the sweet young blond and she bowed her head, helpless, a prisoner of love in his arms.
“Darling, as if I could hurt you, sweet as you are… do not be ashamed. You are lovely… desirable… your body was made for poets to praise and lovers to worship, Marie… gentle Marie… so unlike your selfish mistress…”
Marcia, choking against the gag of silk, sought to protest vehemently against this insult; the cord around her neck menacingly denied her effort at freedom.
Nor was her gesture of furious humiliation and arrogant wrath noticed in the slightest… no more than if it had been the pipes of Pan, playing from afar, while lovers took their joy of one another in the summer night.
He took her hands away, bared those heaving, rounded, resilient young globes, those rounded, adorable globes of milky loveliness and, bowing his head, holding her hands captive, doves of fluttering confusion in his own, he began to kiss the summits of those twin sisters of Venus-bliss.
“Oh… oh… please… Georges… dear… sweet Georges… no… oh…
I feel so ashamed… no more… Georges, ooooh…“ sighed the lovely blond, her head turning from side to side. And now, overcome by the titillation of his burning lips, by the excitement engendered by his savoring, lingering kisses-which now descended to attack her pretty swelling buds of bliss-ecstasy-she bent her head over his and her parted, palpitating, moist red lips brushed his hair.
Marcia flushed, feeling herself cheapened by being forced to behold this wantonly… oh, Marie should be flogged till her blood ran to the floor!
She groaned… the sound was stifled… and, indeed, it was echoed far more amorously by Marie’s sighing plaint, for now he began to mouth and suck her nipples, gently pressing his teeth against their sensitive buds and her winsome face was contorted by an emotion that was not shame… surely.
The unveiled loveliness of Marie’s torso was intensely appealing: her undulating, palpitating sides, flexing with soft and subtle tremors, her heaving breasts, now delectable captives in the amorous mouth of Georges, her quivering rounded shoulders-all were endowed with a perfection of esthetic molding that was stimulating to the sight and to the touch. She swayed against him, her lips still brushing his hair, allowing herself to be thus adored with humid, half-closed eyes, her nostrils palpitating deliciously and sensually.
His hands stroked her forearms, then the sides of these globes whose fragrant, intimate firm buds his lips savoringly paid homage to and her soft plaints were exquisite to hear-save to Marcia, whose flaming face, breathless anguish and revulsion and tensing limbs betrayed the price ~t cost her pride to witness this prelude to the chalorous nuptial bed of feverish ecstasy.
“I want you, Marie,” he murmured and Marie closed her eyes, overcome by her puritanical distress, feeling herself reviled by association with the scene of amorous posturing.
“Oh… mon amour… mon trйsor,” sighed Marie, “I… want you… to… I cannot help myself… you are… ‘too’ sweet oh… mon cher amour, mon Georges puisissant… prends-moi… oh… je me cиdeаtoi…
And she blushed, swooning in her paroxysm of maiden yielding.
He rose and held her in his arms, drawing her to his chest to crush her parted, moistened lips with his hot, eager mouth… she let her arms fall to her sides, her head tilted back, her eyes closed and the chemise fluttered to her ankles and she was naked, save for her sandals and the molding stockings of diaphanous flesh-toned mesh… and the sheath that shielded her girlish treasure of libidinous acceptance from his eager gaze.
Marie wore dainty white silk panties, very brief and cut so that the entrancing vision of the base of her posterior was partially divined in its revelation of naked, white, rounded and enticing flesh. Attractive and coquettish rosette garters of a pretty pink shade held the stockings high on her firm, rounded thighs, kept that impeccable sheathing from mar or wrinkle on her delectable legs, accentuated the full sinuosity of her firm, alluringly plump calves and the feminine grace of her beautiful, resilient thighs.
He plundered the nectar of her yielding lips with hungry, burning kisses… her fingers clenched and writhed at her sides as she gave herself up to this newly found ecstasy and Marcia, who happened her eyes again, trembled with a shame for her own sisterhood, to think they would submit thus passively to the bestial lusts of the male.
The hated, contemptuously disdained male, such of that ilk who had sought to take away her freedom by making of her glances and ruses more serious a game than she had willed! Oh, how she loathed them and Marie-that slut, that shallow hussy, without an ounce of courage in her veins! She Marcia, would die before she allowed herself to be thus mauled and shamed!
And now his left hand circled her waist, holding her to him and his right hand stealthily groped for the lace cord at the back of her bewitchingly frail panties, that he might attain the ultimate goal of his mounting carnal desire for her naked, yielding flesh!
Marcia saw, without wishing to; she was hypnotized against her will by the shameful carnal affirmation of male lust.
And Marie groaned, as she felt his fingers draw the cord free and then, guiding the filmy material with eager hand, descend the garment off the salient glory of her rounded hips.
The panties slipped past the summits dl her provocatively molded buttocks… past the tops of her stockings and now, meeting no obstacle in the way of her demurring legs-for she stood motionless, her eyes closed, her lips quivering, parted-joined the sweet silken fetter of the rucked chemise at her chiseled, silken-kissed ankles.
At once Georges sank to his knees, as if she were a goddess of love and, his left hand still gently pressing her forward toward him by its throbbing application at the hollow of her back, applied his right hand… ah… how deliberately lingeringly… toward the golden grotto which junctured at her lissome, rounded thighs.
Marie’s head sank forward, her face crimson, her lips forming incoherent plaints… a delicious submission was written on her lovely features, minkled with a sensual dawning of her nascent emotions…
And her hands sought his hair-was it in protest or in token of her willingness that his eyes should behold her shrine of Venus-love, his lips adore, his tongue enthrall?
Her mons veneris was delicious!
Golden, fluffy tendrils rimmed the orifice of her exciting quim, spread their gently protective foliage over the shell-pink lips, which opened the pathway to ecstasy and concupiscent fulfillment…
“Oh… Georges… what are you doing oh… mon amour… it is lovely… to have you see… oh… Georges…” she sighed, swaying, overcome by desire, by yielding, by the. fervor of his maddening and suave embraces…
He steadied her with his left hand… and his right, now applying thumb and forefinger, gently… gently without causing her alarm probed the golden fleece of her sweet cunt to find the shell-rims of the mouth of desire.
Her belly shrank and rippled with emotion. Marcia tried to gasp in horror… the sound was muffled and accompanied Marie’s ecstatic plaints.
Marie trembled, for his forefinger, having probed away the soft, lustrous, fleecy curls that entwined, lovingly around her quimpetals, began to graze with suave, palpating tip the coral sensitive flesh, so velvety, so inviting, so poutingly expressive of the girl’s sweet submission to the amorous bout envisaged by this masked unknown.
And, her left hand resting on his hair, her fingers writhing and pirouetting on his head in betrayal of her dulcet emotion, she raised her right hand to her naked, heaving breasts, applying it against the valley which cleaved the globes so amorously… and her bosom rose and fell and Marcia saw, with repugnance and widened eyes that bespoke a horror and yet an intentness, that the coral buds were swollen and moist with the libation left upon their erect, delicate points by his laying mouth!
His left hand now descended… and his palm caressed and thrilled to the wonder of that caress, her rounded bottom globes… tracing the marvelous, carnally enticing sweep and curve of first one globe from spinal commencement to the top most region of her quivering, milky thighs and then the other, soothing, undulating in caress and Marie sighed feverishly. Her head tilted slowly back, her face contorted with a spasm of desire and self-sacrifice that was akin to ecstatic martyrdom!
Nor was his right hand idle during this cherishing attainment of her delicious bottom cheeks… his forefinger patterned the outer surface of the pouting coral lips, which now poutingly gaped, revealed through the fringing growth of her sweet pubic gold, which his thumb pressed away to bare the exciting poetry of this vision of Venus-cuntdom!
Her naked belly shuddered amorously lasciviously… and Marcia groaned in shamed despair to be compelled to watch this libidinous shamelessness. Would that she might be free, for she would wield no. caressing hand on the naked bottom of her maid, that hypocritical and wanton slut!
She closed her eyes, for, inwardly, she was assaulted, by the insidious carnal influence of the scene she had witnessed; and she shivered in a ~paroxysm of fear, apprehension and… was it curiosity?
For she had never felt her flesh attuned by lust or love; her psyche had no room for desire and so for that reason she dreaded the inevitable submission of the woman to the male.
Marie’s face revealed, however, an affirmation of ecstasy that transcended shame and terror. Could it be that the young maid sincerely experienced pleasure from this loathsome palpation of her most intimate treasures?
Oh… no… it was a figment of her fear-stricken mind, surely, that made Marcia wonder thus; she knew only that she would never yield thus the glories of her secret delights to the male whether it meant her life or slow anguish by torture!
They might at least have the decency to go to the bedroom, whose sumptuous nuptial couch rose before her widened, apprehension-humid eye and grant her the respite of this emotional and sensual drama which attacked every vestige of her self-esteem, her contempt for the male, her self-aggrandized puritanical aloofness.
But Georges showed no inclination to accept the evident pledge of surrender which Marie’s passion-contorted face and shivering nudity affirmed.
He found the sensation of her provocative beauty intense, made more savory to his carnal appetites by virtue of the fact that her own mistress was forced to watch the blond girl surrender to his will!
It was a piquant relish which enhanced the promise of Marie’s soft, milky, palpitating charms and, in turn, his own mounting virility.
His forefinger, having learned the rim-deliciousness of her velvety cunt-mouth, aspired to greater intimacy and communion with this golden-tendriled shrine of girlish propinquity.
And so, his eyes glowing with expectant rapture, he slid the suave tip of his finger gently… gradually… into the moist and shell-pink entry which the lips now yawningly afforded, for the prelude of his caresses had stirred Marie to an unconscious tumescence and-behold-her cunt was lubricated by that subtle flow of dew which triumphs over the most puritanical girlish mind when her flesh is so voluptuously assailed!
And his left hand cupped her buttocks, alternating this sensual and dominatingly assertive announcement of his pleasure with his body on the two rounded, firm, velvety-smooth hemispheres, his fingers spreading like a fan over that milky posterior-regalia that was her choice behind; and, as his ardor grew, his fingers pressed more spasmodically into the elastic milky flesh and Marie trembled and moaned in the dawning of her foretaste of passion’s fulfillment of her enervated flesh.
His finger, bolder by its finding no denial to its will, grazed the moistened, coral temple to which the pouting pusslips had given such welcoming access… and Marie’s sighs grew more languorous, her lips moved, forming incoherent plaints and phrases whose meaning, even if not heard or fully pronounced, was clear: she was on the point of giving herself to the ultimate pillaging of his male lust!
And what her sweet, trembling mouth suggested, the counterpart-her rosy-petaled Venusmouth-confirmed voluptuously, for the quimlips shivered and fleeted with the most delicious paroxysms as his finger dallied between their gaping orifice-sesame to taste the dewy rapture of her inner shrine.
“Oh…“ he murmured, raising his head to contemplate her face, “you are so sweet, ma mignonne… I could eat you up… I could feast on that adorable petite fleur d’or et de rose that tempting little Venusburg which nestles so prettily between your ~golden fuzz Marie… you exquisite darling… you wonderful naked beauty… I want you… darling… I must and shall have you … all of you… say I may kiss it… sweet Marie tell me I may set my lips tenderly on that golden flower of your body’s love…“
Marcia flushed scarlet-ah, that she could turn to stone as she stood fettered and humiliated to her innermost fibers by this intimate and lecherous proclamation!
And, to express her contemptuous loathing and utter revulsion for the bestial pair, she groaned vehemently,” Urgaghhhhhh… urуghghhhhhh…”
Marie drooped her head… he saw her lips tremble… her nostrils flare… he heard no word… no spoken word of denial to his wish but her breasts heaved and her soft right hand sheltered and-cupped one beautiful, naked milky globe as if to induce her flesh to accept this most voluptuous tribute of the male that any girl might experience on her naked, delectably propitiating flesh! “Oh… you darling,” he exclaimed, “I will make you die of pleasure, for being so sweet! Oh, sweet little lovable Marie!”
And, carried away by her trembling submission, by the touch of her soft, restless hand against his hair, by the sensation of her palpitating bottom globes, which undulated and weaved and contracted as they endured-nay, hungered for-his demanding left hand, he approached his face toward the grotto in which his finger still dallied and, withdrawing it, applied his right hand behind her, so that now both his hands cupped velvety bottom cheeks and reveled in the gluteal sensation of her satiny, flawless, milky flesh and his lips applied a tender,, grazing kiss, by, way of preparation, upon the very center of – her coral cunt-mouth! “Georges… oh… mon amour… Georges ohooooh…“ sighed Marie, shuddering with a sudden spasm of desire, for his warm lips upon her tumescently moistened quimmouth were maddening.
And, just as he had wished to hold her prisoner that his mouth might homage the delectable petulance of her pussyquim, so she now sought to prolong this embrace… and her hands cupped his, flushed cheeks and-did Marcia err in what she saw?-her hands indeed seemed to force his mouth more possessively against her yielding quim!
He did not complain against this sweet imprisonment… but his lips quested amorously the lips, the velvety, moist lips of her lovenook… and with tantalizing, little, imaginative kisses he rimmed her cuntorifice with his lips as he, had previously encircled its soft sensitivity with his suave forefinger.
And, as she groaned, overcome by her lubricious emotion at this tribute to her most queenly delight of femininity, he took advantage of the abandoned gaping of her shrine to dart his ambient tongue deep… deep within the shivering, seething cunt! “Ahhhh… ohhhhooo… Georges… prends-moi… je suis prкte… oh… prends.. moi… je ne peux plus… mon amour… cher amour…“ sighed Marie, swaying, abandoning herself.
Reluctantly he withdrew his tongue, enamored of the intimate perfume which the taste buds had achieved from the rapturous snuggery of her pussy… and he rose,, his arms taking her possessively around her waist and, thrusting his body against her, thighs between thighs to convey to her the unmanageable structure of his lust for her, he plundered her swooning mouth with a long and burning kiss that made her tremble to the marrow of her being.
Marcia, desperate, reviled, undone by so much concupiscence, which fulfilled for her most realistically the tableaux on the wall, tugged madly at her wrists, stamped her feet, writhed and groaned, maddened by the thought that this, perhaps, was a foretaste of her own doom to lust! Oh, never, never! “In a moment… darling… oh… I want you so,” he murmured, kissing Marie’s quivering lids, which veiled her humid eyes, amorously poising his mouth on her forehead, upon her pretty earlobes, which he mouthed and nibbled deliciously as if they were divinely edible morsels of her femininity, akin to the delirious temptation of her cuntnookery…
And then he said, aloud, so that Marcia might hear, “Won’t you… show how completely we are lovers… darling? Help me… get ready to love you… undress me… lovely,, naked, perfect Marie!”
“Nooooh… urghahhhh…“ groaned Marcia, frantic with shame… the spectacle of a male disrobing for sexual intercourse must be the nadir of vileness for her… oh… it was unbearable! Depravity… and she must witness it against her will!
Marie trembled and a scarlet flush dawned on her lovely face… her soft hands, fluttering amorously, languorously, drew off his tuxedo coat… and as she performed this intimate service for her, conqueror of love… her loins and belly seemed,to press lasciviously against his crotch.
“Urgahh… ohh… agghh…“ gasped Marcia, aghast at the wanton actions of her maid!
She might as well have voiced her plaints to the Sphinx in the lonely, desolate Sahara as to utter her chagrin before these two unheeding lovers!
Now her hands, those hands which had so solicitously, so fawningly aided Marcia in her pampered and elegant toilette, those same hands of a servant schooled in submissive obedience to the capricious whims of a spoiled and wealthy young, shallow debutante, prepared-yes, prepared willingly and desirously-the male, so that he might, stranger that he was, take the final gift of her body, which was not hers to give, for was she not bought body and soul by the rich employer whom she served so complaisantly?
And this nuance conveyed to Marcia another deep chagrin and she watched, with haggard eyes and furiously heaving bosom, while Marie undid the bow tie, let it flutter to the floor-as her own intimate garments had fluttered from her lissome, milky body-and then amorously and eagerly attacked the buttons of his shirt.
When the shirt had been doffed and he had thanked her with a thrilling kiss upon the valley of her pure young breasts, Marie blushed and drooped her head.
“Oh… it was wonderful, darling… but… a last favor… and the most thrilling of all for me… Marie… can you not guess what it is?” he said with throbbing tone.
Marie raised languid, dilated orbs upon him… and her cheeks were furious with scarlet, exquisite confusion.
“Oh! Georges… oh… c’est mdchant… oh… pas devant ma patronne… not before her… Georges… in there… oh… mon amour…“ she murmured and yet her voice was suffused with a voluptuous thralldom that evinced her willingness to do all with her body that her mind might hesitate to conjecture! “Please… sweetheart… for me… for your Georges who loves you… and wants you terribly… say you will… sweet Marie beautiful Marie… whose body is the living statue of the goddess of love herself!” he entreated and his mouth waxed amorous upon her shoulder-hollow, her throat, her soft, sweet chin.
Blushing, her face averted, Marie approached her trembling fingers… toward… his crotch!
And there, encountering the zipper, which gave access to his loin-secret, which her flesh demanded knowledge of, she pulled it down, sighed passionately and, stepping closer to him, placing her left hand around his naked waist, introduced her right hand shamelessly into the gap of his trousers…
“Oh! Marie, you little sweetheart, you darling! How wonderfully gracious you are in love, my Marie!” he exclaimed hoarsely; and as he spoke, her fingers drew forth the already sturdy lancehead of his ram of carnal lust!
And now, looking at him with wide, humid eyes in which the light of passion was kindled and from which the shadow of sham~ and inhibition had long since fled, she approached her parted lips desiringly toward his mouth and her fingers writhed and dug into his naked back as he took that offering of her sweet, nectared lips… and her right hand now drew the full assertion of his penis from its hidden moorings and cupped in her enchanting, throbbingly warm palm the rigorous lance-tip of his male desire!
By this assertion, she might gauge his will with her self-sacrificed flesh; by this ramrod’s urgency and throbbing readiness, she knew the candor of his passionate desire for her body’s golden-tendriled shrine-and this was sincere and measurable and true, whereas all the pretense of Marcia was a sham-an unreal, fantastic dream of supercilious conceit and meaningless affectation! it was true that the Russian nobility flogged and mistreated their servants; but it was true then as it was now that often the servants were more worthy of love and more proficient in, it, than their titled, snobbish, perfumed and – ornately gowned mistresses!
Verily, Marie had forgotten, it seemed, her plaintive fear that her mistress might see for without caring, oblivious to all but her intense delight at caressing thus and being so caressed by the harbinger of passion which throbbed its captivity only temporarily in the warm confine of her dainty little hand, she darted her tongue between his eager lips and her left hand swept his back voluptuously, palpating and tracing the hollow of his spine, digging her nails into his flesh when a too menacing convulsion of his captive penis made her flesh tingle with the thrilling promise of his virile lust for her quim-shrine!
And he entwined his tongue with hers and their mouths drank the nectar of delirium together.
“Oh… I cannot wait to have you, Marie… I must… I need you now!” he groaned, loath to quit the amorous offering of her willing mouth.
She sank on her knees, overcome by this passionate demand and to prove her readiness to meet its sensual conditioning, bowed her golden head, her lustrous golden head and, kneeling, naked, save for sandals and flesh-hued sheaths that rose so exquisitely upon her rounded, white, firm thighs, cupped his penis in her palms and held it toward her seeking, moistened mouth.
And she bestowed a searing kiss upon the fiery head and pressed her tongue an instant upon the moistened slit of his turgid ramrod!
What was Marcia’s consternation now!
Her eyes almost protruding from their sockets, her throat constricted by a revulsing spasm, her body tense with the attack of this ordeal upon her vaunted arrogance, she watched, a sheathed statue of furious indignation, chagrin and deepest shame!
Marie’s tongue-tribute was too much for Georges to, bear.
Groaning aloud, trembling with unfulfilled lust, he, stooped, he grasped her under the armpits and dragged her swooning, shivering naked body to him; then, feverish with eagerness to have his way upon her flesh and punish her ecstatically for her delicious offense of prong-robbing-for it was all he could do to restrain his vigorous insemination from saturating her amorous mouth with ardent libation-he caught her up in his arms, one arm supporting her shoulders, the other under her silken-embraced knees and carried her toward the distant bedroom!


Marcia watched. She saw Marie’s white, rounded, naked arms clasp her lover’s neck in an access of abandon… she saw the masked stranger cross the threshold, lay Marie’s swooning body on the great nuptial bed-they would surely bar the door to her vision now! And spare her this final torture of crushed self-respect!
But no!
Heedless of the fact that the door yawned open, that Marcia might behold from where she stood,.pinioned and trembling and repulsed, Georges quickly doffed his trousers and his shoes and she beheld his bronzed, sinewy buttocks, his lean and well-proportioned legs…
Despite herself, she blushed.
She was to blush again and more than again!
For now, naked, eager, he clambered on the bed.
Marie lay, on her back, one lovely silken sheathed knee upraised, her head turned to one side, her hands quivering, in search of solace, on her heaving breasts!
He lay upon his side, facing her, slipping one arm under her shoulders and drew her to him, while with his right hand he stroked her side her breasts and shivering, satiny belly.
She turned… turned gladly, acquiescently, to him and joined her mouth with his, linking the white, palpitating chain of glorious, rounded, naked arms around his neck.
He thrust his right leg between her thighs; nor did she dissuade him, but her head sank back, allowing his mouth to drink its fill of her moist, amorous ambrosia… wishing him to take that other hidden nectar which had its mystic source in the shivering confines of her abandoned pussytemple!
His right hand guided his penis toward her pouting slit…
Marcia saw his buttocks contract and writhe and heard Marie groan with a feverish ecstasy.
Now, with a surge against and into her, he implanted his shaft into her tempestously yielding cuntchasm.
And, rolling her upon her back, following her, glued and welded to her, he mounted her, rider upon amorous and panting, willing, swooning steed.
Her arms clasped him to her passionately; she arched her body up to meet his downward thrust of impalement and Marcia saw his sinewy posterior writhe again as with a tremendous thrust Georges imbedded his all of cockhood into the acceptant haven of Marie’s golden-downed quimfurrow!
Her left leg straddled over his right and thus she distended her grotto of delight onto his lancelust; his left-leg pinioned over her right; this cleavage was intensely lubricious, for it proved that both partners yearned for complete cunt and prick communion-to enjoy the maddening torture-bliss of deep imbedding and anguished self impalement!
His hands clipped her fragrant armpits, downed so sweetly with the golden shadow of her woman-hair… his lips crushed hers and tongues played a thrilling duet of excitation.
Sighs… moans… incoherent words of passion emanated from the nuptial chamber. Marcia had closed her eyes, but her ears she could not close to the lecherous onomatopoeia of carnal worship of the male and female in divine rut fulfillment!
The bed became rumpled… Marie writhed like a serpent, pressing her lover closer, closer against her, flattening her breasts against his panting chest, turning her head from side to side; and he, restless and hungry for her lips, refused to quit his lips from hers, following her every movement with greedy savoring.
Not alone in delight was the frictioning communion of rasping prong against the walls of willing cunt; the grinding lubricity of female pubic hair against male was equally maddening to the lovers and Marie writhed her loins so furiously against her lover’s crotch that he must endow himself with all his power of restraint to keep from ending too soon this entrancing bout of fornicating bliss!
Marcia closed her eyes again, overcome by the turbulent spectacle of lust unleashed.
But this did not render her immune to what was taking place, to what was humiliating her beyond a degree she had conceived possible.
For suddenly she heard Marie’s sweet voice- throbbing, acutely nuanced with the tone of frenzied desire-call out, “Oh… Georges! Oh darling… give it to me … hard… oh… take all of me… I want to be yours ooooh… yes… darling… that’s it deeper… all the way… don’t spare me ram and have me … punish me… oooohahhhh… Georges!”
Marcia, compelled by the agitation of that sensually harmonious appeal, opened her eyes once more: it was as if a power within her psyche compelled her to this witnessing of emotional communion which she had denied herself all these arrogant years.
And she beheld a lascivious pantomime!
Unable to endure the torment-bliss which rasped her velvety cuntwalls, maddened by the mounting excess of rending, cumulative lechery which absorbed her being, Marie had thrown both her legs about her lover, raising them up and knitting her silken-kissed chiseled calves over his writhing, heaving buttocks, thus pinioning her ravisher to her self-martyred loins with the same intense submission whereby her arms tightened around his neck.
The naked body of the masked man loomed over that delectable, contorted body of the blond maid, welding, adhering to it carnally.
Disheveled by her furious tossings, the golden chignon had come undone and on the pillow Marcia could see the lustrous silken wealth spread caressingly, erotically.
Georges’ hands now cupped Marie’s firm, juttingly rounded breasts, pressing his fingers tensely into the heaving, velvety flesh of those wonderful globes; his mouth sucked hers dry with longing, his tongue pirouetting amorously against her humid mouthwalls and with deep, burrowing strokes, he granted her her request.
Her golden head turned this way and that; her calves clasped and unclasped over his contracting bottom with a fierce and restless agitation; she seemed to lift herself up from the sheets to hurl her shrine of cuntdom against the weapon which greedily and masterfully buried itself to the testicles within that sanctified and sensual temple of delight.
And Marcia groaned with horror at the release of lust incarnate and all her puritanical loathing for the male and hatred for Marie welled up so bitterly that her eyes moistened with tears of self-pity for her dйchйance.
His left hand still cupping and molding and erotically flattening her delicious breast, the masked lover now stealthily descended his right hand and moved it between their bellies, that he might attain the zenith-threshold of her cunt’s quimdomery!
He withdrew slowly and Marie shudderingly rose up with him, longing in her quim reaction to hold fast to all the turgid inches of his male assertion that he bestowed upon her… this motion allowed a space. his hand groped inward and found the gateway which yawned to engorge its sweet cuntself of sturdy manroot his forefinger probed… suavely… expertly…
“Ahh… ohoooh… Georges… how good that is… oh… don’t show me any pity … ram me hard… ram me to death, my lover! Ohhahhh… Georges… mon amour… mon trйsor… quel vigeurt Oh Georges, Georges… I… I… am going to give up… ohahhhhhh… take all of it oh… harder!”
And with a groan that. shattered Marcia’s remaining aplomb, the lovely, naked maid frenziedly flung herself up against her crouching lover’s body, for the deft fore fingering of her clitoris had at last manifested the desire she was no longer able to hold back.
Her buttocks wriggled, weaved and shook in every possible agitation; her belly ground lubriciously against his own and now her cry of ecstasy was echoed by his own! “Marie! Oahhhhhhhh! Marie, here it comes! Get ready… it’ll drown your wonderful pussy oh… oh… darling Marrrriiiieeee!”
And Marcia, her eyes wide with aghast shame and apprehension for what torments this unleashing of lust might have in store for her, saw a body quake with tremendous assertion, his mouth descend fiercely on the parted, tremulous lips of the golden-haired inamorata and yield himself completely to the rapturous duality of communing orgasm, which caught their naked bodies in a whirlpool of sensual achievement and carried them to that oblivion of bliss which is beyond the world of mundane actuality!
They sank down, exhausted, motionless, he lying full weight upon her, she spreading her legs so wide that Marcia blushed for very shame to reckon what her maid must thus expose and proffer to his masculine possession.
And then, after a long moment, he roused himself from that delicious, voluptuous lassitude which is the aftermath of glorious fuckprowess and clambered from the bed, awaiting her awakening.
She turned her head; her lips and eyes bespoke their gratitude for heaven on earth, which, through the medium of his gristly ramrod and his lips and tongue and maddening fingers, he had brought to her naked, girlish flesh!
And she held out her milky, quivering arms to him, coquettishly averting her gaze now, but stealing provocative glances at his flushed face beneath drooping, golden lashes which veiled her beautifully humid, widened blue eyes.
And he took her wrists and gently raised her from the bed of love.
And, steadying her within his stalwart arms, he kissed her mouth, her eyes, her dainty nose, in his own gratitude for this delicious, willing, unashamed appeasement of his dominating lust fervor.
Then, he turned and, to Marcia’s astonishment, led Marie along with him, she slipping one arm around his waist and gazing up at him with languorous countenance and crimsoning cheeks.
Naked they came… slowly… advancing toward the pinioned and speechless, horrified and humiliated debutante.
And then they faced her and through the mask she saw Georges’ eyes cool and contemplative upon her body, magnificent in its sheathed captivity, enhanced by the spread eagling of her svelte arms, which accentuated the rise and fall, the arc, the sensual vibrancy, of her breasts her breasts which had never nurtured a lover, never yielded to sincere emotion… turrets of pristine and chill disdain!
Turning to Mane, he said and in a voice that chilled Marcia to the heart, “Think she learned something, honey?”
And, to her horror, Marie responded, coolly, “She will need further lessons, darling and even then we may have to drive in their moral through her fastidious skin!”
“Urghahhhhh!” groaned Marcia, her eyes wild, her face contorted, for there was an aura of imminent doom which menaced her, which already cast presentiments of terror and startled dread in her hitherto comparatively diffident soul.
Her eyes saw-and dilated at the sight-the diminished male rod of lust, between this masked stranger’s hairy, sinewy legs, drooping, satiated with its appeasement in the temple whose grotto of delight was hidden by the golden foliage which triangled Marie’s tempting pussycrotch. She saw that organ of the male, dank with the love-dew of commingling cunt and cock, viscous with the aftermath of illusion and passionate achievement of that illusion… she saw Marie’s bosom swell, with a gradual, sensual rhythm that contrasted with the agitated, heaving turbulence before the rites of love had been completed and she saw with her horrified eyes-those eyes which her rich parents had kept sheltered from unpleasant sights-how a woman who yields herself willingly to true male ardor is fulfilled and enhanced in her warm and languid beauty, in that state of drowsy lassitude where all the nerves are at peace and recall with thrilling memory the delirious heights to which passion’s meteor had raised them.
But how to explain the sudden change of Marie’s tone, once so submissive and humbly deferential, now assured-yes, even dominating-and to discuss her employer so impersonally; and how was it that the masked stranger seemed to take so great an interest in Marie’s mistress’s educational aptitudes? Oh, it was enigmatic and it had, been so ever since she had found the chauffeur unresponsive to her command to take the shortcut to the place where her guests and friends awaited her blossoming forth into social prestige.
Really, it became irksome as well as emotionally nerve-wracking to be tied and gagged like this to watch Marie prostitute herself; since the slut at least had managed to get this handsome stranger intrigued by means of playing the whore, well, then, she, Marcia, would take advantage of the situation and get him in his gratitude for Marie’s acquiescence to take her back to her parents poor Mamma, she must be half dead with fright and she could see her father, worried, harried, phoning frantically to have the police and his private detective service on her trail to rescue her.
There was, to be sure, for her egotistical psyche, a certain thrill, in feeling herself the heroine just as if it were a story, they would rescue her, she would have her party, where she could lord it over all her friends by saying, “My dears, would you believe it, I was kept prisoner in a house of ill repute … it was quaint, dears, really it was!”-and she would have Marie fired the moment they reached home safely.
But now the masked ravisher was speaking-.well, she would listen, he would tire of the game, release her and then she would heap coals of indignant fire on his head for daring to treat her, Marcia Thomaston, in this abusive way! “She is, as you imply, somewhat obtuse to reason,” came his cool, suave voice, “so perhaps it would be best to simplify matters without more ado and prepare her as we planned!”
That voice…
That tone… half mocking, half serious… polished…
No… it was impossible! “You’re right, darling,” said Marie and as she stood, shamelessly naked before Marcia’s roseate face, her left arm around her lover’s rippling waist, she passed her right hand toward his loins and, to Marcia’s consternation, propped up the limpened penis-head with the tips of her dainty fingers and said, “Such a sturdy fellow and such good fun, too! What a pity she doesn’t know how healthy a hot fuck would be for her-better than the baths at Hot Springs a thousand times over and so much less expensive, really!”
And, purposely, her last phrase imitated to a T the affectatious tone and words of Marcia herself!
And the incredible foulness of Marie’s reference to-that-which she had been forced to watch against her patrician will…
The masked amorist regarded Marcia with a steady gaze and then, as a slow smile curved on his sensual lips, he said, “For you, Marcia, the comedy is over… and the drama begins!”
And, raising his left hand quickly, he doffed the mask!
Marcia almost fainted from the shock.
It was Gregory Matthews… her most persistent suitor!
He allowed her a moment to recover her color, which had paled to a deathly white and when her eyes regarded him, a thousand questions mingling and burning her widened gaze, he nodded.
“Yes, my love, Gregory Matthews, your devoted suitor, at your service! Allow me, sweet Marie… I must observe the amenities!”
And as Marie retreated her soft hand from his limp, sperm-dampened organ, he bowed low, mockingly, before the haughty Marcia and holding his thumb and right forefinger around the tip of his penis, made it jog its head in carnal courtesy to this patrician debutante! “Good evening, my sweet Marcia! I trust you enjoyed your little ride with me!”
Her eyes were pools of great liquid anguish and terror and incomprehension.
“Yes, pretty Marcia, I took the place of Henry at the wheel of your illustrious and expensive Cadillac! I persuaded him-you know how money has persuasive qualities-you should know, having paved your way through life with a well-laden purse. Well, my sweet, I mean to have you learn how much more beneficial a loaded cunt can be!”
“Like mine, sweetheart,” interposed Marie, flashing her lover a languorous gaze from between fluttering, golden lashes.
“Don’t compare your wonderful lovenook. with Marcia’s ice-cold hope chest,” he retorted with a smile; then, turning back to Marcia, he continued, “Yes; I had the honor of being your chauffeur. It was slightly on the order Of poetic justice, as you have taken me. for a much longer ride yourself!”
“Urgahhhhhhh!” groaned. Marcia, struggling at her bonds, but only succeeding in constricting the loop of cord around her tensing neck.
“It is a miracle to have you reduced to verbal silence, darling,” Gregory id her, “for I can at leisure observe the delights of your body. I must say your gown becomes you very much. We must see, of course, whether your body becomes you without the gown!”
“Mmmmurrrrhhhhhh!” groaned the frantic girl, overcome by the startling discovery of her abductor’s identity. “To be sure, you owe much of your beauty to Marie’s diligent service, which you despise so openly. So you would have Marie flogged if you were a noblewoman, would you? I think I shall let you speak for yourself; you must have a great deal to say to me by now!”
And, stepping toward her, he loosened the kerchief around her mouth and then removed the gag.
Handing these handkerchiefs to Marie, he said, “Have these thrown into the fireplace and burn them. Having been contaminated by her pretentious mouth, they would be of no further service to us!”
The lovely, naked girl, her milky body accentuated in its rounded nudity by the sandals and stockings, smiled at Gregory and walked to the corner of the living room, where an open fireplace yawned and threw the silken gags into it. Then, slowly, with languorous undulation of her delicious belly and thighs and breasts, she returned to her lover’s side.
Marcia, eyes blazing, glared at her wealthy abductor and exclaimed, “You swine!
You… you… dared… to do this to me, tome!”
“And, if you please, who are you to use so haughty a tone to me, you insolent little fool?” said Gregory and, with the utmost calm, slapped her cheek with a vigorous crack of his open palm.
“Ohhhhhh!” gasped Marcia, overwhelmed, absolutely shattered in her poise and self-assurance.
“Well, now that we have that most urgent matter settled as to your identity, my pretty bitch,” said Gregory, “you are going to listen to a few well-chosen words of wisdom. For, if you will hold your tongue long enough-which I doubt your ability to do-you are going to find out a great many things. And, in your own welfare, I warn you to take heed of them, for your physical and mental comfort for the next few days depends on your reorientation. Have I made myself clear?”
“That you’re a monster, yes! Oh, just wait… just wait… till my father knows how you’ve treated me… how you’ve struck and abused and tortured me!
Just you wait, Gregory Matthews! You’ll be in jail so fast your head’ll swim!
I’ll have you blackballed from every social set in the country, you indecent, vicious person! And-and… that little hussy who dares to show her nakedness to me, her mistress, who employs her and pays her salary just so she can steal away with you and behave like the dirty little tramp she-ahhhhh!”
This time, using his open palm, Gregory had cuffed her across one beautifully erect breast globe, which actually bounded under the force of the blow!
Her eyes were incredulous, glazed with fear and distracted chagrin and she was speechless for a long moment, so dazed was she by the realization that this man, who had so earnestly courted her, would dare to treat her as if she were a common prostitute instead of one of the wealthiest and most blue-blooded debutantes of New York’s Four Hundred! “You are beginning to learn your place; that will do for a start. But you are going to learn a great deal more than you thought you ever could, my dear Marcia, unless you prefer to be recalcitrant… and, oh, how I hope you are, for I shall enjoy nothing more than training you as I would a mutinous hyena-with lash and goad!” he told her, curling his lips in expression of his utter contempt for her.
Marie watched, a gentle smile on her pretty lips, enjoying this reversal of the status quo.
Then he resumed.
“This lovely girl, whom you detest so openly and are so snobbishly overbearing to, is worth more in her little finger than you in all your soignйe body and perfume and elaborate gown. For your beauty is a falsehood, just as you are false, from head to toe, from your first word to your last, in every affected gesture and pose you make, copied from what you believe to be the bible of the social regime you are a slave of fashion to. Marie is honest, good, loving, kind and sweet; she is beautiful, yes and her beauty warms a man’s heart; your body may warm a man’s cock, but leave the rest of him cold… cold as that icy and artificial snobbery of yours… which, by the way, you are going to shed before very long!”
“I… I… refuse to listen to any more! I command you to take me home. I…
I… may overlook what you have said, because we have-been friends. But… but if you think you can keep me here a prisoner, tied up and forced to watch you debase yourself with my maid, you’ll be the sorriest man alive!” exclaimed Marcia.
Her hesitation betrayed her loss of assurance.
That was the beginning of her downfall. It was nothing-a bagatelle-compared to the depths. To which she would sink!
Or rather, compared to the heights of sincerity of flesh and spirit she would attain in this training which Gregory had so elaborately devised! “Pardon me, but you are in error. Let me tell you why, Marcia,” he intervened coolly, his right arm around Marie’s soft naked waist, his left hand guiding her sweet fingers to renew their assuaging assault upon his limpened penis.
“Ohh!” gasped Marcia again, astounded and aghast with shame at this bestial revelation of male lust and female acquiescence.
“Precisely what I expected from you in the way of reaction,” said Gregory. “You and your clique, every last rich demi-vierge of your group, wouldn’t recognize true love or lust when you saw it before your fastidious eyes. See no evil, but think evil-that’s your creed. Listen, darling, Al-dous Huxley, whose sayings you paraded to me whenever we used to dine till I was as fed up with him as I am with you, has a wonderful maxim on your type: high brows, low loins. Well, I’m going to prove that. I’m going to strip the veneer from you, make you revert to the essential primitive that’s in your nature, whether you have courage to admit it to yourself or not. And, before I’ve done with you, a painted two-bit Broadway whore will be more pure than you in her bedroom morals!”
“Oh! You… you… filthy beast!” stormed Marcia, stamping her feet with almost hysterical and childish rage.
“She isn’t very polite, Greg,” said Mane, fondling her lover’s penis thrillingly., with amorous, stroking, weaving fingers, pressing her delectable, milky hip close against his sinewy body:”’ “Would you expect a debutramp to be, honey?” he replied and then returned to. the consideration of the offended and furious Marcia.
“I was about to tell you why your father will do absolutely nothing to me. You see, I’ve not rushed into this plan hastily, not at all, Marcia. Several months ago, when you refused me first, I happened to drop in at your apartment to talk things over-you’d gone to one of your Junior League luncheons, where cats drink martinis instead of milk. Marie showed me in. To shorten, the story, we fell in love, Marie and I and she’s been my little sweetheart ever since. She told me what you really were-not that. I didn’t get a good idea when we two were out together, but I had hopes of penetrating that callous snobbery of yours. But when you began to treat Marie as if she were dirt under your feet, that was a little too much to stomach. So Marie and I planned a way of bringing you to your senses.”
“She-she-helped you lure me here-she’ll go to the penitentiary for the rest of her life!” cried Marcia, frantic with anger and humiliation.
“Don’t get your ovaries in an uproar-save that for later on!” laughed Gregory and eyed her meaningfully, then resumed: “I couldn’t, obviously, meet Marie in town. Your swanky friends might peach. So I bought this place-it used to be a nightclub in pre-Prohibition days. But, as I’m a thrifty soul and learned from my father that one must always get a return on capital invested, I decided to turn this house into a haven of entertainment for my friends who got the same treatment from their untouchable lady loves that I did from you. For color and atmosphere, I hired these two thugs from the East Side, Joe and Bill; for the same reason, I got Lil to pose as the proprietress; she’s really a respectable widow, sending a daughter through college who’ll be a credit to real society someday. And, since I want my darling here to have a little spending money, I deeded all the income from this house over to her; she’s the real owner of-you’d call it a brothel, I suppose, though I’d bet your maidenhead against my coming a dozen times that you’ve not the faintest idea what goes on inside one!”
“She should now, sweetheart… after…“ murmured Marie, blushing and averting her crimson, lovely face as she continued soothingly to massage and mold his now renewed penis.
“It’s not time for Marcia’s nature lesson yet, honey-all in good time, Marie, darling,” he returned and kissed her parted lips tenderly.
Then he resumed his discourse to the fearful, trembling, overwhelmed Marcia: “Thus Marie, being the owner here, has your fate in her hands; I yield the floor to her, save that she’s asked me to help her in training you. And why aren’t you going to peach to your respectably illustrious pater, my pretty debutramp? Because, Marcia, after we let you go back to your penthouse, you and I are going to be married. For I shall have to marry you to save your reputation; otherwise, your lovers will testify, as will Marie, that you came here of your own free will instead of going to your coming-out party, because you’ve got a case of hot pants-oh, pardon me, I meant nymphomania and preferred to be pronged instead of promenaded before all the wealthiest eligibles at the party!”
“I have no lovers you filthy beast! It’s a lie… I can deny it… who’ll take your word against mine, mine?” stormed the furious, scarlet faced debutante.
“At the present moment, you speak the truth you have no lovers. But when you leave here, you’ll be amazed at the past you’ve managed to collect, to say nothing of the money you’ll have, earned for your darling maid Marie!:Yes, every cent of your earnings will go into the till for her soft white hands to count lovingly!” jested Gregory.
“What are you saying? Have you gone completely mad?” gasped Marcia, disbelieving the testimony of her ears.
“I was never saner in my life, Marcia. I have managed, with Marie’s help again, to collect the names of those transient suitors of yours who followed your velvet train only to discover it ~ed to the dead end of demi-virginity. You were always vain and boastful, my pretty one and your tongue most indiscreet-well, that indiscretion will prove an asset to Marie’s business, as you shall learn soon enough!”
“You’re giving her too much to absorb in so short a time,” scolded Marie jestingly, her fingers rimming the fiery head of Gregory’s virile prong.
“I admit it. But we can go into the fine details with greater prolongation in due time-after all, she’ll be our guest for at least a week,” said Gregory, kissing Marie’s inviting lips once more.
Then he turned his gaze back to the horrified debutante and went on, savoring her trembling apprehension, enjoying. the sight of her richly. robed body cringing against the wall, forced to spread her arms wide apart to accentuate the turbulent glories of her pear-shaped breasts: “Doubtless, you noticed that the boudoir table and the bed on which Marie and I celebrated the success of our little scheme resemble yours in the safety and chill sanctity of your own apartment, Marcia. That too was part of the plan, for, you see, my dear, they are exact replicas of your dearest and proudest furnishings… those splendid shrines to which you reveal the deceitful treachery of your face and to which you confide the sumptuous insipidity of your flaunting body! I thought, as did Marie, who is more ingenious than you give her credit for being, that it would be appropriate for you to lose your virginity on your own bed, to. prepare your body and your bewitchingly hypocritical face before your own intimate mirror, your mirror which deceives you and tells you you are beautiful and desirable!”
“Oh! You… you… monster!”
“You are not very imaginative. I am afraid your lovers-or, I should say, your customers-will find you tiresome after a bit. But, after all, they will pay well for the privilege of telling their friends, who see your picture in all the rotogravure sections, I fucked that debutante; fair stuff, nice on the eyes but short on the prick.’”
“Ohhhhhhh!” Marcia’s face was a study in crimson shame! “You… you… wouldn’t dare! Oh-it’s impossible!~? she gasped.
“Not at all. You yourself have often said money buys everything-and you were perfectly right. It bought Henry off so I could take his place behind the wheel of your own car that brought you to get your maidenhead removed; it’s an obstacle you don’t deserve to have, for you have enough already to throw in the way of an honest man who wants an honest woman to sleep with now and then!”
“I forbid you to speak to me like that! I’m not your Marie, thank goodness. I don’t have to put up with your filthiness!”
Gregory turned to Marie, whose face had flushed with the insult and he remarked, calmly, “I believe I will let you avenge yourself, sweetheart!”
“Get me one of her pumps, darling and I’ll show you how I’ll begin to pay her back for the innumerable insults she’s made me swallow day after day,” said Marie gently.
“Without more ado, darling,” he told her. And he approached Marcia, who, realizing that she was in physical danger, tensed herself, her hands forming talons, ready to strike, to defend herself dearly, her feet drawing back against the wall. He advanced toward her, from one side, bent swiftly and grasped her foot and before she could prevent it, removed her high-heeled pump; then, tossing it toward Marie, he applied both hands around her ankles, rendering her completely unable to protect herself.
“Oh… oh… let me go… take your hands away, you beast! Let me go, do you hear?” she cried, writhing, weaving her beautiful sheathed body, furious with chagrin-and not a little uneasy, for the gentle, voluptuous glow in Marie’s beautiful blue eyes had been replaced by a calculating glitter that boded no good for the spoiled and snobbish debutante.
Marie picked up the pump and holding it by the pedestaled heel, advanced toward her mistress from the other side.
Then, while Marcia regarded her, panting, trying to summon all the hauteur of her egotistical countenance to compel Marie’s loyalty and deference, the lovely maid, taking careful aim, crashed the thin sole of the dainty pump against the aristocratic beauty’s smooth, creamy cheek- once… twice… thrice… and held it ready to strike again, should there be need.
“Ahh! Ohh Stop! Marie, you’re hurting me ohhhh!” cried out Marcia, making frantic efforts to release her ankles, which the sinewy hands of Gregory held as in an iron vise.
“That, Miss Thomaston,” remarked Marie coldly, “is just a sample and an advance return on what I owe you. From now on, you’re one of my girls and you’ll obey me just as I used to obey you, or take the consequences!”
“Bravo, little Marie,” exclaimed Gregory, ravished by the enchanting conflict and reversal of roles, whereby the patrician and domestic exchanged-unwillingly on Marcia’s part-the right of domination.
“Thank you, darling. I hope to provide much enjoyment for you and your friends, with or without Marcia’s cooperation,” observed Marie. And then, regarding Marcia with a cold glint in her narrowing blue eyes, she commented, “In about an hour, your first customer is coming to see you and get acquainted. He has paid me five hundred dollars for the privilege of being the first to take your cherry and I intend to see he gets his money’s worth!”
“Marie! Oh! You can’t mean it, no, no, tell me you’re jesting, that this is all a trick to frighten me,” begged Marcia, overwhelmed by the vehemence and hatred throbbing in her maid’s lovely voice, emanating from those blue eyes which once had gazed on her so deferentially, so submissively.
And then, lowering her head toward Gregory, she repeated, “Oh, Greg, say it’s over… let me go back home… I promise I’ll never breathe a word of what’s happened and we can laugh together about how clever you were to frighten me.”
“Then you are frightened, Marcia?” he remarked, looking up at her.
“A little, Greg-but now I know it’s all over, I can laugh with you-a very clever practical joke, my dear,” and her voice resumed its chill dignity and pretentious hauteur.
“You are a very unsuccessful liar, in addition to your other negative accomplishments, my pet,” he said, smiling at her, “for I know very well that your breasts deny your lips when the latter say they’re not unduly terrified; why, the heaving of those cow-like udders of yours suggests panic, Marcia!”
And once again he wounded her in her most sensitive Achilles heel: the egotistical self-esteem of her own beauty.
“Oh! Greg! How filthy a thing to say about me! You know it isn’t so!”
“Udders,” he repeated with deliberate emphasis and cruelly gloating inflection in his tone, “and the difference is that from a cow’s teats at least one can get milk, whereas yours are fruitless and good only to drape that velvet on!”
The indignant Marcia writhed desperately, trying to kick her ankles free from his grasp, but in vain.
“Oh!” she gasped, choked by furious chagrin and hurt pride. “You… you… low creature! And to think I wasted my good time with you, listening to your pretty speeches about how much you loved me and how beautiful I was in your eyes! I’ll never give you another date so long as I live, Gregory Matthews, not if you were the last man on earth!”
“So now you’ve come down a bit in your threats to me. First, I thought I was going to the penitentiary for abducting you; if I were in prison, I could hardly keep a rendezvous with you. Explain the change of heart-aren’t you going to prosecute me?”
His bantering tone maddened and yet struck sinister, subtle apprehension into her shallow heart.
“Well,” she replied, trying to cajole him with a forced smile, “after all, you haven’t, really harmed me and I can forget this joke, on the condition that henceforth we’re just acquaintances, nothing more-”
“Were we ever, anything else? Some of my friends go out with girls of. your own set and even if the girls are teases like you, my pals at least get a kiss or two. out of it. But you haven’t even given me that moderate satisfaction, my dear and I’ve spent a young fortune on your vintages and viands at the various chic night spots around town.”
“Well, Greg… a girl… has to have time to learn to like a man,” she murmured and cast him a provocative, artificial glance from between lowering, fluttering lashes.
“Save that little trick for your customers, Marcia; I’m sure they’ll appreciate it, but I’m heartily sick of all these games of yours and mean to show you just how much,” he retorted.
The coquettish mien was replaced with a pallor and nervous apprehension, for the beautiful debutante began to realize vaguely that her abductor was carrying this beyond the stages of a joke. So, trying to turn the conversation to a less dangerous subject, she said, averting her eyes as if in modesty, “Won’t you please, Greg, put some clothes on? I… I… I’m not used to talking to a naked man.”
“Few of your kind are, as a rule, Marcia,” he said and then, rising and releasing her ankle, he returned to Marie, who promptly slipped her lovely rounded arm about his waist and flashed amorous, humid eyes of desire upon his virile body.
“Greg, This game has gone far enough-all right, I’m frightened. I want to go home and I’m sorry if I’ve offended you. There! Is that enough? And… and I’ll even apologize to Marie for being short with her!” exclaimed Marcia, her eyes nervously searching his face to learn whether at last a smile of forgiveness would dawn upon it and announce her freedom.
But no smile passed upon his sensual lips; for these compressed and his eyes coldly swept her voluptuous, gowned body as she stood, fettered and trembling.
Then he remarked, “For you, that is an enormous concession. Just fancy, Marie-she’ll even apologize to you, darling. She doesn’t know the meaning of the word and so her apology would be another insult, nothing else.”
“I beg you, Greg, let me go. My wrists hurt from this rope,” said Marcia earnestly, trying to give her voice an inflection of crestfallen humility.
“And make Marie lose your potential bedroom drawing appeal? Not on your life, my dear Marcia. And I am tired, too, of your whining and your too obvious maneuvers to regain your former spell over me-that’s ended. You shall become my wife after I take you out of here, but not a wife of love or desire. I shall marry you because I need a slave to look after my needs. This is no joke and you are going to learn, it. Now, Marie, I think I have talked enough and-what she does not understand from my words now, she will learn the hard way-and I do mean hard!”
And he burst into uproarious laughter, to which Marie joined her delicious silvery girlish laughter.
It chilled Marcia’s vain heart and for the first time in her life she was desperately afraid.
For she had never encountered a man whose will was stronger than her own, whose ambition and aspirations were so masterfully cumulated and combined into a vigorous plan of action; nor, for that matter, had she ever been opposed by anyone among her set or family circle.
Then Gregory turned to Marie, while Marcia still sought to regain her composure and remarked, “Do you approve of your new girl’s attire for the business of the house?”
Marie pursed her red, soft lips, stared thoughtfully at Marcia’s body and after a moment replied, “Mmm… n-no… not entirely, Greg, darling. She needs higher heels, for one thing and she doesn’t show. enough of her breasts and hips in what she’s got on.”
“Do you prefer her naked, perhaps?” asked Gregory, totally ignoring the aghast face of Marcia, who simply could not bring herself to believe her own ears; “No, darling; that must come later, when Marcia’s ready for beddie-bye” said the pretty blond with an alluring smile. “But I mean that that gown of hers is too formal, even if it does wrap around her big hips so hard as to make them seem the flanks of a Percheron!”
“Oh! Marie! How dare you talk about me like that!” cried Marcia, white with fear and humiliation.
“Your Percheron neighs, it would appear… the whip would give her something to neigh about,” said Gregory.
“Darling, wouldn’t it be more fun to watch her through the peephole in the next room while her first lover takes care of her?” suggested Marie. “And he could use the whip if she didn’t give!”
“A capital suggestion, honey! Then you just want to doll her up a bit, eh?”
“It will be easier, yes, now that she’s tied up, darling,” replied the golden-haired maid, whose face revealed delight at the prospect of rendering her mistress this intimate service-which she had fulfilled in the past, although in a far different light than now! “All right. I’m at your service, Marie. Tell me what to do!” said Gregory.
“First, hold her ankles again, honey,” said Marie.
Marcia, thus warned, began to kick out desperately, her face a mask of terror at the imminent reprisal threatened.
But Gregory evaded her successfully and soon, stooping, had her ankles once again in his iron grasp and thrilled to feel those chiseled limbs writhe and flex with violent agitation beneath the soft, fragile silk which kissed his fingers so involuntarily. Indeed, it was the first kiss he had received from Marcia in their relationship.
Marie then approached, a charming and insouciant portrait of delicious feminine nudity and amorous thralldom, her white body so adorably rounded, her bosom heaving with expectant pleasure. And, placing her right hand on the V-cut of the velvet gown, she tore the expensive, lush fabric down… down… down… till it had reached the split of the thighs and the rent garment parted, hanging loosely on the patrician debutante’s pinioned, erect body.
“Oh! You hussy-my best party dress! That’ll come out of your wages, you little fool!” raged Marcia.
Standing close to her mistress as she was, it was a simple matter for the blond beauty to calmly slap Marcia’s petulant mouth.
“Ohh! How dare you!”
“Do you love humiliation so much, then, Marcia?” asked Marie innocently, gazing deep into the widened brown eyes of her beautiful mistress, now her captive-her hireling in this brothel of wealthy desire!
Marcia, overcome by rage and futile desolation, sensing that her haughty ego was being gradually rent of its aloof and pretentious veneer before the eyes of the one man who had persistently pursued her, was white with frustrated anger and tears brimmed her lovely brown eyes… ah, but these were not the divine pearls of love’s ecstasy which brimmed her orbs, but rather of humiliation and chagrin-therefore insincere, false pearls of a pretended emotion! So narrow, so bigoted of soul was she that she thought more of her torn gown than of Marie’s justification for treating her in this way; she had thought she could walk through life presenting her demands and now she found that life had its own bill to present her with and the payment would be costly and dire to her vaunted snobbish psyche.
“I see you are silent. That is better, to begin with,” said Marie, “and as for my wages, you are going to earn enough for me this week to enable me to take a long vacation from your employ. Besides, Gregory wouldn’t let me starve.”
“He’s welcome to you and then some,” flared Marcia.
Crack!
Again Marie’s tingling little palm flashed across the debutante’s creamy cheek, staining it with a harsh and carnal splotch.
And again, Marcia was overwhelmed to think that her maid, her despised maid, a domestic from the lower ranks of life, should not only talk to her in a deprecating tone but actually use physical force upon her! It was inconceivable-why, the revolution might be said to be starting.
There would be a revolution-and it,would bring its changes! “The half-gloves we’ll keep on,” decided Marie, returning to her pensive contemplation of the trembling debutante, who made an enchanting study in shame and terror, cringing against the wall, her arms outstretched, the svelte enticement of her body visible through the rent velvet, provocative in her lingerie.
Marcia wore a magnificent pair of orange silk and lace panties, secured snugly over her sleek hips by means of a narrow,band of black satin embroidered with tiny pearls, which fastened at the back with hooks and eyelets made of mother-of-pearl; the band formed the circular rim of the topmost portion of the intimate garment; the coquettish legs of the panties descended just to the middle of her ivory thighs, being exquisitely festooned with lace. Her flesh-hued gossamer stockings clambered almost to the hem of these dainty leglets, the tops being free and extended to their ultimate length and the stockings were secured in place without mar or fold by means of adorable rosettes, also of that same rich orange hue.
To complete the tonal ensemble of her undergarments, the debutante’s pear-shaped breasts were tautly encased within the cupping clasp of an orange silk brassiere, with a very deep cut, so that no remnant of its molding might be visible through the gap of the bodice of her gown.
“Not too bad,” said Marie diffidently, her mouth curving into a delightfully kissable moue of half disapproval, “but since you are a brunette with a very white skin, black is your shade and will be more alluring to your prospective lovers.”
“I tell you, Marie, I shan’t let you shame me so! I’ve never had a lover and I’ll not yield to any of your dirty-minded friends, no, nor Greg’s!” exclaimed Marcia.
“Then you admit you are a virgin, Marcia?” asked Marie coolly.
And she had the satisfaction of witnessing a scarlet blush mantle the haughty face of her mistress.
Marcia, recovering her discomfiture at that intimate remark, which showed a total lack of concern for her status as the maid’s mistress, replied, after a slight hesitation, “That’s none of your affair… I said I’ve never had a lover.”
“Perhaps you used a candle, then?” piquantly remarked Marie, with a tinkling laugh, to which Gregory added his hearty chuckle of approving merriment at the embarrassment which flooded Marcia’s being.
“Oh! What a horrible mind you have, Marie! And to think I considered you a nice gentle girl when you were my maid!” gasped Marcia.
“Do you want another slap, dearest?” asked Marie, raising her hand and the debutante cowered, her eyes widening, “for I’ll be happy to take you in hand unless you start mending your ways very fast. As for your remark that you considered me a nice gentle girl, that’s a laugh: you never considered me at all. Marcia Thomaston’s the only person in the world, because that’s the only person you ever gave a damn about!”
“I… was a little unfair with you, Marie, but I promise to treat you a bit more kindly,” faltered Marcia, seeing that matters were piling up with serious portent for her.


“A bit more kindly,” mocked Marie. “We’ll see a drastic change made in you, my fine jade. And we’re going to start with fundamental facts. A moment ago, I asked you whether you were a virgin you evaded the question, so I am going to find out for myself. Greg, will you please hold her legs very tight, because she may be somewhat restless, never having had her maid work on her proud cunt before!”
“Gladly, Marie,” said Gregory and he redoubled his strong tension on the chiseled, silken sheathed ankles of the haughty debutante, while the naked blonde Marie approached her mistress with a deliberate and anticipatory smile on her pretty red lips.
“Oh! Keep away… don’t you dare touch me!” cried Marcia, beside herself at the fearful threat to her most treasured charms, shamed and horrified at the thought that Gregory would be able to feast his eyes on her degradation.
‘And she drew in her belly, with distraught shudders rippling her flesh, trying to surge to this side and that away from Marie.
But the stooping executioner was much too masterful for her to move her limbs; besides, the rope at wrists and round throat restrained her. Marie extended her right hand slowly, gazing frill into Marcia’s humid, widened eyes.
“No! Marie! I forbid you to! Not before him!” cried the agonized Marcia as her dilates eyes, lowered to watch the approaching hand of her maid, saw the dainty fingers near her panties.
Marie paused and, with a smile, replied, “Then perhaps you would prefer Greg to determine your cunt’s state of health?”
“No! No! Oh, you wicked girl, how can you say such things to me!”
“Greg, I’ll hold her legs while you furrow in-side her pants and see whether there’s anything to block a good cock from doing its duty,” said Marie, feigning anger.
Marcia was wild with horror and shame; with contorted features and writhing body, she cried aloud, stridently, “Ohhh! No, no, Marie… I… I’ll let you don’t have him Oh, please, please!”
Marie seemed to ponder and Marcia’s agonized features appealed to her piteously, with tremulous lips, wild, fear-dilated eyes and throbbing nostrils.
“All right, then, Marcia, but if you dare insult me just once more, I’ll turn you over to Greg,” she threatened and then added, “Now hold still while I take stock of your pussy.”
Marcia’s face was furious with crimson shame and she could hardly restrain the tears of chagrin that brimmed her dilated, liquid brown eyes.
The dainty fingers neared-grazed the forefront of the coquettish panties; and Marcia groaned, her head rising, her eyes closed, tense and trembling.
“How amiable of you to wear panties with a slit in front; that makes it so much easier to get at your cunt,” said Marie and with deft fingers she parted the slight flap of the orange silk sheath and introduced a questing forefinger inside the slit in the material.
“Ohhhhhhh!” An anguished groan of shame emerged from Marcia’s panting lips; she drew in her belly, flattened herself against the wall, trembling spasmodically; for the first time in her proud, selfish life, her coyly and affectedly guarded quimtemple was vulnerable to the attainment of a rude hand!
But Marie was in no hurry, for she intensely enjoyed the delicious spasms of Marcia’s body, which she felt against her finger; she gloried in the thrill of making her hateful mistress linger in suspense before Marcia at last felt the dregs of shame in this carnal test and she prolonged the hesitation of her fingertip just inside the slit in the panties.
Then, turning her gaze on Greg, who watched her as he stooped and pinioned Marcia’s delectable ankles with harsh hands, she said, “You’ve no idea what a forest of pussy hair she’s got there, darling! We’ll have to give her a haircut and shave between her legs, or the boys won’t be able to find the furrow for the cornsilk that grows over it!”
“I beg you, Marie, don’t shame me so,” groaned Marcia, scarlet with agony of spirit, her pride crushed, her assurance reeling under the merciless continuation of the ordeal. “Do… do… what you want… and let me go, oh, my God!”
“What an indecent slut you are, to be sure,” said Marie, laughing merrily.
“First you don’t want me to touch you and now you beg me to finger fuck your maiden cunt! Really, you’re hard to please, but I shall try to give you satisfaction. Now, no more shivers save them for your boy friends, Marcia darling… relax… let your cuntlips open by themselves so I can ram my finger well into your gaping slit!”
“Ohhhh! Please, Marie!” Marcia was trembling, hysterical, almost at the end of her endurance in this degradation of her vaunted arrogance.
At last Marie, after wrapping her forefinger in the down-soft tendrils of Marcia’s hidden quimfoliage, probed… deeper.
“Ahhhh! Oh, oh, my God!” cried Marcia, biting her lips in the abyss of her terrible shame.
For Marie’s suave fingertip had brushed aside the raven down of her, quim and now glided slowly around the surface,of the cunnylips, so prized, so haughtily cherished, hitherto so inviolate and denied to the yearning of honest male desire! “You should bathe yourself there more often, Marcia,” observed Marie, continuing the deliberate and maddeningly shameful and lubricious rimming of her mistress’s quimmouth, “it’s soft, yes, but not so soft as I had imagined a rich debutante’s pussy would be. Well, a few hours 8pent in getting your yawning slit licked by your customers tongues should work wonders! Though a little soap and water now and then wouldn’t hurt either!”
“Marie… oh… my God… Marie… stop… please… pity… don’t speak so… and before him… oh… I shall die of shame…“ groaned the broken beauty, trembling, cringing against the wall, praying that some miracle should rescue her from this pitiless fate.
But there was to be no miracle for her… save in her transfiguration into a woman, where she had been a demi-vierge, sterile and fruitless! “Will you hold still and keep your belly from jerking around; there’s time enough to do that when you’ve got a stiff cock inside your hole instead of my soft finger… tell me, Marcia, have you ever masturbated?”
Marie’s sweet voice contrasted provocatively with her carnal and voluptuous choice of verbiage and the result was a sensual dominance over her mistress which would never have been conceived of by the haughty Marcia in the security of her own lavish apartment.
Women are sisters under the skin, no matter what degrees of veneer and culture garnish that skin!
And now, to Marcia’s utter consternation, Marie’s fingertip retreated from the petal-surfaces of the cuntmouth and attacked the entry gate of girlish fulfillment itself, parting the pouting snatchlips, Marie’s pretty finger inserted itself and slowly began to delve… inward.
Marcia’s lips moved, forming incoherent words, pleas, her eyes were widened, repulsed; beads of sweat broke out on her ivory forehead and her ankles jerked against Gregory’s pinioning hands in reflexes of utter, piteous excitement.
Marie’s eyes were fixed on Marcia’s face. It was an alluring tableau, this scene of the naked blond, in her sheer stockings and pretty open toed sandals, her left hand poised indolently on her enchanting, rounded, milky hip-in deliberate simulation of Marcia’s haughty pose when in the lime light of society-the other hand applied against the flamboyant orange silk panties of her mistress, the fingers being hidden from sight And the naked Gregory holding fast to the silken ankles of the debutante completed that sensual tableau!
A tableau in which little action but much effective psychological achievement had taken place!
Marcia held her breath, her face livid with despairing shame.
And then, suddenly, she cried out, throwing back her head until the rope’s tightening noose made her gasp, “Ahhhh! Oh… oh… it hurts… Marie, stop!
Stop!”
“She’s still got her cherry, Greg darling,” said Marie, smiling in triumph, “and that five hundred is safe. Now we can dress her and get her ready for losing her maidenhead.. Hold her still; I’ll go get her clothes.”
And she left Marcia, trembling, blushing, groaning, tense with dread of what would next occur-an emotional state desired from the start by these two intrepid lovers who planned so well their vengeance on the heartless debutante!
Marie returned from, the bedroom, whence she had procured, from the closet at the corner of, the room, the articles of apparel which Marcia was to wear in receiving her first lover, who had paid a high price to sacrifice her maidenhead to lust!
And the lovely maid placed the articles at Marcia’s feet, so that the terrified beauty might behold the depths of sensual depravity to which she was destined to sink! “Now, then, Marcia, I give you your choice. Either you’ll put these clothes on yourself and Gregory will leave the room-for the moment, at any rate-or we’ll both strip you naked and force them on you! Give me your answer at once!” ordered the beautiful blond.
Marcia hesitated. To accept these garments was, in a sense, to accept the harlot’s fate in store for her; but, on the other hand, clothing would give her a security through her dazzling beauty whereby she might hope to beguile the unknown man who had paid to possess her to yielding his claim to honor and saving her; she had failed to win Gregory’s intervention on her behalf-but alone, seductive, promising, tantalizing, she might win out over the male Marie had bargained with, surely it would be a better chance.
So, controlling her fury and shame, forcing herself to seem submissive, she murmured meekly, “I’ll… I’ll… do what you want only have Greg leave… I couldn’t bear the shame to have him see me…”
“Untie her, then, Greg darling and go into the bedroom-but be ready to come in a hurry in case Marcia tries any tricks,” said Marie.
Gregory rose, unfastened the ropes which bound Marcia’s wrists and fettered her pulsing throat and then, bowing to the debutante, said mockingly, “I look forward to viewing you in your professional attire, my dear,” and went into the bedroom, where he calmly clambered on the bed and lit a cigarette, awaiting and anticipating his summons by his beautiful blond mistress.’
Marie had no fear of Marcia’s reprisals; she had played her part of docility well, but now that the situations were reversed and she was the mistress instead of the slave, she felt herself capable of compelling Marcia to obey, the more so as her formidable ally remained within earshot.
Marcia tottered, for the strain of her position had been acute and the moral shock even more devastating. She perceived Marie’s cold gaze and realized that her submissive maid was in no mood for relenting; choking back the flood of torrential anger that seethed within her, she waited, feigning submission.
But Marie was not duped; well she knew what Marcia hoped to gain by this pretense of obedience. But she and Gregory had planned toe well to admit of failure and Marcia, though unaware of what was in store for her, was to taste, nuance by nuance, the downward-compelling dregs of bitterest woe.
“Throw off that torn gown, it’s no use to you now,” ordered Marie, planting her hands on her hips and regarding Marcia insolently and with dominating assurance.
Marcia obeyed and stood in brassiere and panties, stockings and the remaining pump-the other having been dropped at a short distance from her after its unexpected application upon her haughty face! “Now take off your other pump, if you please!”
“Is there anything more your ladyship wants?” flashed Marcia, a vestige of her overweening arrogance escaping her compressed lips. “Greg!” called Marie.
“No… no… I was only joking… I’ll behave,” said Marcia hurriedly, glancing fearfully toward the bedroom.
“What is it, honey?” he called, sitting, up on the bed and watching the. delectable scene before his eager eyes.
“Just be ready, darling… she may give me a little trouble.”
“Want me to come now and strip her?” he called and Marcia groaned in terror.
Glancing at her triumphantly, Marie called back, “Not this time, honey. Just be ready when I call you again. Now then, Miss High and Mighty, your stockings-take them off those insolent long legs of yours!”
Marcia, white with frustrated rage, complied; with fingers that trembled with anger, she descended the diaphanous sheaths from her svelte, sculptured legs and let them drop to the floor.
“That’s more like it… Now, your brassiere!”
“Marie… I… I-”
“Shall I call Greg, Marcia? And this time, he’ll bring a whip with him!” threatened Marie.
“No… no… I’ll obey you.”
“Then be quick about it. Remember, in Russia they knout maids for being slow in undressing when the master wants to fuck them!” jested Marie insolently.
Marcia’s flushing face revealed, how extreme was her chagrin at this dominating tone, this insufferable insolence of her own maid.
But her fingers loosened the unclasping sheath, allowed it to flutter to the floor and her naked breasts, heaving with chagrin and shame, thrust up their insolent turrets to Marie’s enchanted gaze.
Firm, ripe pears of woman-flesh, with dark coral aureoles and pert buds of rosy hue, offered themselves, rising and falling in the cadence of Marcia’s anguish, to the ravishing eyes of her maid-ivory globes whose firm, resilient flesh, whose contours of sensual provocation, whose delectable nipples made of them a veritable feast for lovers lips and tongues and ambient hands breasts which were virgin, induced to heave only in fastidious indignation or supercilious emotion-never in the duress of passion’s thrilling constraint! “Now your panties last of all… and you’ll be naked!” said Marie.
“Oh! This… this is too much!”
“Would a whipping be too much on your naked skin? With Gregory’s arm to apply it and me to hold you while you got your big bottom reddened as you so richly merit?” asked Marie menacingly.
Raging with the fury of a woman shamed and thwarted in her egotism, Marcia slipped her hands behind her, groped for the fasteners of the panty-sheath and loosened the mother-of-pearl hooks and eyelets.
“Unfastening isn’t enough. You must pull them down-the way you do when you have to go!” mocked Marie, relishing Marcia’s white, furious face, the agitation of her delicious naked breasts.
“Oh!”
“Hurry, your first customer will be here before very long and you aren’t even dressed! I’ll have Greg take them down for you and turn you over his knee if you don’t drag them off your big legs before I count fi’~7e. One!… Two!
Three!-”
Panting, maddened by her torment but not daring to reveal the full hatred of her soul, Marcia complied. The panties descended slowly down her buttocks… her thighs… slipped over her rounded knees… and came to rest about her ankles. Mechanically, passively, she stepped out of them.
She was naked.
A statue of ivory-cold, bereft of the warm glow of sensual compliance and ecstatic self-surrender which Marie’s less provocatively carnal charms possessed to a heart-stirring degree… with svelte hips that bespoke a passionate yielding that was a lie, with breasts that flaunted the invitation to amorous sucking and plucking of nectared flesh, with sleek, smooth belly that offered the untrue enticement of a cushion whereon a crushing lover would sink and plunder madly his desires of her… the alluring downy, raven-tendriled triangle surmounting that grotto of sterile virginity… a face that was sensual and yet cold and wantonly selfish-this was Marcia Thomaston, the naked debutante, prisoner in the brothel owned by her own maid! “Now then, Marcia. First, the pumps I’ve set before you-put them on!”
Marcia took one of the pumps and examined it. It was of black suede, with extremely narrow, pointed toe, rising arch and clasping, rounded back that would rise high on her foot; the heel was tapering, exaggerated in its contour-and of a height of four and one half inches.
“I can’t wear these… they’ll be too tight and too high on my feet. I shan’t be able to walk!” she protested.
“You’ll only have to walk as far as the bedroom! Now, put them on and don’t let me hear any more whining!” menaced Marie.
Grudgingly, Marcia obeyed. She stooped, raised one pretty, graceful foot, placed her heel inside the shoe, then slid her toes apprehensively into the front of the pump, as if fearful that she would find it much too tight. It fitted her perfectly, with not a little constriction; but suddenly she was seized with an anxiety and, turning to Marie, asked nervously, “Am I not to wear stockings?”
“Not the first time… after all, you’re a virgin and you’re not to show too much voluptuousness for your first fuck. Later on, when you’ve had a little experience, we’ll add frills,” Marie told her insolently.
The fastidious debutante, puritanical, shuddered to hear the degrading Anglo-Saxon words of carnal intercourse; but she had no choice than to obey.
She obeyed.
The high heels added to her svelte grace and lissome perfection; poised on them, she began to become intrigued by their pedestaling effect, by the accentuation of her chiseled ankles and her sinuous calves.
“There’s no time to admire yourself. Your boy friends will take care of that.
Hurry up, now and put on these panties!” said Marie.
Marcia stooped and was delicious n her tensing flexions of thighs, of firm buttocks that jutted temptingly forth to Marie’s eyes… a flagellant would not have waited longer for attainment upon this statuesque beauty’s nakedness!
But, though Marie had every intention of paying back her mistress for the many slaps and insults bestowed on her in Marcia’s service, she preferred to savor her future conquests and Gregory’s pleasure in them and it sufficed her to watch Marcia flush and. quiver with nervous chagrin as she prepared her own body, without the ministrations of her maid, for the downfall to which that pampered and jealously inviolate flesh was to be subjugated.
The panties chosen by Marie were of black satin, more like tights than panties, extremely tight and binding at the crotch. An elastic band, fastening at the back, secured them; but, to add to the provocative effect, a row of dainty red shell buttons appeared coquettishly along and down the front surface… right over the guarded chalice of Marcia’s virgin pussytemple!
Moreover, they were extremely daring in their cut: the legs ended very high on the white, ivory thighs of the debutante and were patterned at the back so as to reveal the briefest,but most stimulating glimpse of the commencement of Marcia’s bottom cheeks, that delectable base which began to rise and swell into the wonderfully oval and sensually firm summits of her hind quarters.
“Be sure to fasten every button-a virgin shouldn’t give her first lover the idea that she wants her quim well oiled!” instructed Marie with an insolent smile.
And when the panties were tautly and lasciviously in their molding place Over those callipygian glories of the debutante, the next order came at once: “Put on your brassiere next!”
The brassiere was-also of black satin, patterned to reveal as much of the valley of Marcia’s ripe pear globes as her velvet gown had showed, but there was a highly suggestive feature which the gown certainly did not envisage! For, as the debutante shamefacedly fitted the lustrous sheath over her palpitating breasts, she found, to her utter horror, that tiny slits in the fabric permitted her pert nipple-buds to emerge, alluring, naked in their sensitive flowering of rosy coral, from the shining, smooth black satin! “Oh, Marie! I… I won’t wear anything like this… it’s too shameful!” she exclaimed, stamping her foot in vexation and humiliation.
“Won’t you, now? I wonder. Greg-bring the whip this time!” called Marie, turning her golden head toward the bedroom, where her lover was calmly finishing his cigarette.
“Which one, darling? The one with the plaited lash or the three-thonged French whip?”
“The plaited lash will do this time, sweetheart!”
Marcia went white, trembling piteously.
“No… oh my God… you wouldn’t whip me! Marie… I… I… swear I’ll not complain “any more… oh… oh… my God… no, Greg, please… for God’s sake, don’t!”
For, as her eyes grew wide with terror, she saw the naked suitor approach, in his right hand a black leather thong with tapering lash whose end was insidiously plaited, flexible, deadly-the more so, since she was all but naked.
He approached her slowly, impassively.
Marcia began to babble pleas for mercy, certain that she would die of shame and torture.
“Oh… oh… Greg… I promise I’ll be good… don’t, I implore you!
Please, Greg I… I… I’ll,do everything you and Marie want! Really, I will, I swear I will! Don’t don’t wh-whip me, please!”
He eyed Marie, who shrugged her shoulders.
Then, turning his gaze back to the cowering debutante, he said coldly, “to prove your sincerity and submission, get down on your knees before me, clasp your hands together as if you were praying and beg me nicely not to whip you!”
Marie’s face shone with a great joy of vengeance!
How significantly had Marcia’s words of threatening anger against her boomeranged against this snobbish, haughty jade!
Her widened eyes bespoke Marcia’s apprehension; and in Greg’s she saw no a spark of compassion. The whip reposed, dormant, terrible in its motionless, readied poise in his hand. The plaited tips were oh so ominously keen and acutely agonizing in her half-hysterical conjecturing.
So, groaning in fright and shame, she sank down on her knees before him and, tears brimming in her dilated eyes, clasped her hands tight together, held them up to him in a gesture of servile supplication.
“Let me hear your little declaration of obedience and then we’ll see whether you get twenty good lashes on your bottom or not,” he told her.
Tottering in her utter desolation and piteous, stark fright, she stammered, “I … I… beg pardon… Greg… for disobeying Marie. I promise with all my heart to obey whatever she tells me to do… Is is… that… like… what you want me to say?”
“Not exactly, Marcia. Marie, I think a quick dose of the whip wouldn’t mark her flesh too much. We don’t want to disappoint him with her,” he replied.
Marcia was maddened by terror; crawling forward on her knees, she grasped his naked. hips with her gloved, feverish hands and, oblivious to his obscene nudity, his virile manhood asserting itself in her very face, hysterically cried, “Greg… Greg… I’ll be your slave… don’t whip me… oh… oh… pity… I’ll try to serve you and Marie obediently… see, I’m kneeling at your feet… take pity on me… don’t hurt me!” And her fingers writhed against his naked flesh… Ah, had he not calculated his, revenge elaborately, lingeringly, he might have seized, mastered and possessed her cowering body!
But it was too delightful to watch the aloof and coldly patrician beauty cringe and writhe her enchantingly attired body in heartfelt entreaty- and it was sincere, this candor of hers, perhaps for the first time in her sheltered existence: fear of pain and humiliation had been unknown to her and their initial effect on her flesh and spirit was formidable.
He surveyed her coldly, observing how oblivious she was now to his nakedness and savoring Marie’s presence.
“Get up, Marcia!” he commanded sternly and raised the whip in feigned threat.
“Please… please, Greg… I’ll obey you… anything… don’t hurt me!” she groaned.
“Will you get up, you slut! Is this a proof of your willingness to obey? You are going to taste the lash!” said Gregory.
“No! Oh, God, no! I am obeying… see… I obey you!” And she rose, standing before him, terrified and trembling, her eyes widened and humid with apprehension, fixed on the flexible, thin lash.
“Turn around, bend over and give your hands to Marie to hold!” was his next, sinister order.
Marcia was half fainting with her fear, but the sight of the whip activated her and, sobbing, panting, she obeyed; she arched forward, tautening the magnificent bottom wedded so lasciviously to the lustrous satin and she extended her gloved hands toward Marie, who seized them without hesitation.
“But her head turned to one side, so that she might watch him in her palpitating emotion of imminent ordeal, for she was certain that this command meant the application of that demonic leather thong on her obscenely proffered body.
“Don’t… oh… Greg… darling… I beg you… I apologize for all the mean things I’ve done to you… don’t whip me… oh, I couldn’t stand it… and before Marie oh… please… please… Greg, don’t hurt me, I can’t bear pain!” she sobbed.
His face expressed his contempt; his lips curled in scorn, his eyes glowed hard and intently on her abject and cringing body.
“Turn your head around and don’t dare move till I order you to!” he said. “And your obedience will determine what you’ll get by way of merited punishment!”
She bit her lips, bowed her head, closed her eyes; spasmodic tremors rippled her bottom and were evidenced in the intimate sheath of satin which became, with this pose, a second skin on the ripe ovals of her bottom globes.
He noiselessly left her, went to the boudoir table and returned with the atomizer. And all the while she trembled, unable to control the contractions of her nerves and muscles, undergoing the torment, so that even the biting kiss of the whip would have been an anodyne to her in this tense expectation and prolonged torment of mind and psyche.
He returned to her, approached her as noiselessly as he had left her and then, slowly, with infinite deliberation, extended his right hand toward the satin sheath which molded the enticing summits of her bottom hemispheres…
And then his fingers lightly grazed the resilient crest of one magnificent bottom cheek.
She did not know the whip lay at his feet, but in her terror believed that he was gauging the quality of her flesh to determine its endurance under the thong-caress! “Ohhh! No, no, don’t, in God’s name!” she groaned.
“Don’t dare to move and let me hear not another word from you!” was his reply.
Maddened by torment, but dreading the lash more than the shame of palpation, she allowed him to continue his exploration of her charms; bent over, panting, her face flushed and stained with the initial tears of woe-yes, the first to be shed in her new regime of downfall-and Marie felt Marcia’s patrician wrists jerk convulsively against her constraining grasp, sure sign of Marcia’s apprehensive dread.
His fingers now pressed against the lustrous satin and followed the breathtakingly sensual curve of that delectable bottom cheek… and he heard her choked gasps, felt her bottom contract and shiver.
And with the utmost calmness, his hand continued its leisurely promenade over that beautiful bottom cheek and then passed to the other, which he. pressed, grazed and palpated with a dominance that astounded and confused and terrified her.
At last she felt his hand recede from her shuddering hindquarters and he spoke.
“The satin becomes your big behind better than I had expected. It is agreeably thin, so that the lash will carry a good sting to your insolent naked seat!”
“Ohhh! Pardon! What have I done to deserve a whipping! I… I’ve obeyed you in everything you commanded, Greg! Oh, I beg of you… I I… will… give myself to you… if if you’ll… let me go… after… after-” and, breaking down, unable to hide her shame and desolation any longer, she burst into tears.
Marie felt the beautiful hands clench, the wrists tense and jerk, but sternly she maintained the unhappy debutante prisoner as her lover had requested.
When the tempest of tears and groans and sobs had subsided, Gregory spoke coldly and contemptuously, spitting out his words: “I always knew you were a bitch and now I am certain of it. The fact is, I have not the slightest appetite for your body, my dear, though that may seem surprising to you in your blind vanity. And what happens to you will be through others; I am solely the motivating agent in your behalf. Now then, Marie, if you will continue to hold her, I shall apply a little perfume where it will be most enticing.”
And picking up the atomizer, he sprayed a dash of the captivating jasmine against Marcia’s bare, creamy knee hollows, her ankles, compelled her to lift up her arms-though still to hold them out to Marie-so that the perfume might scent her raven-downed armpit niches.
As a finale, he sprayed a little of the jasmine right against the split of the panties in the back, remarking lasciviously, “In case your lovers want to take the maidenhead of your bottom, you won’t smell so bad!”
Marcia’s ears were buzzing with her anguish; she reeled, exhausted, overcome by shame and emotional suffering. And the consummate fact which blazed through her mind and made her bite her lively red lips in an excess of the deepest chagrin was that at last she had offered him her greatest charm, her most zealously guarded treasure-and he had scorned her! Scorned her, who was far more appealing than the shameless trull Marie!
Then, returning the atomizer to the boudoir table and retrieving his whip, Gregory made her don the last part of her prostitute’s attire: an orange silk negligee, beautifully designed and ornately decorated with lace.
And he said to her, “Now, my sweet, take whatever pose of welcome you consider most enchanting, that you may have success with your first fucker… au revoir! Be diligent, skillful and Marie may give you a little tip from that five hundred all for your very own.”
And he burst into laughter, which Marie joined in merrily and, the lovers left the salon, locking the door behind them.
They went into the adjoining apartment, where a hidden mirroring panel allowed them to look into the bedroom and beyond into the salon where Marcia was, seeing but without being seen.
The debutante trembled so piteously that she tottered as she walked to the divan, there to sink down, bury her face in her hands and weep, racking sobs shaking her beautifully adorned body.
“At least,” she thought, “they have locked the door… they have the key and perhaps when when… that… man comes in with them, I can denounce them to his face!”
Her eyes were swollen with tears; she brushed them away with gloved fingers that trembled and, a vestige of her coquetry returning, she arranged the negligee in unmarred folds on her provocative, svelte body, so that she would retain all her delectable and desirable charm when the would-be seducer entered. She would beguile him, make an ally of him. She would escape this fate and condemn her abductors! Marie should pay dearly and Greg would be blackened forever in the social world!
Suddenly, interrupting her thoughts, she heard an ominous sound.
The key was turning in the lock…
She rose, her hands at her bosom, her face contorted with fear… for fear had been impregnated into her psyche so insidiously that she was no longer haughty mistress of her own emotions.
The knob turned.
Would the door never open? she thought distractedly… for it seemed an eternity… only a flicker Of light from the hall ebbed through the brief passage… induced by the hand… of…
Of whom?
Of… of… Gregory and Marie, surely and… the man… who the door opened wide… a single figure crossed the threshold, swung the door to at once and locked it.
Oh… no!
It was impossible!
She swayed, she recoiled, she put a hand on the edge of the divan to steady herself.
The man approached her slowly.
She tried to scream; her voce was constricted so by astonishment and terror ,that only a raucous gasp emerged from her parted red lips.
“I see you recognize me, dear,” at last he spoke.
“Oh, Bob… Bob Travers… what are you doing here?” she managed to gasp.
“At your service, Miss Thomaston. Yes, your suitor… or should I say one of your many rejectees?” he observed.
A handsome blond-haired young man, of about twenty-eight, very wealthy, a scion of the rich Travers steel family and one of her “rejectees;” as he had put it so piquantly, for she had led him onto propose to her, only to laugh in his face and tell him to “improve his line.”
“Well, that’s funny to find you here,” she said and forced a laugh that sounded hollow.
“Not exactly. I am here to satisfy myself and you are here to provide satisfaction,” was his cool retort.
Then her terror took the upper hand; she forgot her intention of rendering him spellbound by her beauty and compelling him to aid her all she could think of was freedom.
She went to him and, her face contorted by her utter woe, exclaimed, in a torrent of stammering, almost incoherent words: “Oh, oh, I’m so glad you’re here, Bob… They’ve trapped me… kidnapped me and forced me to become …a…a-”
“Prostitute?” he suggested.
“Yes… oh, it was terrible. My maid Marie and Greg Matthews… they’re the ones they ought to be in prison for what they’ve done to me… beat me… shamed and tortured me-” she was caught up in the whirlpool of her own melodrama, augmenting her tale and elaborating the incidents to magnify them and gain his sympathy.
But for all that, the tears that welled in her widened eyes, the contortion of her haughty features; the rising and falling,of her bosom beneath the flamboyant negligee-these were candid and honest enough, for Marcia was terrified to a state bordering on the hysterical.
“Beat you? Tortured you?” his tone was incredulous; garbed elegantly, as for an evening at some posh club, he was fully as dashing as Gregory, as vigorous, as essentially male-and, though less subtle in his sensuality, as capable an amorist as the intrepid abductor.
“Yes… yes… oh… I thought I would die of fright,” she groaned, wringing her black, gloved hands eloquently, her eyes wide and appealing as they fixed on his handsome face.
“Interesting… and I suppose with this whip… here on the floor… they beat you?” was his reply, – impassive, unruffled, methodical in tone.
Her eyes fell on the ominous, coiled whip, an evil serpent of pain, on the lush rug at his side. She swayed, put one hand to her bosom in an attitude of fear-stricken recollection and gasped, “Yes… yes… with that… oh, Bob, if you only knew how horrible it was for me!”
He stooped, picked up the whip, examined it closely, in silence. Meanwhile, Marcia stepped back, expectantly awaiting his outburst of sympathy for her, his promise of aid in this the direst distress that had risen on her until now cloudless horizon of selfish existence.
Then he raised his eyes toward her face and said, without emotion in his voice, “Take off your negligee; Marcia, if you please.”
“My… my… negligee…“ and instinctively her hands gathered the opening of the luxuriant robe closer around her rising and falling pear-firm globes of Venus. “But… why… Bob? I want you to help me get out of here… let me find something to hide this indecent getup for which I must apologize to you, as I’d never normally let you find me in such an upset state and take me out of this horrible place!”
The whip trickled, dormant, from his right hand, as he observed her, his face impassive and she had, unreasonably perhaps, the sensation that he had not paid heed to her words; else why did his eyes so coldly survey her body, sheathed as it was in the glowing negligee, her svelte limbs pedestaled by the high-heeled black suede pumps and the flesh of those molded limbs entrancingly alabaster against the startling contrast of the suede? “I want to see what marks they left on you, that’s all, Marcia,” he replied, but imperceptibly his right hand raised the lash… almost as if he were about to wield it!
She flushed, first in offended modesty and then in apprehension to be found out in a lie, for naturally her body was immaculate and bore no traces of that plaited thong’s caress!
She hesitated an instant longer than she should have before she sought to evade the issue by a beguiling speech: “Bob… sweetheart… I mustn’t let you see me… the way they’ve forced me to dress… it would be too indecent come, be a gentleman as I know you are, darling and help me leave here… before they come back and torture me again.”
“You may be sure they will not come back, Marcia. I paid them enough to earn a few hour? privacy with you… just the two of us, my dear. And now, my stupid little liar, you are going to take off your negligee or feel this excellent whip on your deceitful body!”
His eyes had lost their impassive regard and glittered suddenly with a brooding malevolence, such as she had observed kindling the gaze of. Gregory, her deceived suitor; and now, indeed, the menace of the whip was clear, for his hand was raised, the lash coiled and furled, ready to answer at once the instigation of his tensing wrist!
She stood, stupefied; her eyes were wide, unbelieving, her lips parted, but she could utter not a word in her defense… all her acting was for naught!
He took a step forward, compressed his lips.
“Take off that negligee, you little teasing bitch, before I rip it into shreds and do the same for your hypocritical skin!” he exclaimed vituperatively.
“Bob! What,… what’s come over you we’re friends, darling… don’t you see I’m in danger-please help me, darli-ahhhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!”
Interrupting her passionate plea, he had set his left hand on her shoulder and, stepping forward, swept the whip across one marbled ivory forearm, lust above the elbow where the sheathing half glove ended its provocative caress upon her slender arm.
An angry striation, bright, glowing pink, announced the kiss of the whip-yes, the first: the first of a long and overdue account! “Oh, you beast! Let me go, do you hear! How dare you touch me, oh, you’re no better than that loathsome Gregory Matthews! Do you hear me? Let me go!”
“I hear you very well, Marcia. But this is one time you’re not going to get your way, my teasing, lying little slut! Now-are you going to take off that negligee quietly?”
Her hands flew to the profaning fingers that gripped her beautiful,, rounded shoulder so cruelly and with a quick descent of her raven head, she sank her teeth into the back of his hand.
“Why, you tricky bitch!” he exclaimed, clenching his teeth, his eyes furious with lust and hatred for her. And, falling upon her, throwing one leg around the back of hers to maintain her, casting away the whip so that both hands might be free, he ripped away the belt that fastened the negligee at her waist with his right hand; then, setting both hands on the bodice of the flamboyant robe, ripped it viciously, dragged it by force off her body and threw her back, to fall in a crumpled heap upon the divan.
For an instant she lay there, half crouching, her face to the lush surface of that nuptial couch of trysting illusion… and he saw the magnificent accentuation of her breasts sheathed in the satin, the jutting, contracting rotundities of her oval posterior, sensual and lust-stirring in its satiny embrace, the gleaming ivory of her thighs and, calves and supple, sinuous arms-on whose purity that single kiss of the whip stood out so lasciviously!
Then he regained command of the whip and stood, waiting for her next move.
The tableau was entrancing! An elegantly clad, handsome man, a fashion plate from an elite group of New York’s most eligible bachelors, standing, whip in hand, his eyes burning with the lust for vengeance as they laved the crouching body of the patrician brunette, clad lasciviously in pumps, satin tights and brassiere and half gloves!
And the setting of the drama was also incredible-a mansion of ill fame, the last place on earth one might expect to encounter so illustriously social a pair!
Her eyes wild with terror, Marcia fixed her gaze on the door. A sinking feeling clutched her pounding heart as she recalled that he had locked the door after entering. Marie must have given him a duplicate key. How to escape? Oh, God, how to escape! “I prefer you in that attitude and attire, Marcia,” Bob said at last, “for now I can see the proof of your lying nature. There’s not a mark on your haughty white flesh, but that’s not saying there isn’t going to be any, my dear! Now then, I find myself spellbound by your piquant choice of garments for an evening’s social entertainment and I should like, before I fuck you-for I am going to fuck you, you know-to have you walk around in front of me, while I sit on this divan, just as if we were at Bonwit Teller’s choosing a dress from a mannequin’s modeling.”
“You must be insane, to think you can force me to do anything so Shameful!” she panted, her eyes feverishly seeking some means, some way, some pathway to freedom-freedom-oh… to be home in her own apartment… to awaken from this nightmare… this fantastic dream which was all too horribly real!”
“Not at all, Marcia. In fact, you might say tonight’s the first time I’ve come to my senses about you… I can see through all your sophistication, you’re snobbish fear of being harmed by contact with human beings unlike your disgusting self. I used to want you very much, I don’t mind telling you now.
But right this moment, all you matter to me is a fuck for which I’ve paid the round sum of five hundred dollars and am anticipating finding out whether I haven’t been overcharged a hundred times too, much!”
“Oh! How… how… dare you speak to me like that! I’m not yours and I don’t care what you’ve paid… you shan’t touch me, do you hear! I’ll… I’ll… kill you if you so much as kiss me!” she exclaimed, her breath quick and flurried in her rage and terror.
“So much as kiss you? Evidently Marie didn’t explain the facts of life, very well to you, darling. I’ll remedy that presently. You have a lot to learn about your body and you might as well start tonight. as any other time. To begin with, you are going to get up and walk around the room and take the poses I command you to take!”
“Oh, am I? You crazy fool! Just becau6e I went to dinner with you a few tithes, you think you can treat me like a whore, do you?” she stormed.
“That kind of treatment would be better than you deserve. Now, get up so I can sit on the divan and begin by walking around with your hands on your hips! At once!!” His voice was cruel, inexorable.
“I won’t! I won’t!” she exclaimed and shrank back against the divan, her hands forming painted talons as she prepared to resist her tormentor.
Since her magnificent torso was turned toward him, he could not help seeing the spectacular flaring of her coral nipples from the slits of the brassiere and a slow smile dawned on his lips. He took a step toward the divan-another-she huddled farther back, her eyes wide, shadowed by her fear and revulsion.
Then, taking her by surprise, he flicked out the whip with expert aim! The plaited tips flicked hungrily at the nipple of her right breast, flattening the sensitive bud.
“Ahhhhhhhh!” she shrieked, overcome by the overwhelming agony of that satanic attainment of her charms and, maddened by the pain, rose from the divan and at once sought to run toward the opposite corner of the room-perhaps she could reach the bedroom-there was a door-and it might-oh, please dear God, let it have!-have a key which she could turn to protect herself against this treacherous, sadistic and cowardly beast.
He let her take flight, knowing that she was doomed to disappointment.
There was no key.
She swung the door to with a crash and he heard, through the door, her anguished gasp of fear when she found she had been duped.
Then, leisurely, he took off his coat, divested himself of tie and shirt and stripped to the waist, walked toward the closed door of the bedroom, where his desire for vengeance should be consummated!
Marie and Gregory watched through the panel and observed to their delight the anguished Marcia as she began desperately to pull a chair up against the door, trying to block her ravisher’s entrance; panting, groaning, she unknowingly displayed to Gregory’s delighted eyes the most enticing contortions of buttocks beneath the shimmering satin, rippling thighs and flexing knee hollows and ivory calves imaginable!
She had scarcely succeeded in placing the chair before the door, when, with a swift inrush, the door dashed the chair to the floor and Travers entered, naked to the waist, whip in hand.
Without a word he shot out his left hand and grasped her raven hair. Then, with a swift cut of the whip, he lashed her across one tender, alabaster side, leaving a vivid weal, upon that ivory skin.
“Ahhrrrr! Oh, oh, Bob, don’t! Oh, God, how it hurts!” cried the frantic debutante, trying to writhe away, only managing to wrench her hair roots, for his pitiless hold did not weaken on her luxuriant hair.
He did not speak.
But he turned and dragged her forward with him, leading her relentlessly back to the salon.
She fought, trying to stand firm, planted on her pump heels; she struck out with her hands, gloved as they were so enticingly; she bowed her head,. groaned and writhed her body from side to side, hoping frantically for just one faltering moment on his part, a weakening of his hold on her disheveled hair and her naked nipples swelled and surged from the satin sheath as her breath quickened with terror.
The whip fell again, weakening her shoulder and neck and she shrieked, agonized by the searing kiss-that immaculate, haughty flesh, that untouchable flesh at last attained by the mark of vengeful lust! “Noo! Bob! Ahhhhhh! You’re hurting me! Let me go… oh… oh… please let me goooo!” she cried, tears of fright revolting from her apprehension-dilated eyes.


“If you don’t care for the lash, obey, you bitch! Back to the salon and begin your prancing like a belly dancer!” he taunted her, tugging at her hair.
“Ohhh! Yes! I’ll go! Only let go of my hair… oh… oh… how you hurt met pity!”
“Pity for a cheap tease like you? Earn it by obedience, you bitch! Now-will this hasten your heavy legs along the floor?”
And savagely, he flicked the whip against the side of her satin-embraced hip, making her shriek and weave lasciviously to ease her nerves of the burning anguish that radiated through her attained flesh.
“I’ll go… oh… oh… pity… don’t whip me any more! Oh, you’ve made my flesh bleed, I know you have!” she sobbed.
He brutally tugged her cascading raven hair, forcing her to stagger blindly forward, to follow him, cringing, bowed, broken by shame and pain, no longer arrogant and poised and impeccably invulnerable.
And as her tottering footsteps carried her a pace ahead of him, he could not resist the temptation of her sveltely ripe buttocks, which tautened in the satin covering and, raising his right foot, booted her with the sole of his polished dress shop squarely in the center of one sensually jutting bottom summit! “Ohhhhhhhh!” she gasped and could no longer hold back her bitter tears at that shaming act. But, indifferent to her emotion, he did not give her respite, but marched ahead, dragging her inexorably by her flowing raven hair, she groaning, pleading incoherently, he holding the whip raised aloft in readiness.
Then, when he had reached the divan, he shoved her roughly to the floor, where she sank, cower jig, her face in her hands, her beautiful, svelte body shaking with hysterical sobs. And he sat down, crossed his legs,. and leaned back against a lush, soft cushion, savoring and anticipating her ultimate downfall-step by pitiless sensual step of vengeance-vengeance that was momentous in its alteration of her way of life!
Then, when he was at his ease, his naked back reveling in the luscious sensation of the voluptuous cushion, his eyes drinking in the quivering, contracting emotion visible on her marble, firm thighs, her heaving breasts with their lasciviously…insouciant buds protruding through the satin sheath, he commanded her roughly, “Enough of your whining! Stand up, unless you want me to use the whip on your nipples again till I’ve lashed them off your impudent, immodest breasts!”
“Oh… oh… pity… Bob… Bob… I don’t deserve to be treated this way … oh… I beg you-no! Ohhhhnoooo! Not the whip! I’ll obey! Ahhrhrrrrrrrrrr!”
Heedless of her shrieking protest, he had leaned forward quickly and applied the whip with all his force over her rounded haunch, so felinely offered in her cringing pose lying on her side on the floor… the lash bit eagerly into satin and naked flesh, leaving a glowing red stripe on the ivory of her naked skin, penetrating the dubious protective covering of the glistening satin.
And, writhing, panting, weeping, she dragged herself to her feet, stood, facing him, eyes haggard with suffering, her hands over her breasts to gain at least the modest solace of shielded nipples from his blazing eyes.
“Take your hands away, at once!” he ordered.
“Oh…“,she groaned, tears staining her flushed cheeks.
He reached for the whip, lying at his side on the divan. At once, her hands retreated, hung desolately at her naked sides…
“That’s a little better. I’ll drive submission into your snobbish head if I have to go by way of your skin with this whip! Now, get down on your knees and promise to obey me in everything I order!”
“I…I… oh…I… can’t…I can’t let you… do… do… what- please!
Not that! I’ll give you money… jewels anything… I’ll turn Marie over to you instead… only let me go!” she groaned.
He took the whip in his right hand, for answer and slashed her full across her heaving breasts.
Her head fell back, her eyes revulsing; an incoherent shriek rushed from her tremulous ups.
“You degenerated harlot,” he spat at her contemptuously, “you’d crucify your own mother to save your skin, wouldn’t you? This is once when all your money, all your promises, your acting, your after-dinner parlor tricks, won’t get you anywhere at all. Make your mind up to that! Now, on your knees before I lose my temper and whip hell out of you!”
His voice was so commanding, so menacing, his manner so inexorable, that she could not but obey. She, sank to her knees, groaning, sobbing, her hands writhing at her sides, great tears welling from her dilated eyes.
“Now swear to obey me in everything I command you, Marcia!” he repeated and the whip rose high, menacing.
Broken, panting, enervated, her body throbbing from his brutal reprisal, she faltered tremulously, ”I… I… swear… to… to… obey you… Bob-oh … please-”
“In everything I command-end it!” … in… ever… y… th… ing you… comm… and… oh… I implore you… on my knees… Bob… darling… don’t… have me… I… I’m afraid I’d die of shame… oh… have mercy on me… you loved me once… you said so in the name of that love, show me a little kindness… won’t you find it in your heart?” And she clasped her hands, held them up, trembling, to him.
“For your information,” he replied coldly, “this evening finds me without a heart but with a prick that needs taking down a notch or two. Appeal to my prick instead; you may get somewhere then!”
“Bob! In God’s name, don’t… don’t shame me so!”
“Get up!”
“Y-yes… Bob… oh… don’t whip me!”
“Are you going to get up?”
“Yes…yes…see… I obey!”
With alacrity the debutante rope, trembling like a leaf.
“Now then, your hands on your hips!”
Marcia obeyed.
“Turn around!”
Again, panting, sobbing, she obeyed.
He leaned back again against the cushion, indolently surveying her sweeping, supple naked back, the startlingly lewd provocation of her jutting posterior hemispheres so delectably encased in the satin tights, the long, sensual, feline sweep of her thighs and calves, the flexing of her chiseled ankles, constrained to delicious tensioning and arching in the up bearing clasp of the pumps.
“Now take a few steps toward the door… slowly…“
Marcia began to walk… hesitantly… he saw the right thigh undulate along its wonderful column, the tremor rippling the intimate niche of her knee hollow … the calf curve sinuously tense, the ankle flex and flex again… then the left leg paralleled its sister and the delicious interplay of muscles and satiny skin made a voluptuous cadence of sensuous enticement to his eager gaze.
“Stop!”
Trembling, fearful that, unseeing as she was, he might approach her with the dreaded lash, Marcia complied at once… and the sudden immobility of her body reacted sensually… the full, oval globes of her bottom jiggled lasciviously, contracted, relaxed, their pantomime lewdly delineated by the lustrous satin tights whose cut revealed the tantalizing curve of the commencement of her ivory behind.
“Bend over, now, your hands still on your hips!”
“Bob! Bob! I beg of you!”
“I’m coming to you with the whip, Marcia!”
“Ohh! No, no!”
“Do as I ordered, you stupid slut!”
Sobbing distractedly, the debutante slowly bent over, gradually tautening the satin sheath of her bottom till it had attained the maximum tension on her oval half-moons and molded them so tightly one would have thought it a second skin that wedded the ivory fundament of her ripely inviting behind.
Her hair, disheveled and undone by his cruel imprisonment, fell in a rippling, loosened cascade of raven beauty down her face, streaming with her tears of anguish and furious shame and fear; her back, arching deliciously, was assailed by involuntary spasms, her naked calves tensed and writhed and contracted sensually before his entranced eyes.
“Now, without rising, spread your legs apart as far as you can!”
“Oh, Bobbbbb! Pity, not No, it’s… it’s unworthy!”
“If you don’t obey at once, I shall come to you and apply this effective lash right between your indecently. naked legs! Would you like to feel the whip kiss your cunt, Marcia?”
“Oh, my God! Have mercy!”
“I am coming now, Marcia!” And he rose from the divan, in a mock threat to carry out his pledge.
Frantically she obeyed; without leaving her position, she hesitantly widened the gap between her legs, taking short, faltering, tentative steps because she feared the high heels might cause her to lose her equilibrium and make a spectacle of herself… and there came to his ears the exquisitely sensuous sound of her shifting, down-applying heels against the velvet rug, which gracefully, sensually accepted the weight of those spurning, high heels and drew them down, down, into lush softness which was, nonetheless, no solace to her now! “Good! Now look at me through your legs and smile!”
“Oh… I’ll fall… these high. heels…“
“If you fall, you’ll be whipped till you get up and complete the order to my satisfaction,” he told her.
Steeling, herself, her hands pressing hard into her hips, she fearfully bowed her head; the raven hair laved the rug and, slowly, not daring to breathe in her trembling pose-a position which forced involuntary shivers to flex the length of her wonderful ivory thighs and calves and brought lewd contractions and inward-fusing shudders to the appetizing globes of her satin molded bottom globes-she regarded him through the indecent, exaggerated straddling of her own legs and forced a smile to appear on her palpitating lips.
“In that position, you’re almost inviting enough to make me want to take the cherry of your bottom hole,” he commented and, before she could credence the droning nightmare of her hearing, he resumed: “Lie on your back and wave your legs back and forth as if you were bicycling for exercise along Bellevue Drive!”
“Bob! Must you torture me.so?” she groaned.
“You really want the whip, don’t you, Marcia?”
“Oh… oh… no… no… I’ll do it… please please don’t hit me!”
And, frantic, panting, she rose erect and then, lying down on her back, raised her long, svelte naked legs high in the air and began to work them back and forth.
“Draw them closer in to your body… you’re too languid… you must work up the circulation in your cunt and perhaps dilate your cherry so you won’t feel too much pain when I ram home in your pussy, Marcia!” was his lewd jesting comment.
Her waning hope was that in complying she might cause him to relent. And so she tried to obey: her thighs drew in closer, her bended knees neared each other and the sight of this patrician, aloof girl of blue-blooded New York aristocracy wantonly parading her ivory, naked legs whose creamy beauty was accentuated by the contrasting midnight hue of her sumptuous pumps stirred his desire.
“Get up now!” he said after a moment that was an eternity of anguish to her humiliated soul.
She obeyed, her eyes wide, terrified, fearing his next command.
“Now walk back to me, raising each leg very high and holding it in the air a second so I can observe how well your panties fit your sleek ass!” he commanded.
And he cracked the whip; she, trembling as if attained, began to advance, her eyes fixed on him with a terrified fascination, curving first her right leg high in the air, bringing the polished, ivory knee up to her belly, then descending her high heeled pump-heel to the rug and arching up the other leg, forcing a smile to her wan face in a desperate aspiration of placating him… to mercy.
But the mercy he was to show her would be only in terminating-by consummation!-his vengeance upon her!
When she had reached the divan, he remarked, casually, “I see a pair of scissors on the boudoir table. Get down on all fours, go over to the table and bring them back in your mouth… I forbid you to use your hands in retrieving them!”
“Bob! Mercy! Haven’t I pleased you enough by now, surely?” she pleaded, sinking down on her knees and resting her entreating hands on his crossed knees.
For answer, he raised his foot and, applying the sole to her chest, pushed her away from him, crying out in her shame-scarlet, weeping, humiliation in the abysmal woe of her degradation.
“On all fours, bitch, or else the whip!” he ordered and the lash whistled in the air like a viper ready to strike!
Weeping, cowering, she began to execute his order and he had the spectacle of her up rearing bottom, weaving lasciviously to and fro with her advance along the rug, before his lasciviously glowing eyes.
He felt the stirring manifestation of desire in his loins.
And he knew her to be arrived at such an emotional state that his progress to lust’s fulfillment on her shuddering flesh would be savoringly delightful to his sense and his body’s concupiscent flame!
She arrived at the boudoir table. The manicure scissors lay on the edge. She up-tilted her head, approached her mouth to the dainty implement and her lips attempted to take the handle between their petaled surfaces-without success.
“I am waiting, Marcia,” he observed insidiously, seeing her distress.
Again she tried, without success once more.
“You clumsy bitch! How can you expect to gratify a man’s cock in your mouth if you can’t even pick up a pair of scissors! One last chance, or else you shall have ten.good cuts of this whip on your thighs!”
Maddened by fear, she summoned her fortitude, waning as it was, to achieve the task and he had the gloating triumph of witnessing this naughty, beautiful socialite push the scissors off the table with her arrogant, aquiline nose. On the rug near it, it was now simple to bend down her head, pick up the handle of the scissors in her teeth and turn, shamefacedly, to make the chargrinning trek back to him on the divan.
He let her taste the dregs of shame to the last, without a word, his eyes fixed harshly on her, pitiless in their contemplation, he saw her blushing, tear-stained face, her widened eyes, clouded by suffering.
He extended his right hand for the scissors, took them from her mouth and then, transferring them to his left hand, cuffed her across the cheek with his open right palm, saying, “That’s for taking so long when I asked you to hurry! Now, then, come close to me, on your knees and rest your hands on my knees! Look into my face yes, I want to watch your eyes, see your lips quiver… I want to know the full extent of your snobbish pride’s defeat, you teasing, puritanical slut!”
Groaning piteously, Marcia obeyed. He uncrossed his legs leisurely, making her wait a moment in agony before she could apply her gloved, trembling hands upon his knees.
And then, burying his left hand in her hair, he drew her head closer and applied the scissors to the incision from which her left nipple so lasciviously protruded and said, “Hold still, or I’ll cut off your nipple by mistake!”
“Oh! Bob! What are you going to do to me! Oh, don’t hurt me any more, for God’s sake,” she pleaded, weeping, oblivious to pride, oblivious to everything but this maddening and relentlessly pursued torment and exploitation of her.
Never in her life had she felt so helpless, so weak, so much the slave!
He deftly probed, till he had caught the under edge of the fabric with the lower blade of the scissors, then began… slowly… carefully… to cut… the slit widened… elongated… more and more of her nacreous breast flesh appeared and her eyes widened with horror and apprehension.
“Don’t dare to move! The whip is here and I’ve only to turn the blade of the scissors to punish. you for disobedience,” he told her harshly.
Her fingers turned,., pressed; writhed, clenched in martyrdom upon his knees; her breasts rose and. fell quickly, enervated.
He completed his handiwork; now, the aureole and crest of the globe emerged from the cut in the satin, the pear-slope of that globe naked to his eyes, accessible to his hands, his tongue, his lips!
And he commenced to cut away at the other slit now, she groaning, murmuring incoherent plaints, shivering and flushing with agony.
He tossed away the scissors.
Then, still holding her by the hair, he reached round and down behind her with his right hand and attacked the eyelets which held the elastic band snug upon her satin panties.
“Bob! What are you doing! Oh… ohhhhh… noooooo! Not that, oh, in God’s name! Pity!” she shrieked, wild with horror.
He drew away his right hand, tugged her hair unmercifully with his left and, his lips com~ his words cutting, biting, sibilant, he threatened her, punctuating his words with vigorous smacks of his open right palm against her reddened cheeks, her panting mouth.
“I’ve paid for you… for all of you, do you hear! Yes, for that pure and arrogant twat between your legs, your big bare legs, you bitch! Paid for every inch of you… your armpits your breasts and the valley in between those obscene teats… your calves… yes and your ankles, do you hear! All of you and I’m going to have all of you now! Are you going to tell me I haven’t any right, when I’ve put cash on the line to knock off a piece of you! Are you?”
“Ahhh! OhhmyyyyGoddddd! Stop… oh… oh… you’ll kill me! Ahagghhhhh! Not so hard! Ohh, pity, pity!” she shrieked, writhing, trying to turn to avoid the deliberate, cruel, sonorous attainments of his crashing, stinging palm on her tender flesh.
“Then will you obey me?”
And he pulled her hair so hard that she shrieked in pain, her eyes revulsing, her mouth agape with agony… ah, how her breasts heaved, almost entirely naked, almost entirely emerging from the clasping cup-sheath of the satin brassiere! “Y-yes… oh… stop. I can’t… bear any more… oh… oh… my God,” she whispered, sagging against him.
The ivory perfection of her satiny cheeks was cruelly marred by evil, glowing splotches the red incarnadine of her lips was deepened at one corner, where a trickle of blood marked a savage slap… her body was shaken by a tumult of martyrdom, of exhaustion.
Cruelly, he said,. “Put your head between my legs so I can get at the elastic better!”
And opened his knees to receive the defeated sacrifice of her drooping head, her streaming raven hair; her hands clung weakly to his legs, sustaining her half erect, half falling against his limbs. And, without more ado, his right hand returned to its quest.
In a moment, the elastic band loosened and she groaned aloud in her terrified, shattered woe.
“Stand up!”
She tottered; she would have fallen had not he thrust out his right hand and placed his palm against her shivering belly to sustain her as she rose; he released her hair, took up the whip in his left hand, held it ready.
“Now, Marcia, walk into the bedroom and get on the bed!”
Her eyes widened…her mouth trembled… she could not speak… but a terrible spasm rent her body.
He rose, the whip whistled before her aghast eyes…
“Didn’t you hear me, you stupid bitch?” he commanded.
She could not bear the knowledge that his eyes blazed…
She fell on her knees once more, but this time absolutely devoid of arrogance or ruse, dominated,. subjugated, by her revulsion and fear of the ultimate degradation of her psyche and her vain flesh.
And, prostrating herself, groveling at his feet, her fingers writhing on his ankles, clambering to his calves, drawing herself along on her belly, on her knees, her eyes raised up to his and dilated, humid with an unbearable horror, she sobbed, piteously, “Oh… Bob… oh… Bob… won’t you… let me go … don’t do it… to me… oh… I’ll be your slave… whip me. Don’t… don’t… force me… in God’s name, I beg of you… I’ll kiss your feet I’ll kiss the rug they walk on… only be merciful!”
The whip was her answer. Setting down his foot on her neck, he bent and descended the whip remorselessly upon her satin-sheathed bottom, her flanks, her naked back… again… again-again…
Lasciviously vivid weals of suffering sprang up on the ivory back, the thighs.
“Ahrrrri Ohh… hoooh… no… no… pardon… aharahhh… Bob! Oh… oh… you’re killing.me… no more. Oh, I can’t stand it, I can’t stand it!”
And, breaking away from the spurning foot, she rolled over and over on the rug, throwing her head to this side and that, writhing in agony from the searing radiance of pain that invaded her Sensitive body…
He threw away the whip. He went to her, stooped, picked her up in his arms and carried her, half fainting,, weeping, groaning piteously, her body shuddering with tumultuous agitation, into the bedroom, threw her brutally on the bed.
Then, seeing that one of the white sheets was drawn back on the other side of the bed from that on which she shudderingly lay, swooning in torment, he wrenched it loose and began to tear strips of it with strong hands.
Before she could regain her realization of what was occurring, he had flung her on her back and, seizing her wrists, bound them with a double loop of the strips, making the other ends fast around the bedposts; and as she struggled, he was on her, pinioning her ankles with other strips, so that soon she was spread-eagled on the sumptuous, wide bed, her breasts virtually naked and heaving passionately with terror, clad only in her pumps and the satin tights, which no longer assumed their protective snug enclaspment of her magnificent loins.
So dazed was she by his mastery of her body and spirit that she had now not enough strength to attempt to free herself; that he counted on, for the element of fettering, however ineffective, must only serve to heighten. his lust.
He took off his belt, as an idea came to him; looping it round her neck, he buckled it tight and then, attaching a doubled strip of the torn sheet to the end of the belt, applied the ends of the material to the nearest wrist fetter.
She was prepared-she was 3oomed-to that which all her life she had resisted so arrogantly and deceitfully-to the fulfillment of a man’s desire for her flesh!
Behind the panel, Gregory’s eyes narrowed and glowed with fiery expectance.
Marie’s bewitching face was flushed, her lips parted, her nostrils quivering…
Travers returned to the salon, retrieved the whip and then went back to his captive, holding the lash triumphantly, prepared for the final domination of her flesh-for he-had won the conflict of her mind.
Then, standing at the foot of the bed, his eyes fixing on her, he said harshly, deliberately, “And now, at last, Marcia, your nature lesson!”
Then he approached toward the side of the bed; she, trembling, shuddering, her eyes humid and dilated with terror, watching his every gesture.
Along her creamy thighs, there ran exquisitely sensual, fleeting tremors which betrayed her protestations.
He lifted the whip; she cringed, flattened her body, drew in her belly, tried to cease the rise and fall of her half-naked globes of Venus… and her eyes were hypnotically applied to the cruel, pliable tip of the leather thong.
He extended his hand casually… the whip approached her bosom and she groaned in her despair.
The plaited end of the whip grazed her nipple her left nipple, which crowned that pear-firm goblet of flesh delight wherein her haughty heart throbbed, now, madly, with the abandon of her despair.
“This is a nipple, to give suck,” he said brutally, as if he were a professor illustrating his lecture on the blackboard.
The whip described a circular motion over the naked breast, retained by the uncut part of the satin and more voluptuous in its enticing carnal appeal because of that half nudity and lascivious proffering from the cut fabric than if entirely bare.
“And this, a tittie, bubbie, otherwise known as breast, to hold on to and milk in the throes of passion, Marcia,” he said.
“Pity… pity… oh… my… God I am… dy… ing… of shame,” she groaned, her voice ebbing in her deep mortification, her body governed by uncontrollable shudders.
The whip lowered to her belly, the tip, in deliberate and poised hand, ferreted out the delectable almond-indentation of her navel.
“This is your bellybutton, darling, which grinds against my own, the two fitting together when we fuck.” His words were merciless, curt, his eyes narrowing to witness her cringing timidity, her delectable body fettered and prepared to yield to the crushing burden of male lust!
Transferring the whip to-his left hand, he bent over the bed and, as her head rose up, her eyes staring, widened with terror, he applied his right hand on the dainty red shell buttons which patterned down-the crotch of her satin panties.
His thumb and forefinger savored the task and now she was helpless to his will, for the whip was ready.
The first button… loosened.
She was made aware of the terrible, the inevitable, the inconceivable shame, to which all these ordeals had been but prelude.
“Ohhh! No, no, Bob, don’t… oh my God, have pity on me… don’t shame me so mercy, Bob… Bob… let me go… and I’ll try… to… to… love you… but I can’t I can’t… bear… to be… shamed… and… and… forced… oh, oh… pity!”
Her voice rose stridently.
The second button unhinged from its satin inlet!
Her body arched up; she strained against the fetters, but the silk was strong and reinforced by doubling; her exhausted plight, her terror, her shame, weakened her and made her vulnerable.
Indeed, he had chosen the silk to fetter her purposely, for even if she managed to wrench away her bonds, he would show her that it would be to no avail; the illusion of freedom was to be forever denied her!
Her lips formed incoherent plaints; her half naked breasts heaved, pantingly, overwhelmed by her emotion; she tried to close her thighs, widened by the pinioning, but it was to no avail; her belly shrank, then, reacting in her aghast apprehension of his pillaging fingers, rushed up as she strained to fling herself up and free!
Tears, tears, of bitterest defeat, filled her widened, limpid brown eyes, those eyes which hid gazed so coldly on the male!
A third button was loosened and then, despite her shriek of consternation, the fourth and last!
And, with the unfastening of the buttons, the satin flaps parted, on either side… and there, there, nestling before his lustfully gleaming eyes, was that chalice of such arrogantly sacrosanct turpitude!
He savored the terrible confusion which pervaded her: her eyes started, wild, frantic with humiliation and revulsion; her lips palpitated and trembled, her head turned from side to side and the streaming mantle of her raven hair accompanied her movements; her body was stricken by nervous tremors that made delicious to watch the columns of her thighs, the curves of her gloriously svelte calves, the chiseled perfection of her ankles, still enclasped within the coquettish black suede pumps.
With his left hand, he brought the tip of the whip toward the revealed temple of her quimshrine, foliaged by the luxuriant raven down, which sheltered-but not for long’-the pouting, insolently up-surging coral petals of her love nook’s supercilious mouth-yes, supercilious, for that counterpart of her arrogant lips was as cold and pretentious as her presumptuous, pouting mouthful And now, to her shame and terror, thee plaited tip of the thong grazed the quims rubbery of her delectable Venus-orifice and she heard him say, contemptuously, “And, to go on with our nature lesson, Marcia, this is your cunt, your twat, dunny, cooze, pussy, quim, or, as the Indian-tutored Englishman might term it, your choot. Beneath that bush of coarse hair is the groove down which my cock will plunge very soon! Oh, perhaps I teach you too much too fast… I mentioned my cock and you haven’t even touched it or seen it yet.”
And, heedless of her pleas of “No, no, Bob, don’t… don’t, for mercy’s sake!” he unbuttoned the fly of his trousers with his right hand and drew out a shaft which, while it was not so vigorous in dimension as Gregory’s, could nonetheless give excellent account of its penetrating self.
“Look well, Marcia, look at it! This is a man’s penis… cock… prick… ramrod… fuckshaft… Oh, you close your eyes, do you! That will teach you a little respect for my demonstration!” And the whip flashed down across her shuddering belly, marking that divine alabaster goblet with a cruel stain of torment.
“Arhahhhhh! Oh, oh… Bob… how can you be so cruel!” groaned the unhappy, exhausted beauty, tears streaming without restraint from her widened eyes… for she had complied under duress of the lash to obey him! “Look… that’s it, Marcia… feast your eyes on it, for soon it’ll be hidden out of sight deep down inside that noble, untouchable little snatch of yours!
Yes, I think it’s time now, Marcia, darling! Get yourself ready to be royally fucked until the sperm gushes out of your shell pink ears, my wealthy, spoiled little bitch!”
And, discarding the whip by placing it across her belly, so she could feel and see the reminder of his domination of her shuddering body, he quickly took off his trousers, shoes and drawers and stood naked, manfully erect, before her.
“Now then… beg me to have you,” he said, stooping and bringing his face close to her contorted visage.
Ah, how magnificently sensual it was to feel this mastery of a beautiful, haughty, disdainful girl, cold in manner and overhearing in mind, hypocritical and coyly deceitful, sterile in her emotions… to feel her terror, for Marcia emanated an aura of the most abject and trembling apprehension conceivable… to see the treasures of her body unveiled, helpless and doomed to sacrifice to Priapus-Pan.
He studied her, heard her groan and sob, heard her tearful plaint, “Oh… oh … Bob… I’ll do anything… only – not this… pity don’t make me… oh … if you knew how I am suffering… Bob… no… no be merciful…“
And finally, when her voice trailed off and she could summon only the-appeal of her dilated, tear-drowned eyes to aid her in her beleaguerment, he spoke mockingly, with finality: “Say your prayers… they tell me that when, a – girl gets the prong put to her for the first time, she wants her mother call your mother, Marcia and think of her; for she got rammed to have you, mores the pity!”
“Oh… oh… n-no… oh… ohh… B-Bob… don’t… don’t,” she gasped, choking with sobs, shuddering, her head turning from side to side.
“I think I shall let you keep your panties on, to spare your modesty, Marcia,” he said, gloating over her distress. “I can prong you through. the gap here and you’ll feel my cock just as forcefully inside your twat! All right, dear, keep your legs wide open, for I’m getting set to ride you to kingdom come!”
And he mounted the bed, to the accompaniment of her shriek and as she tried to raise her shoulders and head from the sumptuous, lush bed, he set his fingers down on the sweet hollows of those ivory shoulders and, looking into her c-yes with an intentness and purpose that stunned her, he forced her down… down … placed himself over her, throwing his right leg over her: left to pinion and maintain the distension of her columns. to bliss-cuntdom!
She was crushed beneath him; her naked breasts shivered, flattening in anguish beneath his vigorous chest; and his fingers tensed their compelling grip against her rounded shoulders, tasting the tremoring ivory flesh.
His eyes were very close to hers… he could read every shadow of the turmoil of her emotions inhale the humid breath of her, the apprehensive, panting woman-breath of her… feel her cool, satiny thighs against his pinioning thighs.
Before his eyes, the delicious vistas of her armpits, her arms being drawn wide apart and extended tautly by the silken fetters, revealed those intimate hollows; and he saw the downy verdure, akin to the foliage which veiled her cuntmouth; he saw the soft flesh ripple with shuddering tension.
“Beg me to have you, Marcia!” he harshly rasped into her tear-stained face, gloating, his eyes aflame with lust, savoring the turn of her head, bent toward one chiseled marble arm by the thong-loop of his own belt… savoring the feel of her flesh… yes… no longer sheltered and cloistered… but naked… ready to his bidding… to his passion… forced into acquiescence to that which she dreaded most of all!
But the most thrilling nuance of his anticipated possession of her was the sensation of the whip, which he had laid on her shuddering, ivory belly and which, now weighing down upon her avidly, he crushed into her flesh, to convey to her the difference between his will and hers! “Do you hear, Marcia?” he repeated, slowly. “And do you feel this whip pressing into your obscene belly? Nothing of your body is hidden from me now… and if you do not ask me sweetly to save you, I’ll give you a flogging you’ll not soon forget… on the armpits… on your ankles and well in between your immodestly parted legs… I don-’t think you spread your legs this far apart when you have a bowel movement, do you, darling?”
“Oh… oh… pity… oh… let me die… I can’t bear this shame…“ she sobbed, her cheeks wet with burning tears, her body tensing and shivering under him in a paroxysm of carnal terror… of stark, hysterical apprehension.
“Shame? You don’t know the meaning of the word, you cheap trull.! Think, Marcia, this is your wedding night and think how different it might have been if you had been honest and good and wholesome like Marie, yes, don’t turn your head away! Marie’s my idea of a wonderful sweetheart and I envy Greg… Do you think I’d want you for a return engagement, once I’ve gotten my five hundred’s worth,out of your aristocratic twat? But, all the same, you’re going to beg for it plead for it… Before I’m done with you, you’ll ask me to fuck you like a prostitute, because that’s the reason you’re here, darling, on this bed of yours, to sell yourself to mc!”
“Bob… oh… oh… it’s vile… horrible… I’ve – never cheapened myself … I-I won’t!” Shuddering, panting, her last remnant of arrogant pride surged, for her loathing-now that she was confronted with the foul reality of it-of this unwanted loss of independence, of physical self-assurance, was intense… his flesh on hers, the heat of his breath, the glow in his eyes, the knowledge that she was bound, all but naked, helpless, flogged her nerves with whips of torment.
“Won’t you?” his voice was deadly soft… gentle, almost!
He raised himself, withdrew the whip; then, kneeling erect, straddling her knees, he cupped her left breast, drawing it out of the cut satin, fondling it before her terrified eyes, his fingers tweaking the pert coral bud, flattening it and letting it jump back elastically.
Then, raising the whip in his right hand, he presented the crest of that wonderful, ivory pear shaped globe of Venus-flesh as martyred offering to the lash of lust! “Ohhhhhh! Pleeeeease… donnnn’tttt! Bobbbbbbbb! Oh my Godddd!” she shrieked, mad with fear.
“Will you ask me to fuck you?”
“I… I… can’t! Oh, pity, pity, Bob, I can’t stand the whip! Oh-no, no… don’t hit me there! Ahhhrrrrrrrrrr!”
Her belly surged up against him, her thighs jerked-the lash flicked the saucy nipple, pressing it down maliciously, allowing it to dart up only after the venomous kiss had been applied!
And his fingers dug into that wonderful globe, pinioning it relentlessly.
Hardly had her shriek died away, when the whip darted down… the plaited tip lashed the sensual aureole, cruelly martyring the sensitive love-flesh.
“Ohhahhhhhhhh!” Her shriek was strident, her head jerked desperately against the belt thong; again he saw her loins arid belly rise frantically, then fall back, writhing in tumultuous agony.
A third lash licked angrily along the glorious curving slope of that mastered breast, leaving its lascivious streak upon the ivory splendor of the skin.
“Mercy! Oh, you’ll kill me! Ahhhhh, the pain!”
“Ask me to fuck you, then!” was his answer.
“Kill me! Oh, let me die!” she cried, sobbing hysterically, her nostrils flaring.
He raised the lash. high; she cringed, flattening herself, trying to diminish her body on the bed; and as she bit her lips, maddened by the most overwhelming fear, he deftly flicked the lash into one raven-downed armpit, stinging the hypersensitive flesh keenly with a suffering that invaded her martyred nerves unbearably.
She writhed, jerked, shrieking, her eyes revulsing, her head starting up from the soft lacy pillow on which her streaming raven hair made so delectably exotic a mantle for her own shame of bedded nuptial-lust!
Again the whip-the terrible, pitiless whip, learning the secrets of her throbbing, patrician flesh as his manhood would learn them soon! And as the lash again attained her armpit, as she flung her head forward, oblivious to the wrenching anguish which the belt effected, her dilated, feverish eyes beheld- The sacrificial sword of virile imminence!
Yes, for, infuriated by her sensual drama, his penis tilted to her aghast eyes from the shaggy matting of his loin hair as he knelt erect over and dominating her-and now this whip of hellish carnality was as terrible, surely, as the diabolical leather thong he knew so mercilessly how to apply against the most sensitive zones of her virgin, ivory body!
He saw and cruelly smiled to see, the agony in her eyes: she was between the Scylla of pain and the Charybdis of lust-which would she choose?
Thrilling it was to await her decision, for either would destroy her vaunted pride, her aristocratic bearing and her purity! “Choose your pick, darling,” he said, eyeing her steadily, “the whip or my cock! Which shall it be? See, both raise to acclaim your untouchable virginity!
Answer me, teasing twat-proud whore!”
She could not speak; her throat was constricted by fear, by shame, by anguish.
The whip spoke for her; swiftly, with all his strength, he leaped the leather thong in a lateral motion that flailed both of her choice, firm, pear shaped breasts, kissing them equally and impartially.
“Ahrrrhrhrrrh!-Oh… oh… no more. I… I… can’t… bear… it… any longer… Do… do… what you… want with me… kill me… let me die… and escape this… oh… oh… oh… my… God… I “her voice was hysterical, swooning, quivering with feverish exhaustion.
“Be very sure of what you are saying. If you do not want the whip, there is only one alternative left you-to have your cunt stretched! is that what you want?” Cruelly; the inquisition- persisted… her head reeled with the century-long martyrdom… her body quivered, rippling with spasmodic shudders.
“Ahh… oh… Bob… Bob… please…” brokenly she murmured, panting, her lips uncontrollably trembling.
“You haven’t answered me, you dirty slut! There!”
And again the agonizing plaited tip of the lash bit into her shivering, soft armpit.
Shrieking in anguish, Marcia writhed, jerked, trembling piteously. He bent over her, his flushed, lusting features near her tear-stained face. “Will you answer, or must I try the whip against your diffident cunt?”
“No… oh… no… I… I… submit… take me… have me…“ she whispered and her body was shaken by a prolonged spasm of utter shame.
“You must phrase your proposition more attractively than that, or you’ll earn very little as a can house prick gobbler… say to me, Darling, I am dying for you… won’t you be kind and, fuck me good! – Say it, or I’ll bite-off your cunt hair and spit it in your, deceitful, smug, bitchy face”
In the next room, the watching lovers, curled comfortably on a divan, were moved by the sensual passion of this exciting drama and already Marie’s soft, dainty fingers were gently rimming the fiery cock head of her lover, her naked, rounded breasts rising and falling to the rhythmic cadence of desire- “Oh… oh…“ groaned Marcia, defeated at last by this tempestuous domination that had engulfed her, “isn’t… it… enough… I’ve-said… have me… grant me… at-least some mercy, Bob… now that I’m in your power…“
“No! You must obey me, or be whipped, bitten, pinched and slapped until you do!
Now, a last time-say what I told you to!”
And cruelly he slapped her cheeks alternately, buffeting her head back and forth with the chastening vigor of his open palm.
“Ahh ah oh stop I-I… will obey…“ she shrieked.
“Then let me hear you recite your lesson!”
And as her lips, trembling piteously, began to form the lascivious words as token of her own self-martyrdom to his lust, he moved closer on her, straddling her hips with his knees and, cupping her breast with his left hand, took hold of his prong and began to rub the fiery tip against the outer tendrils of her pussyhair that were visible and enticing through the opened flaps of the satin panties!
She longed for death; always, she had sought to evade payment of her evil ways.
Evasion was not to be granted her.
He tightened his hold on-her breast, like a vise and, frantic, she cried out hysterically, “Ohoh… Bob… darling… I… I… want you… please-… please… take me.
For answer, his fingers increased their constraining grip until she writhed; biting her lips, flinging her head madly against the strap, crying frantically, ”Oh… alt… stop… stopppp I… I’ve obeyed… oh… mercy, it’s… awful… Bobbb… dear sweet Bob… take your hand away… ahahhhhh!”
“Not have me, but fuck me, Marcia. That’s what you must say if you want me to stop pinching your tittie. Let me hear your noble, selfish, haughty lips say that word you shrink from in your bitchy, puritan mind!”
And, by way of emphasis, he took her nipple between the nails of thumb and forefinger and compressed them.
“Aiiaiahhhhhhhhl I’ll say it… oh… no my God… ahhh… f-fuck… me… fuck… me… don’t… hurt me… any more… ahh… oo.”
He released her breast at once and smiled triumphantly “At last,” he said and his tone was biting, contemptuous, assured-now, “I’ve heard you offer yourself like the whore you are. Now I’ve no more illusions about your being far too nice and pure for me to want to kiss or neck with… so I fuck you as if you were a whore I’d picked up on Broadway. All that you mean to me a virgin twat that’s long overdue for stretch.
And, guiding his penis to the shrouded mouth of Venus with his fight hand he spread away the protesting, pleading, shielding tendrils of her pussy foliage and bared the naked, pouting coral lips of her maiden slit!
She closed her eyes, her head sagging to the side toward which his belt compelled; a terrible shudder invaded her body; and with that instinctive terror of the virgin, her thighs quiveringly sought to close.
But, planting down his left knee, he forbade that last, desolate resource and now with thumb and forefinger of his left hand, he carefully and slowly pried her coral slit-lips apart and inserted the head of his vigorous, throbbing prong.
His hand withdrew; the lips unwillingly kissed the fiery tip of his lust-loaded cock!
Then, setting his left hand cruelly, lasciviously against her armpit, his fingers curling around the divine curve of her shoulder and his thumb pressing insidiously into that warm, scented, raven downed niche of her beautiful arm,-he passed his right hand beneath her shuddering body and cupped one resilient, firm and oval buttock forcefully, digging in his fingers to assert his readiness to accept her shameful offer! “I want to feel all of you obeying me,” he rasped easing himself down on her spread eagled body, his lips so near that they were fanned by her panting, humid breath, the breath of anguished virginity at peril.
“Yes,” he-went on, “so finally I can be sure every inch of your sluttish, pampered body be longs to me because I’ve paid for the wriggling of your satin-sheathed asscheeks… paid for the stench of your perfumed armpits… the salt of your tears staining your cheeks… paid for your virgin cunt in which I’ve put-in the first inch of a cock that’ll teach you every-thing a whore should know… and now… get ready… cooperate and give me something I’ll always remember for the money I’ve spent to fuck you.”
And as he finished and as she lay, groaning, weeping, trembling in utter terror and defeat and shame, he surged slowly forward…
His penis glided inward.
Her loins tensed, thrilled with apprehensive tumult.
He paused, his eyes drinking in the contorted anguish of her face, the great tears that flowed piteously down her flushed cheeks-flushed not only from her shame, but from the cruel slaps he had rained upon her.
Then, pressing his thumb harder into her armpit till she moaned in pain, pinching that firm globe molded in the satin and feeling the resilient, feminine flesh of her assglobe beneath, he advanced slightly…
And a spasm shook her loins and belly, which he felt and thrilled to feel.
A cry of horror-stricken dread broke from her palpitating lips; her eyes started, dilated, brimming with glistening tears.
For the head of his imbedding cock grazed the membrane which was her last barrier to carnal subjugation!
Resting atop her mastering her by his weight, his nakedness, the sensual domination of his cruel fingers, he murmured: “That’s it, darling… your cherry… your virgin maidenhead… and since this is your wedding night, it must be battered down before I can really fuck you as a whore like you should be fucked!”
“Oh… oh… mercy… mercy… Bob, I beg you! Don’t… don’t… do… it oh … no, no! Bob… I swear I’ll change my ways… I’ll not be so selfish… please… please… if you ever loved me… no… no… don’t!” And she began to sob hysterically, shuddering, trying to retreat her body from that fearful prong, the tip of which, brushing against her hymen, sent tingling nuances of dread and frightful psychical anguish through her nerves.
“Of course you’ll be less selfish… for aren’t you going to share your cunt with my cock very soon? Now… grit your teeth, Marcia. I’m going to pop your cherry and get an idea of how deep a twat you’ve got!”
And with a lunge, be assailed the barrier!


It did not yield; but a scream, shill, inhuman, tore from her and she writhed, her head flinging against the belt, her arms jerking so desperately that a tearing sound announced the rending of the silk-the rending of the silk before the rending of her maidenhead!
He was prepared for this. No sooner had her arms come free than, withdrawing his right hand from the palpation of her bottom globe, he seized her wrists in his hands and, laying himself at full length upon her, spread out her arms, weighing down against her wrists with vigorous fingers and again she was spread eagled and ready for sacrifice.
Then, with a tremendous heave of his muscular, naked posterior, he rammed his cock against her virgin membrane.
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhh!”
Prolonged, raucous, throbbing, was her shriek and her belly and breasts rushed up against him, her head flung madly back from side to side, her thighs jerked, tried to close, her loins sought to disengage the lance of lust from that deflorated grotto of delight!
It was done!
Marcia’s proud virginity was taken!
Shuddering, almost fainting with the horror and searing, sudden pain that had invaded her sanctified grotto of Venus-bliss, Marcia felt, as in a dream, her throbbing quimtemple penetrated… for with another virile thrust, he had impaled her to the testicles.
“That’s every inch I’ve got and your cunt’s deep enough to take another foot at least-but this will have to do till your next customer comes along!” he hoarsely exclaimed.
His mouth then fused on hers and drank burning kisses, lecherous, feverish, lustful, from her agonized and tear-moistened lips; and indeed he tasted the salt of those tears and was stimulated to greater prowess by that libation.
“Now for your first good fucking, darling,” he muttered and began, with long, deliberate thrusts, to impale her seething cuntshrine. Her body writhed and jerked, seized by nervous spasms, defeated, possessed, deflorated of pride and assurance as well as of virginity.
Her arms writhed, she sought to undo the harsh, fettering constraint of his sinewy fingers; it was in vain; her groans, her sobs, her tears, her incoherent pleas moved him no more than had she been a slave begging for mercy at the whipping post of lustful punishment!
Indeed, those plaints were music to his ears, which had heard only the cool, tinkling scorn of her mirth and provocative disdain.
The whip lay near their welded bodies on the sumptuous bed, unneeded now. Her subjugation by his manhood meant far more in sensual defeat!
Her martyred cuntgroove shivered, burning still with the laceration of her virgin barrier and so involuntarily her cuntwalls tensed and surged deliciously, against his hardened, rooted cock, burying so vengefully within her Venus-haven as if to wrench away when it withdrew the last vestiges of flesh-esteem and psyche selfishness.
It was invigorating to his lust to feel her humble under him, to hear her faltering, moaning, sobbing pleas, her tearful entreaties to “stop… oh…
Bob… it hurts me so… ah ohhh… oooh… not so hard… oh… you’ve torn me Bob pity oh… ah… oooooo… hhhh… mercy…“
“What, a whore begging for mercy before she’s felt a douche of bubbling cock juice?” he taunted her and continued, with prolonged and deeply penetrating strokes of his stiffened lance, to slake his lust within the humid haven of her deflorated quim.
Then, quivering with the fury of passion that surged through him to know that this aristocratic beauty’s flesh was his to shame and ravish to his prong’s content, he began to quicken the cadence of his strokes… her cuntwalls felt the agonizing, lubricious rasp and friction of the manroot… her groans became feverish, her head rose, fell back, turned endlessly, her eyes closed in a coma of delirious anguish and shame.
“How does it feel to be fucked, you beautiful bitch?” he hoarsely interrogated her as, shuddering, panting, weeping, she tossed and writhed under him, tensing her thighs, her arms, her breasts imploring with their anguished surging up against his crushing chest for mercy.
“Oh… oh… enough… oh… you are kill… ing… me… Bob… for heaven’s… sake… dear God in heaven… stop oh… oh… I… can’t… bear any more… oh… oh… ahhh… “Bob Bob! Pardon! Pardon! Forgive me-ahh … oh… ohhhhhhh…“
She was past knowledge of the turpitude to which her ravished flesh constrained her; her body was inflamed by carnal martyrdom… her repugnance for the male … her furious chagrin… her hauteur… all. these attributes were purged in the Golgotha of fornication which made of her only a groove of feminine, shivering fuck-flesh to be mastered and possessed and carnally enjoyed.
His mouth descended on hers and mastered her groans, silenced them with a lubricious, searing kiss; he drank her tears, her mouth-nectar, he felt her body writhe and press and seethe against his naked flesh… and with a cry of joyous vengeance~ with a final, consummate thrust that rammed her till their pubic hairs entwined, he poured down his lust expectoration into the turbulently martyred confines of her cunt!
Feeling the hot, loathsome gush inundate her never before profaned quimchasm, she shrieked and her body shuddered, limpened, under him, just as his virile prong, depleted of its contemptuous offering to her deceitful beauty, emptied its viscous libation into the fathom of her womb.
He lay upon her, sprawled at lascivious, mastering length upon her supine, inert body. The deed was done, the debutante debauched and undone by her own treachery!
In the next room, love was attuned to lust.
For, ravished to exultant sensual triumph by the sight of Marcia’s violation, Gregory, trembling with mounting passion and delight in his beautiful and complaisant mistress, took her in his arms and gently but with the insistence of urgent male desire, fixed his hot mouth on her inviting, willing lips… the lovers, naked on the couch of bliss-fulfillment, lay, taking their joy of each other, entwined, cleaving in that ecstasy which only mutual desire brings.
Travers rose at last from the swooning debutante, went to the door and called, “Greg! Marie!”
Bliss had been achieved, so they came to his call and entered the salon, smiling at him, their hands entwined adoringly.
“You two have done me a favor money can’t repay,” Travers told them, his eyes glowing with the memory of Marcia’s downfall, “but there’s one favor I’d like to ask of you.”
“Anything at all, old man. Speak up. I’ve no interest in that useless, rich slut,” said Gregory, bending to kiss Marie’s appealing, warm red lips.
Travers retrieved his trousers, drew out a wallet from the pocket and, opening it, extracted five one-hundred-dollar bills. Handing them to Marie; he said, “To satisfy my revenge on her, here’s another five hundred.”
“But what for Bob? You paid for violating her,” said Greg.
“That was for the virginity of her whorish cunt… this money’s for her other maiden-head!” said the stalwart blond suitor and conqueror of the mastered debutante.
“What a capital idea!” exclaimed Marie. “That should really take her down!”
“I want you two to help me,” said Travers.
“Of course we will, won’t we, darling?” smiled Marie, turning to her lover.
“You’re her mistress now, sweetheart,” he replied. “Her fate is in your hands.”
Marie’s lovely blue eyes grew cold as she recalled Marcia’s snobbish treatment and, compressing her lips, she said, “Then take her maidenhead, the maidenhead of her bottom, Bob and welcome!”
It was agreed.
The three executioners entered the bedroom. Travers seized Marcia by the hair, while Gregory took the whip and Marie stood ready to aid, should there be need.
Wakened from her swoon, the terrified Marcia burst into tears, but Travers commanded her roughly to get out of bed.
She obeyed, cowering; the sight of the whip- her violation-her nightmarish humiliations- had rendered her a passive body, without resistance: She thought she had attained the nadir of despair and suffering.
She was in error. ~ They led her to the divan, made her kneel, burying her face in the lush upholstery, while, her knees applied on the velvet rug, she upturned her delectable bottom to Travers eager gaze.
Gregory seated himself on the divan, straddling Marcia’s head with his knees, holding her streaming raven hair in his left hand and the whip in his right.
It was Marie who dragged the loosened, unbuttoned satin tights down to her haughty mistress’s knees, allowed them to repose, a lustrous, lascivious fetter.
“Oh… oh…“ groaned the unhappy Marcia, “What… what… are you going to do… oh… please… haven’t I suffered enough? Oh, Bob… Greg… darling Marie, kind, loyal Marie, take pity~ on me let me go now… oh… oh …“
“She’s in position,” said Marie, her eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed, looking longingly at her lover, for the sight of Marcia’s magnificent, shivering, ivory bottom globes and the anticipation of their defamation caused in her loins a glowing desire to have Gregory solace her tingling flesh.
Marcia was ready for the act of vengeance which would complete her shame and so was Travers, for he too had been moved to lust by the spectacle of her proffered bottom hemispheres, oval, ivory, firm and trembling with apprehension-as if already they knew the fate of martyrdom to which their possessor was to be subjected and with that tempting shadowy vista Of her bottom groove visible to his delectating gaze.
“He knelt behind her, placed his left hand on her naked back and with his right hand spread the cheeks of her bottom wide apart.
She trembled, tried to turn her head and was rewarded by a terrible tug that made her shriek.
Suddenly, she felt the hot, throbbing head of Travers revitalized prong brush the dainty amber orifice of her bunghole; and she knew at last the terrible, shaming doom brought on her by her own iniquity.
Her buttocks shrank in, contracting lasciviously; she plunged her hands to them to repel the assault.
The whip, in Gregory’s vigilant hand, licked hungrily down the hollowing arch of her alabaster back, tracing its way with the shivering flesh.
“Ahha… ah… oh… oh… stop! Pity!” she shrieked.
Marie came forward and forcibly pulled her hands away from her menaced buttocks, condemned to sodomy in expiation for Marcia’s crime of demi-vierge deceit!
And the lovely blond, exerting all her force, drew Marcia’s wrists together and held them pinioned on her mistress writhing, welted, shivering back.
“Go ahead and ram her deep, Bob,” she advised, with a smile of sensual anticipation.
Travers knees spread Marcia’s beautiful legs as she knelt; once again, access to her maidenhead was facilitated His left hand maintained the parting of her bottom cheeks, his right now guided the prong to its destined sheltering.
“Wait,” said Marie suddenly, “a little unguent will make it easier!”
“Easier for her. She doesn’t deserve any pity but you’re right… I’ll oil my cock this way… so she can taste inside her bum hole just what I think of her!” And, as he spoke, Travers drew back his prong and dropped a large gob of spittle on the fiery tip and then returned it to that shuddering, shrinking amber orifice which his prying fingers forced her pouting oval bottom globes to show.
And then, without respite, without tenderness, he lunged forward with all his strength.
Marcia was maddened by the pain, the horror, the shame, her head dashed from side to side and only Gregory’s vicious tugs made her realize that she could only bring additional suffering to herself by struggling, a point further emphasized by two cruel lashes of the whip down her naked hips.
Shrieking, groaning, her buttocks contracting and weaving lasciviously, Marcia endured this second and viler defloration of her virgin orifice, until Travers’ vigorous prong was buried to the hilt in her quaking bowels and she sank, fainting, tottering, against the divan, Marie cruelly twisting her wrists to make certain her mistress would not swoon a second time~ Nor did she. Her body protesting with all its inflamed nerves against this unexpected, hideous martyrdom, Marcia, weeping, shrieking, writhing, pleading and sobbing, felt the friction of a male cock in that fastidiously dainty amber bunghole till at last, frenzied by the warm delight of her bottom groove, her ravisher spent gushingly into her.
But it was not finished for her even then, for when he had withdrawn his prong and seen the evidences of his pilgrimaging in her bottom orifice, Travers commanded her to “lick your own shit and cleanse my cock, you dirty little tramp, who thinks her shit doesn’t smell… humble yourself, you bitch!”
And when she refused, stunned, dazed, unable to believe the reality of such a task consigned her, Marie took the whip and stood behind her, while Gregory dragged her along the floor, on her knees, shrieking and the blond maid applied caresses of the thong across the oval buttocks and the wonderful, svelte ivory thighs till at last the unfortunate Marcia swore she would obey.
Then Gregory made her kneel on all fours, Marie standing behind her with the whip to guarantee her dutiful submission; he forced her to thrust her head between his thighs and in that position, facing Travers, accept with her lips the dirtied cock of her ravisher and suck and lick it clean.
And then~ and only then, did they leave her, this triumphant trio and locked the door upon her, leaving her broken, naked, weeping, fainting, prostrate on the velvet rug.
That was the beginning of her week as a prostitute in this imaginative brothel-a never-to-be forgotten week of insults, shame, torment and carnal subjugation.
On the second night, she was compelled to wear high heeled pumps, black mesh stockings, gloves that sheathed her to the shoulder and a black lace slip which allowed the creamy beauty of her naked flesh to be divined.
And, waiting on the divan, trembling as she had the night before, again; again, she endured that psychological martyrdom of hearing the key turn-in the lock … waiting with clenched hands and bated breath… to see… who should cross the threshold and prepare a new ordeal, of horror for her body and soul!
It was Jack Prentiss, another of her disdained suitors… for Marie and Bob had, sharing ideas in their plot, induced those scorned swains of the arrogant debutante to participate in the dйchйance of Marcia!
Prentiss compelled her to hold his penis in her gloved hands, then to remove her gloves and resume her caressing imprisonment of his organ in her naked fingers. She obeyed, her teeth set, her face flushed, trembling with rage and fear. Then he too commanded her to ask him to possess her; she refused, for the new day had given her fresh hopes of escape and she pleaded with him to aid her in fleeing this house of evil.
Adamant, deaf to her pleas, he too had recourse to the whip, tearing the slip from her body-and pursuing her through the salon, she frantic and seeking madly to avoid the lashes which attained her, till, exhausted, her body wealed and throbbing with the whip’s kisses on her naked flesh, she tearfully agreed to his command in the midst of this carnal scene, the door opened… and Charles Corland, a dark haired man of thirty, a wealthy lawyer and another of her suitors entered.
He and Prentiss had obviously arranged this session to their own common benefit; for now, stripping naked, he compelled Marcia to learn the art of applying her lips to a male prick, while Prentiss stood behind her with the whip Then, compelling her to kneel on all fours, Corland imbedded his stimulated cock into her anguished quim, while Prentiss made her, under the menace of the lash, kiss his own vigorous weapon as he stood before her. After Corliss had achieved his orgasm, the now lusting Prentiss took his place and again Marcia knew the shame of yielding her intimate nook of Venus to the sturdy, rasping, frictioning cock of the male ravisher.
On the third night, Glenn Wilson, still another of her suitors, taught her the shameful degradation of soixante-neuf, following which delightfully stimulating act he forced her to sit upon his lap, her bottom against his belly, impaling herself on his organ, while he palpated and squeezed her firm, pert breasts and bit her neck and shoulders till she shrieked with pain Marvin Corley, a wealthy banker of thirty-seven, then entered the salon during this sensual tableau and after Wilson had yielded up his essence into her seething cunt, the two naked men compelled, her to learn how two feminine orifices become one, Wilson ravishing her bottom hole and Corley taking stiff charge of her martyred cunt, they reversing positions after each had achieved orgasm and violating her again.
The fourth night was a nightmare of horror to her For this time, three disdained suitors, George Brainard, Doug Holloway and Paul Palmer entered the salon, to find her chained to the wall, facing them clad only in a long, white, flowing, diaphanous nightgown, in five-inch-high-heeled pumps, the key to the fetters hanging in a pendant from her ivory throat and descending to rest against the shadow triangle of her Venus mound, delectably suggested through the molding, fragile silk!
And, to her indescribable terror and shame, they calmly drew up a table, took out a deck of cards and began to play a hand of poker to see who should be first to possess her.
Brainard won, with a straight flush and, laughing evilly, rose from the table, began to disrobe, while his companions also undressed in preparation for their own pleasure with Marcia’s trembling body.
Brainard, a coarse, wealthy socialite of thirty-two who had inherited a fortune which enabled him to cater solely to his carnal pleasures, prolonged her agony by paying her lewd compliments on her charms as visible through the nightgown, then took the key, not without dallying for along moment in the ecstatic pleasure of palpating her apprehensive quim through the silk and probing between hey cuntlips with his forefinger to find her, clitoris, till, scarlet with shame and trembling piteously, she begged him to take her and end her ordeal.
He released her from the chains, made her kneel and kiss his organ.
Then, pretending to hesitate as to which position he desired her to yield herself, he made her take various poses: first, kneeling erect, cupping her breasts out to him; then on all fours, spreading her legs as far apart as she could; then kneeling with one knee placed on the edge of the divan and the other on the rug; then bending over and grasping her ankles-in which shameful pose he martyred her further by tickling her slit with one forefinger while he rimmed and probed her shi-inking bottom hole with the other.
Finally, his lust overpowering his inclination to humiliate her further and urged on by his impatient comrades, he made her go into the bedroom, bend herself back over the edge of the bed, pillow her head in her hands and spread her legs wide apart; facing her, steadying himself by applying his palms on the bedspread, he impaled her fiercely, telling his companions that this position was best for “touching bottom and scraping the sides of Marcia’s stretchable twat!”
And when he had done, Holloway and Palmer played a hand of poker for her body, Palmer winning and ravishing her on the floor, while Holloway squatted over her head and made her kiss and tongue his penis, repaying her for that ministration by having Palmer hold her hands behind and draw her with her bottom pressing into his surging penis, while Holloway ravished her as she stood, legs wide apart.
On the fifth night of that week of vilest shame, Marcia was turned over to Randall Young, a fetishist and voluptuary of thirty who was famous for his commercial illustrations; he entered the salon to find her naked save for one open-toed sandal and one stocking. He forced her to dress as if she were going to an evening ball; then she had to strip naked and this time dress for her boudoir. In negligee, satin panties and brassiere, mesh stockings and high-heeled pumps, she had to crawl on her knees to him on the couch and, taking off her negligee as she knelt, unfasten her brassiere and then mold and caress his penis with her own two breasts, which she had to guide and hold in her own trembling hands. Then she was ordered to masturbate him by rubbing her silkenmesh-sheathed calf against his fiery, throbbing cock; but, as this did not provoke the desired effect-for he purposely withheld his essence-it was with the arch of her high-heeled pump that she had to stroke his penis.
And when he had had inundated that beautiful black pump with the viscous lava of his sperm, she had to take off the pump, being careful to let none of the fluid escape and drink up the gism with her anguished lips and tongue.
Witnessing her obedience renewed his vigor and, forcing her to retain only one pump and one stocking, he possessed her by making her mount astride him, while he palpated her breasts and stroked her clitoris till, unwillingly, but overwhelmed, she achieved orgasm.
On the sixth and penultimate night, she was, made to entertain her own chauffeur, Henry, whose place Gregory had taken; and on the last night, Joe and Bill, the barbarous guards of the house of ill fame, had their way with her…
Two weeks later, in the Church of the Apostle, on fashionable Second Avenue, a wedding was celebrated, that of the beautiful debutante Marcia Thomaston to Gregory Matthews. The, absence of the bride previously had been explained to the press as an elopement of the happy lovers, who had now sought, after making sure of each other under civil law, to pledge their troth in the solemn ecclesiastical vows of their church.
The bride wore a magnificent dress of white satin, voluminous, with a long train, very modest in~ cut… quite opaque in concealing her charms. The blond Marie was maid of honor.
But; if the spectators had been gifted with penetrating vision, they would have remarked that Marcia’s attire consisted only of that full, flowing dress, black silk opera stockings which rose to her crotch and high-heeled black suede pumps- nothing more!
After the rice-throwing and merry jests typical of a wedding had been completed, Gregory Matthews limousine drew up in front of the church. The happy bride entered, together with her maid of honor-who carried her mistress’s, bouquet of lilies (ironic note! the flowers of purity) and her new, devoted spouse, who smiled at her tenderly and held her hand, but with an unseen grasp that made her tremble, so ardent and dominating was it! The chauffeur-Henry, to be sure-had his orders. The limousine swung away and drove off…
An hour later, the bridal automobile pulled up before the lonely house where Marcia had met her downfall and again the two guards came to~ open the door and, this time, gently-at least comparatively!-escort the beautiful, white gowned bride to the door.
Marie followed on the arm of Gregory.
It was Joe who unlocked the front door of the house-the honeymoon house!-and swung wide the door, with a leering smile.
And then, unexpectedly, Marcia, in her white gown, prostrated herself on the threshold, lying on her belly her arms folded beneath her head and Gregory with a smile lifted up the blond Marie in his arms and carried her across the thresh; old… and as he, passed with his lovely burden, who linked her soft, rounded white arms around her lover’s neck, he took care to spurn Marcia’s bottom… and shoulder… last, her once proud but now humbled neck with his heel!
And when the guards had entered after Gregory and his mistress, then, Marcia rose and entered the house. The door closed behind her.
That night was the wedding night.
But not of Marcia.’
Still in her wedding gown, her pumps and stockings, she was forced to serve Marie as maid, to prepare the beautiful blond for Gregory’s desire-to comb and brush the golden hair, to perfume the white body, to apply lipstick, rouge, powder; to aid Marie in choosing and donning enticing lingerie and finally to kneel and humbly kiss Marie’s high-heeled pumps, an inch taller than her own as subtle symbol that the mistress was now beneath the maid not only in Gregory’s desire!
And then, ready for his wedding night, Gregory entered the salon; and while Marcia served Marie and him drinks and choice canapйs, he kissed and fondled his mistress till their passions were mutually aroused.
They rose, they entered the bedroom, Marie swaying against him as she walked, undulating as the high-heeled pumps cast into relief her flawless ankles, her sculptured calves, her firm white, rounded thighs…
Then Marcia had to follow, on her knees, advancing, to serve, them.
Marie waited for her lover on the bed, her arms held out an yearning, her breasts rising with emotion… her lips parted… expectant.
And he, naked now and eager to attain her, turned to Marcia and said, “Do what you have been commanded to do on your wedding night!”
A sob escaped her, but with trembling fingers she obeyed.
She lifted up her white dress, doffed it, let it flutter to the floor.
Then, naked; save for pumps and mesh stockings, she bent over before him and spread apart her delectable oval buttocks with her quivering hands. And he applied the length of his penis horizontally along that furrow, so that the pouting inner cheeks might caress and deliciously chafe his organ to a vigorous turgidity that would give Marie the intense pleasure he intended her to have … and the unhappy Marcia had to weave and writhe and undulate her bottom lasciviously against his applied shaft till it was of the required vigor.
Then he mounted on the bed, took Marie in his arms and soon the two were in paradise… while the debutante bride knelt beside the bed, cupping her breasts and offering them to the ignoring husband… that he might have the piquant stimulus of knowing that a naked slave entreated him for kindness…
Which was not hers to achieve.
And thus, a debutante was reduced to a voluptuous servitude that in our modern era knows no parallel-either in justice or in lust!
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