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Dear Readers,

The novels in this collection—The Mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt, The Desires of Rebecca, and Domestic Service, published by the now-defunct Masquerade Books of New York in 1996, 1997, and 1998, respectively—marked the beginning of my career as a professional writer, and I am particularly happy to have them back in print after all these years, especially with Pink Flamingo.

I look back at those days before the turn of the century, and at the plots and characters depicted here, very fondly. These novels originally were written with some sort of pre-Windows computer and saved on actual floppy disks. Back then I printed a manuscript with one of those screechy printers using accordion-type paper with sprocket holes at the edges, and I submitted it to my publisher via cardboard box through the U.S. Mail, for God’s sake. I don’t think I had the internet until ’98 or ’99, and I communicated with my editor via Grahambellophone, finally sending—again, via snail mail—a disk only at the end of the process.

To a writer, novels are like one’s children, each different and special, all lovable in their own particular ways. I had written stories and scenes and snippets for years, of course, but The Mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt was my very first book-length work, and at the same time that I was flexing my erotic imagination, I retained some of the flowery “romance”-type language. I can still remember the excitement of my first sale, the big advance check, the thrill of seeing the book in print. I whistled “Paperback Writer” on the way in to my day job.

With The Desires of Rebecca I was really starting to get in the groove. I jumped into a first-person narrative with feet, setting the story four centuries in the past and using the voice appropriate to the period. I had just taken a fencing class, and if I do say so myself, the swordfight scene in Chapter Nine is pretty nicely rendered indeed. When I reread the piece recently, I fell in love with the beautiful, flatteringly possessive, inescapably flawed Captain all over again.

With Domestic Service I hit the peak of my Masquerade days. Rather than experimenting with a castle of mysterious delights in the deep forests of Eastern Europe, or with Sapphic swashbucklers of the old Spanish Main, I brought the action back to the present-day Midwest. There was something very satisfying about the utter realness of it, the uncertainties of a happily married man trying so hard not to do the wrong thing…as temptation is dangled so slender and sly-eyed before him.

In these three novels, then, we see the seeds of notions which will flower in my more recent work with Pink Flamingo: colorful and exotic settings, as seen now in my 1930s science-fictional Slave to Six Worlds or the prehistoric The Ring of the Giants, the lusty lesbians of Sarah’s Girlfriend and others, sternly commanding ladies as in The Supremacy of Samantha and the Alyssa’s Needs saga, and the exquisitely near naughtiness of the perverts next door in works such as Rachel’s Re-education and The Magic Box. 

I still love these tales from the beginning of my career, and I am so very pleased to be able to present them to readers once more. The ancient 5.25-inch floppy disks that held the original manuscripts have long since vanished into oblivion, so…well, I simply “re-mastered” them by typing fresh electronic files from the paperbacks I pulled off my shelves—a tad time-consuming, perhaps, but a labor of love. True to my art, I resisted the temptation to tamper here and there, but instead only fixed a stray typo or old printing glitch whenever encountered.

If you enjoy these books even half as much as I did, it will have been worthwhile. For your patronage, thank you—and come again…

—O.M.R.

The Mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt

Originally published by Masquerade Books, 1996


Chapter One

When Katherine first caught a glimpse of Castle Rohmenstadt through the forest, she could not help gasping. Her sensual, innocent lips opened in surprise, and the expressive dark eyebrows above her striking green eyes climbed. Sunlight gleamed upon the flowing chestnut waves which cascaded about her shoulders. Her heart beat rapidly beneath her high young breasts as she wondered if this were all really happening.

The pretty twenty-year-old American had been to Europe only once before, three years earlier, when she had met her great-great uncle Ernst for the first and last time. He had visited Katherine and her parents at their hotel in Paris. Although she well remembered the haunting gaze of his piercing black eyes, the glamour and excitement of the City of Lights had held far more interest to the girl than any distant relative ever could. Afterward she and her parents had toured Europe, but they certainly had not been far enough east to visit the ancient family home which the mysterious old man’s will now left to her.

“Beautiful, is it not, miss?” said the driver—Karl was his name, she reminded herself—over his shoulder in richly accented tones. The young man was smooth-shaven and blond, handsome…ruggedly built beneath his quaint double-breasted chauffeur’s uniform with its rows of gleaming brass buttons. Pale blue eyes studied the road ahead—almost a little too intently, Katherine imagined. His nose was bold and hawkish, the jutting mass of his manly jaw firm. Yet she sensed no arrogance or condescension from this virile specimen. If anything, he was painfully polite.

“Yes,” breathed Katherine, returning her gaze to the window. “It’s incredible!” Constructed of dark stonework, the high fortress walls were pierced by narrow, arched windows and were crowned with battlements. Pointed towers stood at the corners of the castle, while steep roofs covered the great spaces inside.

“This castle has been in your family for generations, miss,” Karl added amiably. Distantly Katherine observed that his lips seemed almost slightly effeminate. Despite his other rugged features, those lips were thin and expressive…strangely so. She tried not to notice as he continued, “Herr Ernst said that your ancestors built it as a refuge from the rest of the world. Empires have risen and fallen, wars raged across the rest of the continent, borders shifted—yet Castle Rohmenstadt has remained untouched.”

Katherine felt a thrill of pride at his words. Yes, this family treasure was something rare and precious, something to be proud of, to cherish. “Until a few years ago, I didn’t even know this place existed,” she said nervously. She bit her lower lip, pearly teeth indenting the full, rounded pink flesh.

“Herr Ernst always spoke most highly of you, miss.” Katherine felt another quivering sensation run through her body as she watched Karl’s strong, honest shoulders muscle the dark sedan over the winding forest road. “He knew that you should be the one to take possession of the castle.”

“I know Uncle Ernst must have wanted that, but…well, I don’t really know anything about running a castle,” she admitted.

“Oh, miss,” Karl chuckled, “this is hardly necessary—”

“Please,” she said softly. “Call me Katherine.”

“Why, thank you, miss— Katherine,” the big man replied. He glanced quickly at the mirror, then continued, “You see, we—the servants—do the actual managing of the castle. We care for the castle and the grounds—and, of course, for you yourself.”

Katherine felt herself blushing. She crossed her trim legs and began swinging the raised foot idly. Her sleek jean-clad thighs rubbed together, sending a sensation which was ever so faintly pleasurable tingling, half-unnoticed, to the pit of her hungry belly. The corners of her mouth turned up slightly.

“What is really necessary, miss—ah, Katherine,” he corrected himself swiftly, “is that a Rohmenstadt reside in her ancestral home.”

“Thank you, Karl,” she said, staring absently at the back of his muscular neck. “My parents’ lawyers have told me that’s all I have to do to collect the inheritance—just keep living here, but it’s still nice to hear you say so.” And it was, she realized suddenly. Here she was thousands of miles from home, dependent upon strangers she had never met. No parents to run to, no friends she could call up on the phone. She shivered briefly and not for the first time she almost wondered if the inheritance really was worth it all.

“We will do everything we can to help you…Katherine,” Karl reassured her, sneaking an uncertain look in the mirror. Dappled sunlight played across his handsome features as the car sped through the dense wood.

She let her half-lidded green eyes meet his deep blue ones and smiled. She shifted her hips purposefully in the wide seat, and felt her breathing come a little faster. “Thank you,” she murmured at length.

Though Katherine could not help being more than a little bit frightened, an undercurrent of excitement managed to keep her unease in check. Yes, she was alone and far from home, but this was an adventure she had never even dreamed of. A secluded European castle, servants…and freedom from her parents, freedom more complete than any of her friends would be enjoying.

Bare months earlier, she had simply been planning on returning for her third year of college. Though the summer had been a restful break from the hectic routine of class and studying, she had already begun to look forward to school again. She still did not know what subject she wanted to major in, but she loved the college atmosphere, heady with new freedoms and the excitement of learning. She would miss it.

Yet though her friends might be returning to state universities somewhere in the American Midwest, perhaps starting low-paying little jobs to make ends meet, here she was deep in the Old World! And if she ever tired of it, she had but to return to America whenever she wished. Yet she was certain that that would be no time soon.

Katherine let her mind wander, trying to imagine what awaited her. Could the castle really be as beautiful as that first glimpse had made it seem? Was it comfortable and homey? Would there be things to do? Yet though she attempted to keep her mind on the adventure unfolding before her, her eyes somehow kept returning to the handsome young chauffeur.

The low buzzing beneath her taut belly made Katherine feel light and fluttery inside. Between soft lips where no man had ever touched, something stirred. Her hips ground purposefully, and in the warm moist darkness beneath her clothing, a tremulous bud stiffened under the secret caresses of her silken thighs. It felt good. Very good.

Katherine held her breath, trying to be quiet as she stared intently at the beautiful man in the seat ahead of her. She focused on the subtle pleasure slowly welling up through her trembling flesh. Her body stiffened, muscles tightening deep within. So natural, so quiet and serene was the bliss which swelled to fill her that Katherine—long accustomed to her body’s intimate responses though she was—would scarcely have considered it a climax. Yet if Karl had chanced to glance back in his mirror at that instant, he would have seen upon her pretty face the most striking expression of innocent, passionate rapture.

In a matter of minutes, as the sun began to sink into the deep green forest on the western horizon, they reached a grassy clearing on a long, slow rise. The tires of the big sedan crunched on a gravel path which ran past great gardens lying drowsy in the golden evening light, across an immaculate lawn, to the stout dark walls of her ancient ancestral home. Katherine stared, pulse pounding. Her home now.

Karl came around and opened her door. He tipped his leather-visored cap. His big hand was warm in hers as he helped her out, and as Katherine straightened, she could not help noticing with some discomfort a dampness in the crotch of her panties. Karl slipped out of her grasp to remove her bags from the trunk. For a moment she watched him.

“Welcome home, miss!” a deep voice called. Katherine turned to the castle’s entrance. An enormous door—great squared-off posts of aged oak, bound with strips of studded iron—stood open on massive hinges. Within the arched stone doorway waited a heavily mustachioed man in an old-fashioned butler’s uniform. “Welcome to Castle Rohmenstadt,” he rumbled, bowing slightly.

“Thank you,” Katherine replied uncertainly.

“I am Vaclav, the butler,” the man said smiling. His great mustache covered his upper lip and obscured the corners of his mouth, but she was able to read the expression in his merrily wrinkled crow’s feet. He was perhaps fifty, she supposed, stout, the hair at his temples streaked with silver. His eyes were cool and gray. Her first thought was that he was very distinguished looking…almost attractive, despite his age. “You have already met Karl, our capable driver and handyman,” he continued. “If you step this way, miss, I shall introduce the rest of our staff.”

Katherine moved to follow Vaclav, but he stepped adroitly aside to let her proceed through the arched stone portal first. Though she tried to direct her attention to the people assembled there inside, she could not help staring in awe at the grandeur of the castle’s great interior. Here the dark stonework was hung with enormous tapestries, ancient scenes of bygone feudalism done in rich colors barely fazed by the passage of time. There in those tapestries peasants planted, harvested, danced joyously beneath the tranquil summer sun of a Europe long past.

Tremendous rough-hewn beams supported the ceiling far above, while polished hardwood lay beneath her feet. Scattered here and there were thick, tasseled rugs, upright suits of armor, and great vases of porcelain or brass. Solid-looking furniture with overstuffed brocaded cushions stood before a blazing fireplace big enough to roast an ox. The dark wood of those ancient couches and chairs was carved ornately, apparently with human figures, but from where she stood, Katherine could not quite make out the details.

The servants—yes, servants, she reminded herself dizzily—waited silently until she was done. Finally, Vaclav cleared his throat indulgently.

“Miss, might I present the castle staff?” Eyes wide, she nodded, and he continued. “Your personal maids, Marie and Celeste.” He gestured to the first two in line, girls surely only Katherine’s age, or perhaps just a little older. Their porcelain faces were clear and smooth, unlined by cares and years…yet Katherine fancied somehow that a secret knowledge seemed to gleam in their big dark eyes. She could not explain the feeling.

They were identical twins, she realized with a start, pale-skinned and very beautiful. Each wore lustrous sable tresses held up with a silky red bow. Their lissome bodies were clad in old-fashioned maids’ attire, short black flouncy skirts and puffy-shouldered tops trimmed in lace. Velvety collars encircled their white throats…while a scooped neckline revealed surprisingly much of the creamy swellings of their pert young breasts.

Blushing at the thought that her great-great uncle had selected such costumes for these delectable morsels, Katherine murmured, “Nice to meet you.”

The chambermaids curtsied, and their deep dark eyes smiled behind thick lashes. “Thank you, mademoiselle,” they chorused with a delightful French accent.

“If you ever feel the need to tell them apart, miss,” Vaclav rumbled, “it is Celeste who has the small scar upon her cheek. A childhood tree-climbing accident.”

Now Katherine smiled, too. “Thank you…Vaclav.”

“Not at all, miss,” the butler replied dryly. “Next, may I present Inge, our excellent cook.” The tall woman was in her early forties, Katherine supposed. Straight shoulder-length golden hair framed a strong-jawed face. Her eyes were clear blue, her nose straight. A simple high-buttoned blouse covered her full bosom, while an ankle-length skirt flowed off her long hips. Though to Katherine the woman was middle-aged, she was still strikingly beautiful, even dignified. Any man would have found her attractive.

“Hello,” said Katherine.

“Miss,” replied the cook warmly, with a faint curtsy.

“And Gregor, our busy groundskeeper,” continued Vaclav, indicating the man last in line. He was probably in his mid-thirties, not very tall, but with purposeful-looking muscles beneath his plain dark jacket. He wore baggy pants and heavy scuffed boots. His short brown hair was unruly.

“Hello,” Katherine said.

“Miss,” the man nodded quietly. His eyes flicked up hesitantly, then went back to the floor almost embarrassedly. She found his quiet, boyish manner somehow intriguing.

“Karl has already seen to your baggage, miss,” Vaclav said. He inclined his massive head slightly toward one of the pair of broad, curving staircases. They led to a wide second-floor landing opening back on a hallway and, apparently, rooms. “What is the mistress’s pleasure? If you are hungry, Inge can prepare whatever you may desire. If at this time of the evening you still feel able to the task, you may have a tour of your castle. If fatigued, you may retire—”

“Perhaps I’d better,” Katherine said quickly. “I’ve had a long day.”

“Very well, miss.” Vaclav nodded judiciously, then set his gray eyes upon the chambermaids. “Marie will show you to your room.”

One of the girls stepped out of line, and Katherine walked over to her, a little uncertain. The girl smiled. “Your room is this way, mademoiselle, if you please.”

Katherine turned to the stairs, but at the bottom step she stopped suddenly. When she looked back, she saw that the rest of the staff still waited in respectful silence. Her eyes scanned their politely disinterested faces slowly, and she swallowed, feeling her throat tight.

“Thank you all,” Katherine said, uncomfortably sure that it came out awkward and formal. Nevertheless, she forced herself to follow through. “Good night.”

To her surprise, they all returned, “Good night, miss.” Her servants began to disperse, and she turned gratefully back to the stairs.

Katherine followed Marie’s trim, black-stockinged calves up the wide staircase, a familiar flutter in the pit of her belly. The chambermaid’s flouncy taffeta skirt rustled seductively about her shapely young thighs as she led Katherine silently down the hall to the new mistress’s bedroom. Finally, the girl halted before a deeply paneled wooden door.

“Your room, mademoiselle,” Marie smiled and murmured softly. Her accent was beautiful.

“Uh, thank you.” Katherine laid her hand on the burnished brass door handle, depressed the heavy lever, and pushed the great door open slowly.

The room was spacious and richly appointed, yet its atmosphere was nothing like that of the castle’s hard, formal entryway. Her chamber was soft and comfortable-looking, dominated by a large canopied bed. The servants apparently had redecorated after the death of her ancient relative, for the bed was done up in flowery feminine covers. Large tapestries hung between the tall mullioned windows, softening the hard stone of the exterior wall, while patterned red wallpaper covered the interior subdividing walls. Deep Oriental rugs were thrown about the hardwood flooring. Fragrant, crackling logs burned brightly in the fireplace.

“Behind that door, mademoiselle, is a bathroom.” Marie indicated a door in a newer wall, which was obviously lath and plaster rather than ancient stone. “Electric light switch here. Nightgowns and extra bedclothes in the closet. If you require my sister or me, simply ring this bell.” She smiled sweetly and pointed to a thick silken pull-cord which hung from a small hole in the ceiling. The knotted, tasseled end of the golden cord dangled near the head of the bed, within reach of even the most languid hand.

Though it made sense that struck Katherine as somehow — well, almost decadent. How strange to have a servant waiting upon your every whim, even as you lay in bed…

“Thank you, Marie,” Katherine said somewhat awkwardly. “I guess I’ll see you in the morning.”

“But of course, mademoiselle,” Marie replied, almost mischievously. “Good night.” She stepped out into the corridor with a whoosh of her short skirts and pulled the heavy door closed behind her.

Katherine looked at her bags, which sat beside an elegant mirrored dresser. Karl must have brought them up into her bedroom, and for a moment she thought about that. After he set down the bags, had he left quickly, feeling like a trespasser in that most personal of rooms? Or had he lingered there in her boudoir, perhaps letting his eyes travel curiously about? Really, he seemed such a nice man.

Katherine tuned off the lights, and the room was suffused with the rosy glow of the flickering firelight. Despite the warmth, she shivered briefly.

She sat down gingerly on the edge of the great canopied, four-poster bed and looked slowly around, trying to accustom herself to her new surroundings. This was to be her very own room, but still it seemed new and foreign. She felt strangely out of place, as if at any moment the room’s rightful occupant might enter and find her there undressing. The thought was almost a little exciting.

But it was silly, she knew, for now she was mistress of the castle. This was where she belonged.

Again she looked around. Yes, finally she was alone. She took a deep breath.

Katherine let herself drop backward into the freshly made bed, and sank contentedly into its deep goose down mattress. She wriggled under the sheets. She felt that flutter again in her taut belly, a shiver of anticipation which made her heart beat more insistently as she pulled the quilted covers up about her chin and began working feverishly at the buttons of her blouse.

Sighing, Katherine shrugged her lacy white brassiere down out of the way and clutched eagerly at her soft young breasts. The girl moaned as her smooth palms found nipples which ached to be fondled. She caressed the tender pink-brown buds, gently at first, stroking them coyly into erectness. Yet soon she worked more roughly, pinching, twisting, pulling the tender flesh with practiced fingers, sending a powerful electric shock straight to her rapidly moistening crotch.

She was tremendously aroused, barely able to control herself as her hands roamed the eager body quivering beneath the covers. She had been vaguely unsatisfied for days, but simply had not had the chance to take care of herself as she winged swiftly across the slate gray Atlantic and railroaded from station to station ever eastward through the European countryside. She had tingled with unfulfilled erotic hunger.

The final straw had been the ride to the castle with Karl. Watching his broad shoulders mile after mile had been more than the frustrated girl could take, for it was all too easy for her to imagine the strong man’s body beneath his chauffeur’s jacket, imagine his hard-muscled nakedness glistening with fresh beads of sweat. If only he could have sensed her terrible thoughts, how might he have responded? Almost unbidden, her mind had conjured up the images—how he might lie back and stroke himself while she watched.

That idea was a familiar one in her fantasies, and it was not difficult to project Karl into the often-imagined scene. She would stare entranced, silent as he handled himself, and her eyes would coax him onward. He would do the things she craved to see, until his rigid, pulsing manhood finally spurted its powerful jets freely across his straining body—and across her own slim fingers flying wickedly over sticky pink labia.

Yet she had been able to do no more than rub her thighs together in a pale imitation of the glories she truly craved. She bit her lips as she remember that covert attempt to pleasure herself, and she sank lower in the bed as she realized that finally she was free to give herself the familiar sensations her passionate nature demanded.

Though no man had ever possessed her virgin body, Katherine was only too well aware of how to satisfy the needs of her blossoming young womanhood. She had recognized her emergent sexuality long ago and learned over the years to explore and cherish herself, to pamper the innocent flesh whose shameless desires she fueled with the rich and varied imaginings of fantasy. How many times had she masturbated herself blissfully to sleep in the privacy of her darkened room, then awakened in the morning and, with fingertips still deliciously musky from her sweaty gasping of the night before, pleasured herself again before getting out of bed? Perhaps the better question was of how many times she had not.

Still plucking roughly at the stiff peaks of her tingling nipples, Katherine opened her jeans with clumsy haste one-handed—and then forced her ravishing hand to slow itself. She felt as if she could almost rape herself, so ferociously horny was she, yet she also knew the shameless pleasures of teasing oneself to a shrieking delirium. As much as she wanted to explode, she knew she had to wait. There were still many dirty little games she had to play with herself first.

Slowly, slowly, she allowed her right hand to slide silkily down toward the secret place where it longed to be. Polished red nails glided over a shivering abdomen, scratched tantalizingly through tight auburn curls whose faint sexual aroma her nose could now discern. The scent was warm, reassuringly familiar. The dense fur grew moist as she pushed lower, slipped her tapering white fingertips across the slick pink flesh that waited there, warm and open and ready. Shuddering, she pulled her head under the comforting thickness of the covers and breathed in the intoxicating fragrance of her undeniable desire, a salty scent which filled the intimate darkness.

Her body responded instinctively as she touched herself, hips grinding to the sensual tempo of her practiced hand. Between the thick, parted lips of her vulva nestled another set of lips, sensitive flesh about whose tremulous folds she purposefully dragged her knowing fingertips. It was difficult not to pull those tender labia minora wide open. Katherine longed to fill herself, to slip one, then two, three, four slick digits right up into the open flower of her wanton womanhood while her thumb rubbed its aching little bud with glorious abandon.

Yet she would not. No, not yet. She groaned as she teased herself, delicately stroking pink petals slippery with her own wanton lubrication. Katherine finally gave her agonized nipples a rest and reached down her other hand to part her eager inner lips. She felt naked down there, exposed as the air cooled the hidden, most secret places of her young body. Untouched, her clitoris throbbed with hungry desire.

She let one fingertip slip deliciously up into her receptive body, then slowly drew it out of the moist cleft, gliding it tortuously across the engorged morsel of flesh with a deliberate negligence which made her writhe. Shamelessly, she brought the sticky finger up to her lips and sucked it off lazily. The familiar, forbidden taste of her own pussy seemed to pool on the back of her tongue. The shockingly erotic flavor filled her wet mouth and tickled her nose.

She did it again, and again, tasting herself, feeling her glistening fingers slide purposefully against her tender clitoris each time. Then she began using both hands, rubbing the slippery lubrication onto her nipples and straining her neck to lick them off. It was difficult, and she knew it was dirty—but in the last few years, her body had developed enough to let her try such a wicked thing, and Katherine had come to enjoy it immensely. The sensation of her lips and teeth upon her nipples was exquisite…and the feel of her own breasts in her mouth was almost more than she could bear.

She let her hungry mouth rove from one sweet mound to the other and back again, her tongue lashing fiercely, her even white teeth nipping, biting at the delightfully sensitive pink-brown buds no other mouth had ever tasted. Her full red lips sucked mercilessly at stiffened peaks slick with her own lubrication.

Eventually the taut flesh of her high breasts slipped from her lips as she could no longer keep herself from crying out in ecstasy. Katherine grasped breathlessly at the tingling pink-brown flesh of her nipples with one hand as her other hand worked frenziedly at the hard nub of pleasures which pulsed in the furry pink nest of her agonized vulva.

She felt heavy inside, filled with a buttery sweetness. The sensations spread slowly, and she writhed in exquisite sensual torment, rapidly stroking the throbbing morsel of flesh that was the very core of her sensual being. Yes, this was what she had missed in those last few hurried days of traveling, the chance to make love to herself, to turn her body inside out and stroke the slippery pink until she screamed.

Katherine worked skillfully at the trembling bud of her womanhood. Her fingertips drew blissful circles through velvety folds, around and around, teasing, always prodding the sensitive little organ which made her gasp with pleasure. Now and then she scooped out a generous dollop of her ready lubrication and smeared it about the taut, sensitized little pearl. She whimpered as her hips instinctively bucked her wet pussy against her torturing hand. Her soul seemed to hang above a yawning abyss of indescribable pleasures.

Katherine was a long-practiced masturbator, utterly familiar with her young body and its every reaction to her erotic caresses. She would not let herself climax so easily. Though her healthy young flesh cried out for gratification, she knew it had to be this way. If only she could hold out…

On and on her deft fingers race, sending her pleasures mounting higher. Closer she edged her heaving body toward orgasm, rubbing faster, then slowing, slowing…holding herself whimpering at the brink…and withdrawing. Again and again she almost brought herself off, then teased, teased…and stopped on the verge of orgasm—to start again. The torture was exquisite.

Finally, delirious with pleasure, Katherine could take no more. Her nerves rang with the rising erotic tension. Redirecting the shuddering strokes of fingers shiny with her own slippery lubrication, she slowly, tenderly let her body achieve its natural desire. Lovingly, she stretched her spasming labia wide open with the penetrating, bunched fingers of her right hand. As she filled herself, the thumb strummed dizzyingly at her exposed clitoris, while her other hand grasped roughly at her stiff-nippled breasts.

The deep, rich waves of a sumptuous culmination rolled outward inexorably, smoldering through her belly and thighs, her deliciously aching nipples, her calves and feet, shoulders and arms, even through her open throat which cried out, whimpering with a joy so intense that it was almost unbearable.

The heady torrent of Katherine’s wild orgasm swept tumultuously through her body as she restlessly fingered herself until, blissfully exhausted, she finally dropped off into a deep, sound sleep.


Chapter Two

Katherine woke in the morning to the sight of the two chambermaids, Marie and Celeste, looking down into her face. “Good morning, Mademoiselle Katherine,” they chorused sweetly. Their French accent was beautiful, almost seductive in the way their pretty lips seemed to caress the vowels. It made them seem worldly and sophisticated…and yet somehow vulnerable at the same time, too. Sensing it subconsciously, Katherine suddenly wanted to protect these dear servants of hers, even though they were probably no younger—or less capable of looking out for themselves—than Katherine herself. And yet the strange feeling also made her wonder.

One of the girls—Celeste, Katherine remembered, the one with the faint scar on her left cheek—smiled faintly. Had they wakened her—or had they simply been standing there, staring?

Belatedly she pulled the covers up around her neck. She had slept soundly after having masturbated herself to sleep the night before, and she had not changed into her pajamas or even taken off her clothing. Her soiled clothes were exactly as she had left them, white cotton blouse unbuttoned, bra straps off her rounded shoulders and cups below her bare breasts…jeans unzipped and half off, panties stiff with dried lubrication.

Katherine’s nose crinkled self-consciously. She could smell herself, she realized, a strong musky scent. Surely the other girls could smell it, too. She blushed fiercely.

“Time to get up now, Mademoiselle Katherine.” Marie pulled back the blankets to reveal Katherine’s rumpled clothes and half-naked body. Katherine sat up awkwardly, trying to cover herself somehow, but Marie seemed to find nothing amiss. The girl’s dark eyes swept Katherine’s nude flesh matter-of-factly, then looked away politely.

Celeste smiled again, ever so faintly, and handed Katherine a big, soft robe of rose-colored terry cloth. She watched disinterested as Katherine stepped quickly into it. “I have prepared your bath, mademoiselle.”

“Uh, thank you, Celeste,” she managed, wrapping the robe around her exposed body. A great silky K was embroidered upon the garment’s left breast in elegant cursive. The tie which nestled about her slim waist was detailed most delicately along its edges with a rosebud motif, and for a moment she ran the feminine, almost-Braille like needlework between her appreciative fingertips and thumb. How touching, Katherine thought, that the castle staff had spared no effort to help make her feel at home.

Marie saw her and smiled. “Inge is a most accomplished seamstress, no?”

“It’s lovely,” said Katherine. Then she wriggled her hips out of the jeans and musky panties and headed uncertainly toward the adjoining bathroom. The two girls busied themselves changing her bed, and she shut the door self-consciously.

After she had used the toilet and brushed her teeth, Katherine slipped gingerly into the great claw-footed bathtub. This was no mass-produced modern plastic device, but a veritable pool constructed of cast iron and covered with gleaming porcelain. It was longer and wider than any other tub she had ever seen, and consequently more comfortable.

The water was warm and deep. She had just settled in when, to her great surprise, the door opened and Marie and Celeste stepped in quietly. Her hands flew reflexively to her breasts, sending water splashing all about. She tried to say something, but Marie anticipated her.

“Why, mademoiselle,” the pretty girl said disarmingly, “this is but one of our duties.”

“Yes, mademoiselle,” her sister agreed. “There is no need for the mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt to worry herself about such as this.” Celeste’s slim white hand indicated the tub. “We shall take care of your needs, no?”

Katherine bit her lip uncertainly.

“Here, now. I will scrub your back.” Marie removed the back brush from its hook and wet and soaped it. Before Katherine could even think to protest, Marie began scrubbing the brush gently across Katherine’s back, from her shoulders down to her hips, opening the pores, stimulating the skin. Soon she began to use her hands also, wet palms rubbing out a tightened muscle, nails scratching deliciously beneath Katherine’s shoulder blades. Katherine had to admit to herself that it did feel good.

She knew she should be embarrassed to have someone see her like this, to have them help her with her bath…but the situation really was harmless enough. It was only the two girls. They were her servants, after all, and apparently this was their job. And they were as calm and polite as could be. She tried to ignore them.

Celeste dropped wordlessly to her knees at the front of the bathtub. She favored Katherine with a reassuring smile as she slipped her pale hands, her slim wrists, her smooth-muscled forearms into the water. She found the soap and began bathing Katherine’s feet.

At first it tickled, and Katherine could not help squirming. Yet as her embarrassment gradually ebbed away, the gentle pressure of Celeste’s hands began to soothe her. Katherine found herself relaxing, accepting the deft fingers which now stroked and massaged the sensitive bottoms of her feet, her tingling toes, her ankles and calves. Sighing, she let her half-lidded eyes slide closed. She leaned back, luxuriating in the liquid warmth of the antique bathtub.

Then Marie began to wash her hair, tapering white fingers twining sensuously in rich auburn tresses. Eyes contentedly closed, Katherine gave herself up to the cleansing caresses of the beautiful duo. Marie’s hands worked at her scalp, her neck and shoulders, while Celeste diligently stroked her soapy feet, her rounded calves, her knees…even higher.

“Mmm…” Katherine murmured. “Very nice…”

“Thank you, mademoiselle,” Marie whispered, softly, her full lips so close that her warm breath tickled Katherine’s earlobe. “You see, we do know just how to take care of our mistress.”

“Yes…” Katherine sighed.

Katherine floated serenely, sightless, only half-aware of the girlish hands which laved her naked body so gently. She reveled silently while her faithful servants soothed her tired muscles, stroked her silken skin unabashedly. Their smooth hands explored her ready flesh slowly.

Hands worked at her back and shoulders, her neck and collarbones. She scarcely seemed to notice as those careful, bathing hands cupped and released her buoyant young breasts tenderly. But what she did notice made her shiver. She tried not to think about it, for if she had not known better, she almost would have imagined that those unseen hands— But, no, that could not be.

Her stiffening nipples were rolled casually between soap-slicked thumbs and forefingers. The sensation was delicious, and as cloyingly familiar as the scent of her own body beneath the covers at night. Yet somehow everything seemed remote and dreamlike, as if it were happening to someone else entirely. Nothing made any sense.

But it felt so comfortable, so natural. Her mind wandered. She felt good, all over.

Hands glided over her calves, the sensitive skin behind her trembling knees, her loosening thighs. Competent fingers stroked her slim waist and swelling hips, massaged the flesh of her rounded buttocks. Her breath coming slow and deep, Katherine felt loving hands scrubbing her fluttering belly.

Her breasts felt strange—distant and yet so full and warm—as fingernails scratched relentlessly through her tangled pubic bush. Soft digits worked out snarls, thoroughly washed the fur and massaged the skin underneath. The caresses seemed to work deep into her body.

Then those disembodied fingers drifted unconcernedly down. They glided across tender open thighs, brushed faintly against lips which quivered at their touch.

Of its own volition, Katherine’s back arched as she floated there unashamedly in the rich darkness, and her secret places seemed to rise up toward the exploring hands. Innocent fingertips continued, silently. They played gently across open pink flesh, her lightly furred lips parted instinctively to expose a pulsing button that longed for attention. Katherine floated, eyes closed, mind contentedly adrift.

Katherine’s breath came faster as loving caresses seemed to cover her whole body. Her young breasts were aflame, and her sensitive ears and throat tingled to soft wet pressures whose source she neither knew nor cared. Her hips churned slowly.

And all the while the very core of her womanhood trembled with sensations she had never before experienced in the presence of another. She could not acknowledge the source of the subtly familiar feelings, could not understand. She could only dimly realize that they felt good…very good.

Despite the readiness of her healthy young body, still her mind hesitated. Katherine knew not why, for her brain seemed incapable of forming any rational thought. For awhile she muddled along, attempting to think without words, forgetting what she was trying to debate in the first place. And all the while those underlying sensations spread.

Slowly, slowly her pleasure intensified. From their coiled nest somewhere beneath her taut belly, those secret joys began to ripple up and down her spasming nerves. Suddenly she felt she was falling, but it was a welcome fall into a nirvana of indescribably pure and satisfying sensations, and she fell with a joyous innocence. The feelings reverberated through her trembling limbs, glowing red at the base of her brain, pulsing at the very core of her being. Gradually they grew to become a pleasure so exquisitely torturous that soon she was gasping in uncontrollable delight.

She writhed ecstatically in the liquid darkness, eyes tightly closed, on and on, wave after wave of the most intense sensations filling her helpless body, shaking her…until, breathless and spent, she lay back exhausted. She floated there, gloriously fulfilled. Her orgasm died away slowly.

Gradually Katherine realized the shocking enormity of what had happened. She hid behind her closed eyelids, so hideously embarrassed that she had no idea of what to do next. Her beautiful flush of pleasure became the burning blush of shame. What could she possibly say? How could she dare to open her eyes?

Never, never had anyone touched her like that – no one, neither boy nor girl. Her fertile imagination had often led her to dream of shameless debaucheries, and perhaps once or twice she even had dallied with wicked fantasies of lesbian sex. Yet to have actually allowed such things to be done to herself was unthinkable. How could she ever look her chambermaids in the face again, after what had happened—after what they had done to her? Finally, she mustered up the courage to force her heavy-lidded eyes open.

Katherine looked around uncertainly, but the sensuous dark-eyed duo acted as though nothing unusual had happened. Marie pulled the thick rubber plug from the brass drain between Katherine’s feet, and Celeste held out a large towel. “A good bath, no?” Marie asked.

Her face hot, Katherine hesitantly stood and stepped her nude young body out into the towel Celeste offered. “Yes,” she said quietly. “Thank you.”

“Oh, mademoiselle,” Celeste exclaimed with a smile, “think nothing of it! It is what we love to do.”

They walked back into the bedroom. The maids dried and dressed her imperturbably while she stood in silence, nerves jangling in panic and confusion. She hardly even noticed what the girls did.

“Thank you,” Katherine murmured, and they left.

Her chest felt tight as she tried to breathe. Suddenly the room was too small. The polished antique furniture looked dark and brooding, somehow oppressive. The intricately patterned red wallpaper, which had seemed so quaint and cozy the previous night, was now cloyingly repugnant. Nothing looked right. Try as she might to relax, everything reminded her of—

She had to get out. Heart hammering wildly beneath her breasts, she ran out of the door and through the hall and went breathlessly down the wide curving staircase three steps at a time.

Vaclav was coming out of the broad double doorway between the stairs as she reached the bottom. “May I help you, miss?” he asked blandly.

“Uh, no—thank you,” she gasped, stopping. Her face felt hot. “I—I just feel like a walk.”

“Very well, miss,” the butler replied. “I shall have Inge postpone breakfast until after you return.”

“Thank you, Vaclav.” Somewhat more composed, Katherine headed for the door. Vaclav slipped ahead of her unobtrusively and opened the great mass of weathered oak with a bow. And she stepped out onto the manicured lawn.

The lightening sky overhead shone a rich azure, strung with soft wisps of cloud orange-tinted by the rising sun. A slight fog had already begun to burn off. Beyond the grass lay the extensive gardens which she barely had had a chance to glimpse the previous evening. Richly colored with wildly varying types of shrubs and flowers, the gardens looked as if they might circle the castle. Katherine could not imagine how much time it would take Gregor to maintain such a splendid display. Behind towered the proud, centuries-old evergreens of the great forest.

She stepped through grass still faintly dewy, into the soothing privacy of the deep gardens. Grand flora of brilliant hues rose up around her in the golden morning light, many growths shoulder-high or more. Yet as Katherine meandered abstractedly through the winding paths, she could not keep her nervous eyes on the beauty around her. Try as she might, her mind kept returning to the terrible events of her bath. She could not analyze her own role in the shocking scene, let alone the motivation of the two shameful chambermaids.

How could she have allowed it? Her face burning with bitter remorse, Katherine asked herself the question again and again. How could she have allowed someone to do those awful things to her? Were they lesbians? she wondered disgustedly. Despite the harmless little fantasies which she knew all girls must have at least sometimes, she had never, never considered actually doing such things. It was unthinkable.

Certainly at first it had seemed strange for them to offer to help her bathe, but she had thought that maybe that was just the way people did things around here. They treated her like nobility, after all—which in a way, she supposed, she actually was, however distant the relation. When they had claimed that helping her in the bath was merely one of their normal duties, Katherine naively had believed them. She had trusted the two, exposed herself. And then they—they had violated her. Her skin crawled as she remembered the sensation of their hands upon her naked white flesh. It was almost as if they had raped her.

Katherine slowly began to wonder if they had—had done things for her great-great uncle Ernst. She felt revulsion at the thought: an old man making those beautiful young Frenchwomen…touch him. Or worse.

Shuddering, she pushed the idea from her mind. Perhaps he had been a dirty old man. But at least, she admitted reluctantly, that was better than—than what had happened this morning. A man was supposed to like women, and Marie and Celeste were very pretty. There was no denying it. If the girls had been willing…maybe, just maybe that might have been all right. That would have been between them and her uncle, Katherine supposed reluctantly, no concern of hers.

But what those perverted twins had done to Katherine was unforgivable. Girls were not supposed to do those kinds of things to other girls. It was unnatural. It was wrong.

She had never been attracted to another girl, never. Perhaps once or twice, fantasizing beneath the safety of her covers, Katherine had wondered how it would feel to have a pretty girl touch her…all over…and perhaps she had tried to imagine what it would be like to do the same for that other girl. But those were just innocent fantasies. Katherine never really would have done anything like that, not willingly. Never. The forbidden thought was too terrible. It was repugnant.

And yet, eyes closed in the floating darkness of her warm bathtub, she had felt so—so good.

Katherine could hardly admit the shameful truth to herself. She wondered fearfully what it meant. She was no lesbian, of that she was certain. But her body had responded to their caresses, responded eagerly as they had stroked her soft skin so knowingly, so naturally. She had known it was wrong, but she had not been able to help herself. The pleasure had been too gloriously intense, and though an unheeded voice somewhere deep within her mind had called out, she had suppressed the inhibition.

Yes, she realized dazedly, shaking her head, somehow she had given herself up to the heady sensations, exposing some of the darkest, half-acknowledged recesses of her innermost being. She had revealed some private facets of her sexuality which she had scarcely known herself.

She would never let that happen again, she vowed. Katherine squared her shoulders.

Just then she noticed what seemed to be gigantic footprints crossing the soft grass of the path ahead of her. Almost like the impressions of great feet, the faint tracks—two meters apart, certainly—ran from between tall bushes on her left and disappeared into the bushes on her right. Despite their size, they were somewhat indistinct, and soon they vanished altogether in the undergrowth at the edge of the adjacent forest.

Katherine puzzled at the prints. They must have been Gregor’s, yet somehow they almost did not even look human. There was something just the slightest bit odd about their shape, something she could not quite place. Were they a little bit too narrow about the arch, almost like the prints of bare feet? Perhaps it was simply her imagination. Probably the wind had disturbed the groundskeeper’s footprints, making them look strange.

She remembered how the yeti tracks supposedly found in the pristine snow high in the Himalayas had been shown to be merely the tracks of some smaller animal distorted by the sun’s rays. Though this was not snow, surely the random effects of the wind could do a similar thing to the easily bent blades of grass. Yet the tracks were so far apart, much farther than little Gregor’s stride could have put them. Perhaps, she supposed, the breezes somehow had smoothed out and erased some prints while apparently magnifying others.

She continued walking.

***

When Katherine finally returned from her walk, it was closer to lunch than breakfast, but Inge had a sumptuous meal ready for her mistress. Vaclav served her rolls, salad, and colorfully delicious little sandwiches of sliced meats and subtle spices in a dining hall which could easily have seated thirty—for that was how many tall wooden chairs flanked the long table.

Her own chair, at the head of the table, was the largest and most ornately carved. The woodwork seemed to depict the frolicking of dolphins or perhaps of mermaids, though on that day she paid little attention.

Of more immediate interest was the great chair’s seat itself. Strangely enough, the velvet-cushioned seat was split at the front, being U-shaped rather than fully solid. She had sat in it with some trepidation, but was pleasantly surprised to find it quite comfortable. With her weight supported adequately by her buttocks and the backs of her thighs, the open space between her legs was hardly noticeable.

What was strange was eating alone in such a large room. Yet she would have to get used to it. Sunlight streaming through the great mullioned windows brought out the subtle colors in the ancient tapestries lining the dark stone walls, making the enormous room look somewhat more comfortable and less foreboding. The subtle patterns seemed to tease her eyes as she ate.

When she had finished and Vaclav was clearing the table, Katherine made her way to the library. Since, as Karl had told her, the servants ran the estate themselves, there was little for her to do except simply live as the mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt. The grounds were lush, she had discovered on the morning’s walk, and she knew that if she chose to remain, in years to come she would spend countless hours there. She suspected that the library would be her other main place of recreation.

The castle library was a large-high-ceilinged room whose walls were lined with books far higher than she could reach unaided. An ingenious wheeled ladder whose upper end was connected to a continuous track running around the room allowed access to those distant shelves near the ceiling. There were thousands and thousands of books here, enough to entertain and educate for years. The chamber was redolent with the cloying, wonderfully aged scent of books.

Apparently, Uncle Ernst’s tastes had been wide and varied. Katherine found not only old books but new ones as well. There were texts on history, art, science, religion, anthropology—some ancient and leather-bound, but some printed very recently—along with a surprising amount of fiction, from general literature to westerns, mysteries to science fiction. On this day she could barely begin even to browse through a sampling of the titles.

As Katherine let her eyes scan across a crowded shelf near the floor, she was suddenly shocked to see—pornography. She straightened with a start…then, curious, bent down slowly to look again. Hundreds of big, glossy magazines filled the shelf. She picked one at random and pulled it out.

The title on the cover was in German, or perhaps one of the Scandinavian languages. Beneath the bold red-lettered words lounged a gorgeous black-haired woman, lips pouting, eyes beckoning over the tops of circular wire-rimmed spectacles. The brunette was dressed in an old-fashioned schoolmistress’s outfit: a high-collared ivory blouse and a long skirt of dark gray twill.

The prim blouse was unbuttoned halfway to the waist and the woman’s creamy white breasts thrust out brazenly. She tried to cover the generous mounds with one arm and hand in a parody of shocked modesty more inflammatory than innocent. The teacher’s skirt was slit high up along her hip, and though she sat with her smooth naked thighs apart wantonly, her other hand tried to hide her crotch. Dense black hair, shiny with moisture, curled out from between her slim white fingers.

Katherine took a deep breath. She never had seen anything like this before, not up close, anyway. Certainly she had noticed similar magazines in the bookstores in America, but they had always been somewhere toward the back of the establishments, discreetly half-hidden. Never had she dared to venture close enough to actually open their bright, forbidden pages. She had hardly even thought about it, but she was a little curious.

Uncertainly Katherine began thumbing through the magazine, seeing beautiful girls—naked. There were girls in black leather, girls in frilly lace, each kittenish model an erotic temptress to the carnal lusts of the reader. They touched their own bodies intimately, pleasing themselves shamelessly in ways that made Katherine blush.

The pictures were in full color, many of them close-up – very close-up. Some girls stroked the naked pink flesh of their bared womanhood with slippery, glistening fingers. Some teased themselves with what must have been vibrators or dildos. Some held open their puffy labia while a big man sank the swollen dark head of his veiny penis right down into a willing vagina. Some even made love with other girls, fondling their breasts, kissing them—everywhere.

Her first reaction was one of shock and disbelief, disgust that her great-great uncle had indulged in such smut. The magazine was almost unbelievable, far more graphic than she had ever imagined any might be. What kind of woman would pose for such photographs? she wondered dizzily. And what kind of man would want to see them…do those things? Were not their own wives or girlfriends—or their own secret thoughts—enough?

As she flipped slowly through the lurid pages, she gradually came to realize that perhaps it was not quite so bad. After all, everyone fantasized—even an old man. Very few days had gone by in the last two years when Katherine herself had not masturbated at least once, or maybe two or three times. If Uncle Ernst had done it as well—so be it. Just perhaps she could understand how such erotica might help relieve someone’s sexual tensions.

Really, Katherine thought, lowering herself into a big chair covered in red leather studded with brass, some of the pictures were almost…arousing. She would not have thought it possible, but—she was getting turned on. Her breath came a little faster as she pulled her heels up into the big old chair and eased her thighs apart. With a quick look over her shoulder to make sure no one else was coming into the library, she lifted her loose skirt up over her abdomen and pushed aside the damp crotch of her white cotton panties.

For a moment she looked down at the familiar sight—soft furry lips parted to reveal the moist pink entrance of her wanton, virginal womanhood. She slid her fingers lightly across the silky wet flesh, feeling her body respond inside. Deliberately placing her fingertips against the protruding clitoris that ached to be touched, she turned back to the deliciously dirty magazine balanced upon her raised thighs.

Eyes upon the bright, naughty pictures, Katherine began to masturbate in earnest. While her hungry eyes moved across the sweating, naked flesh of the beautiful models who explored themselves and each other so delightfully, her quick fingers drew blissful circles around the quivering morsel of pink which drove her onward. She stroked herself skillfully, hips bucking to the prodding of her wicked, self-pleasuring fingertips.

Heavy-lidded eyes eagerly scanned the glossy photographs as her hand worked swiftly at the tender, open blossom of her womanhood. She found herself looking at the naughtiest pictures, the most graphic shots. Here a luscious little redhead in kinky thigh-high leather boots writhed on a bearskin rug before a blazing fireplace. Her flesh was shapely and alluring, sleek thighs opened invitingly. It was a strange thing to look upon another girl’s naked body like that—but Katherine found herself doing it.

She stared intently at the photograph of this woman who fondled the erect nipples of her pert girlish breasts roughly. To think that she had done that while someone filmed it all! Then there was a series of close-ups. The bulbous head of a massive penis nuzzled the auburn curls between her leather-clad thighs—the great glans inched forward, stretching her labia—the turgid shaft of meat slammed home, heavy balls pounding against the girl’s buttocks. Katherine’s eyes scanned the layout feverishly.

She flipped the page hurriedly, sighing as she saw the blonde approaching in the background of the photograph. The redhead’s mouth opened in a cry of ecstasy as the rugged sailor strove between her thighs, and in the next shot the blonde bent down to French-kiss her. There was a close-up of their soft wet lips locked in passion, and it was beautiful. They held each other’s faces tenderly in their hands. Their eyes were closed.

In the next picture, the big blonde squatted over the redhead’s face, pulling and twisting her own crinkled nipples. Her breasts were heavy, solid handfuls. The fingers of Katherine’s right hand moved instinctively, speeding their pace. Her tendons rippled.

Katherine turned the page quickly, and her eyes fell upon the exquisite close-ups of a loving tongue moving languidly through slippery pink, swirling, prodding… The blonde’s labia writhed under the oral caresses, wet folds deliciously indented by the redhead’s shameless licking. Those heavenly photographs were life-sized—or bigger—and the sight was entrancing.

Though Katherine tried to stop the thought, her mind traveled back to the morning’s wicked sexual encounter, and soon her body reverberated to the well-remembered sensations of soft feminine hands running insistently over her willing young flesh. She could not help recalling it, reveling in the memory with a secret joy she hardly dared acknowledge.

Those were the thoughts that pushed her over the delirious brink. The forbidden remembrance engulfed her, and something blissful and serene twitched deep within her belly. Katherine cried out as she climaxed, sudden waves of pleasure rolling thickly through her body, rolling inexorably outward from the spasming bud tortured so sweetly within her clenching nether lips—rich waves shaking and shaking her supple limbs until, deliriously exhausted, she finally let her satiated body rest.


Chapter Three

Katherine woke the next morning to the sight of Marie and Celeste looking down into her face. “Good morning, Mademoiselle Katherine,” they chorused. Celeste, the girl with the tiny scar upon her pretty cheek, smiled ever so faintly.

“Good morning,” Katherine replied uncertainly. Remembrance of the way they had masturbated her so lovingly in the bathtub the previous morning made her tremble with a strange mixture of emotions the twenty-year-old could not quite sort out. They had violated her, she knew, just as surely as if they had tied her down and raped her. Yet…her sensitive young body had responded eagerly, with instinctive passion.

The confused girl did not think she was a lesbian…but she could not explain to herself how it had happened. Yesterday morning it had all seemed so natural, so innocent. Surely those shapely Frenchwomen were only Katherine’s age, or perhaps a little older, but they knew things about the arts of love which she had scarcely even guessed at. Though they were her servants, they had in fact manipulated and seduced her.

And yet it had felt so good. Imagining their sly, amorous caresses now made her feel weak inside, and helpless…and beneath the covers, almost unnoticed, her nipples began to stiffen. She tried not to think about it.

This day, however, her bath proceeded without incident. When the girls came into the bathroom to help her bathe, they were impersonally polite. That was good, Katherine supposed uncertainly. Yet she really was not sure what she should think. Although the thought of coming right out and asking these girls to touch her body as they had done before filled Katherine with disgust and with dread, her belly fluttered nonetheless with an unacknowledged sense of anticipation—and then with a nameless disappointment.

She waited, tense and shivering in the warm soothing water, while the girls bathed her gently. The sensation of their soapy hands upon her soft young breasts made her puckered nipples ache, untouched, and yet the girls did no more than wash her. They kneaded her naked flesh casually, cleansing her smooth arms and shoulders, her hips and buttocks, even her rounded calves and trembling thighs. Their fingernails scratched soapsuds through the warm chestnut triangle of her pubic bush.

Yet no matter how thoroughly and even intimately their caressing young hands bathed her responsive flesh, they coyly avoided stimulating their pent-up mistress. The erotic tension was exquisitely torturous.

Quivering with frustration and with shame, Katherine finally stepped out into the large towel which Celeste held out. “A good bath, no?” Marie asked.

“Yes,” Katherine said, feeling uncomfortable. “Thank you.”

“We live for your happiness,” Marie added innocently. “And now we dry you, no?”

The chambermaids had done this the day before, but after the debaucheries of that bath, they had been all business again. Their hands had been innocent once more, chaste while Katherine’s bewildered young body burned with shame.

Yet today was different. The girls began toweling her naked flesh with disconcerting enthusiasm. They dried her thoroughly, smiling prettily into her eyes as they familiarly scrubbed out the damp curls between her rounded thighs. Marie cupped her high young breasts nonchalantly through the thick towel, giving her brazenly stiff nipples a squeeze that made them tingle.

Finally, they finished and led her back into the bedroom to stand before the full-length mirror in its darkly gleaming walnut frame. Marie handed her deodorant, dabbed perfume behind her ears and between her breasts imperturbably, combed her hair, fussed over her. At the same time, unasked, Celeste helped her into clothes the girl had selected. The chambermaid’s cool hands ran casually over her naked body as she stepped Katherine’s legs into a long glowing skirt of dark green linen—no panties—and helped her breasts into a laced bodice. Watching them in the mirror, Katherine trembled.

“Very nice,” Marie said when they were done. “Only—pardon, mademoiselle.” And, looking apologetic, she reached her hand into Katherine’s bodice and adjusted a swelling young breast. She tweaked its thickened pink-brown nipple on her way out, making Katherine shiver.

“I am most sorry, mademoiselle,” Celeste added. “How could I have been so careless in dressing you?” Standing behind Katherine, Celeste looked solemnly at their reflection. She reached into Katherine’s clothing. With the pretense of adjusting her mistress’s bosom, Celeste began squeezing Katherine’s breasts, fondling them deliciously. Katherine’s breath sucked in sharply as quivering jolts of raw erotic energy ran straight to her moistening crotch.

“Oh, no, Celeste,” Marie reprovingly said. “You have disarranged the mademoiselle’s bosom. Observe.” The girl pushed her sister’s hands away, and now she took a turn playing with Katherine’s tender breasts. Whereas Celeste had grabbed handfuls of those yielding mounds in almost-boyish eagerness, Marie focused her attention directly on the puckered nipples. The girl was delightfully skillful, knowledgeable in ways no woman should be. She seemed to know exactly what another girl would want done to her body. Despite her wavering inhibitions, Katherine found herself sighing.

“You see?” Marie asked Celeste, pretending not to notice Katherine’s arousal. “This is how the mademoiselle must be. Not as you had her, but so.” As the knowing fingers plucked deftly at those deliciously throbbing nubs of flesh, Katherine found herself playing along with the shameless game.

Helpless under their tender caresses, Katherine knew not what else to do. Perhaps they resented their young mistress and this was simply a great awful joke to the wicked pair, a way of shaming Katherine. Perhaps the cruel girls would laugh about their helpless mistress all day long, whispering about her weakness behind her back.

Though Katherine knew she must stop them, she could not force her voice to speak the words. And though her body craved more, that was a terrible secret she felt she could never say aloud. She did not dare. Instead, she merely watched in the mirror, staring into the smiling eyes of the girls who looked back at her so innocently. Could they really be so cruel?

“Yes, Marie,” Celeste agreed, “you are right about the mademoiselle’s bosom. But notice how the mistress’s skirt needs to be smoothed down as well.” She ran her hands tantalizingly along Katherine’s slim waist and swelling hips, reaching behind to squeeze the round cheeks of her bottom. Her naughty hands slipped up under Katherine’s skirt, making her shiver.

Eyes half-lidded, Katherine watched Celeste’s playful face in the mirror, felt the girl’s hands sliding purposefully across the naked flesh beneath her flowing skirt. She was bare under there, and the thought that someone would want to touch her was…strange—and enormously arousing. And the fact that it was only another girl almost made it all right somehow. She shuddered as wicked fingers danced over her taut belly, the smooth skin of her sensitive upper thighs.

“Oh, mademoiselle,” purred Celeste, watching Katherine’s flushed face, “this must be uncomfortable!” Her wanton hands toyed with wiry strands of her blushing mistress’s tangled pubic hair. “Celeste shall comb this out, no?” Her smiling dark eyes never left Katherine’s.

“Thank you,” Katherine breathed softly.

“Oh, think nothing of it,” Celeste replied slyly. “We would be remiss if we did not care properly for your needs.” Her fingernails scratched seductively through Katherine’s moistening thatch. Perhaps, Katherine dared to let herself believe, they really did like doing this to her. Maybe there was no malice at all.

“Celeste”—Marie, unacknowledged, still toyed with Katherine’s nipples to distraction— “you know that massaging ones scalp often does wonders for the hair…” Her face in the beveled mirror smiled crookedly at Katherine.

“Why, of course!” Celeste exclaimed delightedly. To Katherine she said coyly, “If I might…?”

“Please,” Katherine replied huskily.

So the saucy chambermaid unabashedly slipped her deft fingertips right into Katherine’s willing labia. Silently she began to fondle the tremulous bud of wet feminine flesh which waited so expectantly, and Katherine had to bite her full lower lip to keep herself from crying out in pleasure. Celeste stroked mercilessly between sticky folds of pink while her sister placidly pinched the agonized buds of rosy-brown erectile tissue crowning their mistress’s high swelling chest.

Katherine shifted her weight from one foot to the other as her wild pleasure mounted higher. Staring into the kittenish eyes of her voyeuristic tormentors, she finally could no longer keep herself from gasping. Honey-sweet sensations rippled from the pit of her belly, through sleek limbs whose supple muscles jumped restlessly. Her fists clenched themselves as the spasms of an exquisitely rich orgasm engulfed her, filled her, and made her fevered body shake under the knowing caresses of the two dark-eyed sisters who watched so intently all the while.

And when Katherine, sweaty and breathless and trembling, finally was done, the two maids withdrew their hands and smiled innocently at her reflection in the mirror.

“Yes,” Marie said guilelessly to Celeste, “now mademoiselle is ready for the day.” Then the girls curtsied, and they left.

***

After lunch Katherine headed out for a long walk in the gardens. The day was warm, with fluffy sunlit clouds creeping across a European fairy tale sky.

Gradually she drew farther from the castle, deeper into the beautiful maze of rich foliage. Suddenly she thought she caught a glimpse of someone else at a distance, much closer to the great forest. Was it Inge, the cook? she wondered. Yes, that striking blonde hair could be no one else. She almost called out, but soon thought better of it. It seemed unbecoming for the mistress of the castle to bellow out across the countryside. She would reach the woman, and she would greet her then. It would be nice to walk with someone, and to chat.

Katherine lost Inge for a few moments, but she sped up her pace, and soon she regained sight of her. Slowly she began to catch up. She was rather close now, with only one layer of plants obstructing her view. Yet Katherine’s line of sight through the carefully tended growth was oblique, and still she could see little. Inge was one row closer to the forest, walking no more than thirty or forty meters ahead of Katherine. Again Katherine almost called out, but then decided to wait another minute longer. Soon she would reach her.

To her surprise, Inge stopped suddenly. Peering, Katherine saw why, for Vaclav stood on the path ahead of her, smiling wordlessly. Yet Inge did not seem in the least surprised. Katherine slowed.

As Katherine watched in silence, the two began to kiss passionately. Clearly this was no chance encounter, but a tryst. The lovers’ hands explored each other’s bodies familiarly. Katherine knew she should leave…but she could not. Curious, she kept looking.

Inge hiked her skirt up above her knees and knelt down before Vaclav. Slowly the cook unbuttoned his trousers, and Katherine’s hand flew reflexively to her mouth—she watched in disbelief as the older man’s erection sprang out. His organ was big and thick, engorged with blood. It seemed to tremble with his pulse.

Inge fondled him, teasingly. The woman smiled coyly as she stroked her fingertips along Vaclav’s darkened manhood, scratched her red nails beneath his heavy testicles, wrapped her digits around his shaft and began to pump him. Vaclav groaned as Inge worked at his turgid cock.

Then she smiled wantonly and let the great tumescent shaft slide between her lips. She leaned forward and engulfed him, her lips sliding across the bulbous head of his penis, along the sensitive loose skin behind and beneath, down the veiny pillar of meat toward the dark-furred reaches of the man’s lower belly. Katherine spared a quick glance at Vaclav’s flushed, entranced face, then looked back down to Inge.

From where Katherine knelt she could see it all too clearly now—Inge’s wicked mouth lunging again and again on Vaclav’s swollen organ. Sometimes the woman pulled her mouth back, and Katherine watched her tongue, swift and agile as it traveled lovingly over trembling masculine flesh. There was no hesitance, only a hungry eagerness. Katherine gradually came to realize that Inge was enjoying the act almost as much as Vaclav. That seemed strange at first, but it was no little bit exciting, too. Something stirred between Katherine’s own thighs. She could not take her eyes from the scene.

Katherine’s hands, almost unnoticed, slid slowly down her quivering belly as she watched Inge suck wantonly at her lover’s enormous erection. Fingers plucked unthinking at the hem of her skirt while she watched Inge fondle the full, heaving breasts out of her own top. Still mouthing rhythmically onto Vaclav’s throbbing meat, Inge began to cup her great mammaries. Vaclav shuddered as he looked down at her.

Almost of their own accord, Katherine’s smooth white hands began to stroke the soft, sweating lips between her own pale thighs. Her trim fingers slipped through damp auburn curls, probing for the familiar sweet slickness that beckoned irresistibly. Entranced, she stared longingly at Inge as she manipulated her breasts for the man, sucking him all the while.

The cook palmed her rippling flesh playfully, letting her fingers find great dark nubs of delight which were already shamelessly erect. Those digits gathered the flesh of her crinkled areolas, pulled and twisted at the thickened nipples in a way that Katherine knew must make the woman drip inside. She stroked herself while she watched the other clutch the yielding flesh of her own breasts in ecstasy.

Katherine’s fingers flew feverishly through sticky pink flesh as Inge let Vaclav slip from her mouth, then pushed her heavy mammaries up to her panting lips and began sucking roughly at the great buds. Her nipples were big and thick, with wide areolas puckered into delicious mouthfuls that full lips and naughty teeth shamelessly tortured. The dark nodules of flesh, wet with saliva, stretched as Inge worked them over. It was beautiful.

Katherine knew how good it felt to do that to herself, how delightfully naughty it was. Yet how much more exciting it must be, she realized dizzily, to do that while someone watched. She panted as she masturbated, watching her servant ravish herself, watching Inge gasp as her thighs ground together purposefully.

Vaclav’s hand began pulling hurriedly at his own flesh. In but a few desperate strokes, the tremendous rod in his hand twitched, and Inge turned her mouth up lovingly to catch the thick whitish streams of fluid which spurted again and again from the tip of his darkened organ. His ejaculate spattered richly within her open mouth, and as Inge swallowed it, smiling, more sticky globules sprayed across her joyous face.

Finally, breathless, Katherine could stand it no more. Rubbing her fingers across a clitoris spasming wildly with forbidden voyeuristic delights, she orgasmed suddenly, almost simultaneously with the wanton Inge. Barely able to keep herself quiet enough to escape detection, Katherine sighed blissfully as the sweet pleasure welled dizzyingly through her body—eyes locked all the while on the face of the big-breasted blonde.

Her gaze still lingering on the woman whose bucking body only slowly, slowly began to regain its composure, Katherine stood. Still the cook caressed herself absently, fingering her thick nipples as Vaclav stroked his big hands tenderly through her glowing hair. Her face was flushed and beautiful.

Katherine’s soft fingertips were slippery with her own lubrication. She could smell the musk. Katherine hesitated for a moment. Then she crept away silently.

On her way back inside, Katherine chanced to pass the garage, a rough old building of fieldstone and timber which in a previous century must have been a stable. For all she knew, the outbuilding had been standing for a lifetime or even two before her ancestors had first come to America. At Castle Rohmenstadt, she suspected, such a thing was just possible.

As she looked closer Katherine saw that at least some concession had been made to the modern world, for electric lines ran from the castle proper to the garage. The castle must possess a generator, she realized. Though she had not realized it the night before, there was no other habitation within a hundred kilometers or more, and certainly none of the ubiquitous high-tension power cables whose great skeletal steel towers marched across the countryside of her upbringing. How curious to think that this deep in the great woods no storm could cause downed power lines or blackouts.

Slowly her ears began to pick up the faint sounds of metal upon metal, and despite her exertions of but an hour earlier, Katherine felt her face growing warm. Karl must be working. She stepped quietly toward the wide entrance of the garage and peered in.

Yes, it was Karl, she saw with pleasure. Above his dark chauffeur’s pants a muscular torso clad only in a thin white cotton undershirt bent into the engine compartment of the estate’s roomy old sedan. The flesh of the young man’s chest and sides was solid, sculpted by discipline and hard work, she was sure. His broad, honest shoulders gleamed with a faint sheen of perspiration as his big hands, unseen, adjusted something within the tangle of machinery. The great contoured steel mass of the hood concealed his head and arms.

Katherine cleared her throat, and he stood with a start. “Miss Katherine!” he exclaimed, quickly wiping his oily hands on a towel. His thin, almost overly expressive lips pursed with surprise and…embarrassment?

“Oh, I’m sorry, Karl,” Katherine said as easily as she could. “I didn’t mean to startle you. I was out for a walk in the gardens, and when I came by and heard you working, I thought I should stop in.”

“Why, thank you, miss. That was most kind of you.” He seemed to mean it, but still he seemed somewhat ill at ease. Perhaps, Katherine reflected, he was uncomfortable about being alone with her. Certainly the situation was a little strange for her, too…but pleasant nevertheless. “Is there anything I can show you, Miss Katherine?” he asked hopefully. “As you can see, your garage is fully equipped to—”

“Katherine,” she corrected him softly. She looked up at him from beneath her lashes. He was so handsome.

“Katherine…” Karl said hesitantly. He wiped his hands again nervously, then began putting on his great heavy jacket. “Herr Ernst always wanted the maintenance facilities to be able to take care of any problems which might arise. He liked Castle Rohmenstadt to be as self-sufficient as possible.” His fingers worked quickly at the double row of gleaming brass buttons as Katherine shifted her hips.

“Karl, what can you tell me about my Uncle Ernst?” She met his surprised look with a disarming smile and added, “Remember, I met him only once.” Truly, she did want to hear the answer…but still her pulse beat heavily between her moist thighs. It was good to watch him talk.

“Oh, miss— Uh, Katherine,” Karl corrected himself awkwardly, “your uncle was a wonderful man. Perhaps you knew that he was a great scientist?” His heavy shoulders shrugged at her headshake, and he continued, “No matter. Few in the outside world knew of his genius, but someday all will know—” He stopped abruptly and looked at the floor, as if he had said something wrong.

Then, choosing his words carefully, “Herr Ernst was a most generous and kindhearted man. He was always good to us, so that serving him really was our pleasure.” Katherine looked up sharply, but Karl seemed to mean nothing untoward by it. “He took in Inge after her husband died, almost thirty years ago. Of the present staff, she has been here the longest. The rest of us the master collected over the years. Vaclav, then Gregor and me, finally Marie and Celeste just a year ago. He sensed our unique talents and knew how we would come to work together almost as a family.” Katherine tried to decipher Karl’s expression, but it was distant, unreadable.

“It all sounds very nice,” Katherine said at length. She herself was not sure of what she had been expecting, but this was not it. She almost wished to stay and talk longer, yet it seemed, for the moment at least, that there was nothing more to say. “Thank you, Karl.” She smiled briefly and took her leave.

When she stepped through the great arched stone portal of the castle, Vaclav was there inside, polishing one of the ancient suits of armor. She stopped guiltily, her hands on the iron door handle behind her back. She tried quickly to stop the massive oaken door, but its momentum was too great, and it closed solidly, with a sound that made the butler turn. She tried to reassure herself—surely, after all, they could not have seen her watching in the gardens.

Vaclav smiled blandly at her. “May I help you with anything, miss?”

“Um, yes,” Katherine said quickly. She could hardly look him in the face, and she needed to say something to mask her discomfort. “Vaclav—do we get television from very many countries here? That might be a way for me to learn more about this part of Europe.”

“Well, miss,” Vaclav replied with reluctance, “rather little of the local programming would be in English.” He frowned. “In any event, I am afraid that Castle Rohmenstadt has never had a television. You see, Master Ernst was in some respects quite austere.”

Katherine lifted her eyebrow and looked significantly about the ancient castle’s sumptuous entryway—and she thought suddenly of Marie and Celeste and found herself blushing. Had he selected them, as Karl had said, for their unique talents?

“As I said, miss,” chuckled the butler indulgently, “in some respects. By now I am sure you are aware that your great-great uncle did believe in living comfortably.”

“Yes…” Katherine admitted slowly. She found the courage to meet his eyes, and for a disconcerting split second she imagined he was looking right through her. She felt like a little girl trying to fool her grandfather.

Katherine swallowed as he continued, “Master Ernst, for example, did not believe in alcohol. Good food, fine clothes, comfortable surroundings—yes, yes! But Master Ernst always felt that there were enough pleasures in the world that the artificial deliriums of drugs were quite unnecessary. Indeed,” he explained patiently, “though from your exploration of the library you may have seen that your uncle enjoyed a good stimulating novel just as much as a historical or scientific text, he regarded television as being closer to a drug than a good book.”

“Really?” Katherine did not feel like talking about the library or its contents. “So he never liked it?”

“Of course, Master Ernst saw its uses, but for him the crass commercialism and general mindlessness of television outweighed the positives. Yet we certainly are not cut off from the outside world,” he hastened to add. “If you are interested in any kind of news, it can be accessed from the new computer in the rear alcove of the castle library. Your uncle had recently subscribed to a host of on-line news services. We have no telephone lines this far out, naturally, but the information comes straight down from an orbiting satellite—the receiving dish is atop one of the towers.”

Katherine nodded slowly. “I had no idea.”

“Oh, yes, miss.” Vaclav smiled. “You need not feel as if we are isolated in the woods here like some peasants of the Middle Ages. Everything is most up-to-date. And of course, Miss Katherine,” Vaclav assured her, “if you feel the need for television or anything else, you have but to tell us, and it shall be.”

“Thank you, Vaclav,” Katherine said. “I’m sure this way is fine.”

During dinner on that second night in Castle Rohmenstadt, Katherine first really began to notice the tapestries. The warm glow of the setting sun slanted luxuriantly through the arched, mullioned windows, bringing out subtleties of color and texture in the sumptuous old wall hangings. The ancient works were amazingly rich and varied in their colors and tones.

Katherine let her eyes travel slowly over the tapestries of the dining hall as she spooned the dessert of chocolate mousse absently into her mouth. The hanging fabric portrayed scenes which might have occurred in the times when the castle was first constructed centuries ago—sturdy, smiling peasants sowing and reaping, dancing in celebration, bowing and curtsying to the lord who rode past serenely on his great steed. Yet subtle undertones of color, vague patterns seemed to lurk just beneath the limits of conscious perception.

Her cool green eyes seemed to pick out something strange in one of the scenes. Beside a haystack where crows scavenged for gleanings…a couple was making love in plain view. Surprised, Katherine looked more carefully. Yes, that was it, she realized slowly. The low angle of the sunlight was bringing out something she had not seen at lunch, perhaps pigments in the fabric not so readily noticeable. The tableau was very detailed, very graphic. Peering, Katherine set her spoon down.

The peasants, apparently husband and wife, coupled with gusto. Even from where she sat, Katherine could see the flush of pleasure on the cheeks of the big-bodied woman who lay back eagerly on the ground, knees raised and thighs spread. Her eyes were closed, her pretty mouth open and gasping. Trousers off his taut buttocks, the straining farmer knelt roughly between his wife’s rounded thighs, thrusting a thick penis between the furry lips of her shamelessly exposed womanhood. His coarse hands gripped the fleshy breasts which spilled from her blouse. The detail was fine enough for Katherine to see the distended veins of his darkened organ, the puckering of the thick nipples he pinched in earth-stained fingers.

Shivering faintly, Katherine looked further. The tapestry was filled, she saw, with wild sexual excess and debauchery. A chastely veiled young bride put one foot up on a large rock and raised the flowing white hem of her wedding dress so that her nether lips might enjoy the frenzied lickings of one of the groomsmen—while her new husband sank his glistening member ecstatically into his friend’s inviting rump. A ring of onlookers cheered and clapped, awaiting their turns.

Katherine bit her full lower lip. She felt something stir deep within her.

A tonsured priest with an enormous erection chased naked, laughing maidens who fingered themselves as they ran. Here and there a wanton girl had jumped aside and flung herself to the soft ground, masturbating. One was taken roughly by an unshaven fat man. One groveled joyously on her hands and knees as she was mounted from behind by a scrawny little man who clung to her slim hips and jerked excitedly within her while his red-faced wife lashed his bare bottom with a birch broom. One lay in the midst of a crowd of young bachelors who, standing, worked openly at their stiff flesh, spraying her with their sticky, pearly ejaculate.

The artists who created these tapestries so long ago, Katherine recognized, were wildly creative. The perversions which they wove into the half-seen depths of their work…made her sweat inside. She had not imagined that people so long ago had thought of such things. She knew it was wrong to like what she saw—but she could not help herself. Suddenly she was incredibly aroused.

Katherine knew she should go back to her room…yet she could not bear to leave the tapestries, not yet. They were just so good. She looked quickly over her shoulder. No one else was around. Shuddering with anticipation, she let her hand drift familiarly down between her parted thighs as her eyes scanned the walls. Marie and Celeste had dressed her this morning, and she was naked beneath her skirt, open and wet. Fingertips began to caress warm, receptive flesh.

Her breathing deepened as her gaze roamed the orgies, the masturbation, and the wanton sexuality which lay just beneath the surface of the seemingly placid tapestries. A large group of bare-bottomed men knelt…taking each other from behind, their thrusts bucking the hips of the men in front of them, around and around. Nearby writhed a twisted circle of half-naked women, faces pressed lovingly between one another’s open thighs. She thought she could discern one wench’s tongue as it flicked knowingly across a tender, salty button.

Katherine rolled her pulsing clitoris between expert digits, hips grinding. If felt so good. Yet she needed more, she needed to be filled, and soon she slid her slippery fingers right up into herself. In and out, rhythmically, instinctively her squelching fingers shuddered against a tender, hidden nubbin of bliss. On and on she stroked, feeling the heady sensations of her own lovemaking course deliciously through her body. Her hands worked their magic on smooth skin long accustomed to such intimacies. And as she pleasured herself ever more intensely, she kept her eyes on the shameless scenes in the tapestries.

Her naughty pleasures mounted higher, dizzyingly, closer to the ultimate goal her pulsing womanhood craved. The joy which welled up gloriously from deep within her made her sleek young body shake. Eyelids heavy, she struggled to focus on the beautiful perversions in the tapestries, the wild hedonism whose forbidden delicacies whetted the appetites perhaps just as much as they sated them. Katherine gasped in delight, her body racked with the sweet spasms of her climax. She panted blissfully as the indescribable tremors of ecstasy shook through her tingling flesh.

When finally the last rich waves of her orgasm ebbed from her shapely limbs, Katherine leaned back against the tall chair and let her eyes slide closed, her glowing chestnut mane half-obscuring her face. Her heart hammered beneath her stiff-nippled breasts, slowing by degrees. Her breathing returned gradually to normal. She felt completely fulfilled.

Then, from the doorway, Vaclav cleared his throat politely and came in to clear away the dishes.


Chapter Four

Katherine woke with the faintest bit of trepidation the next morning, blinking up at the smiling faces of Marie and Celeste. “Good morning, mademoiselle,” they chorused.

“Good morning,” Katherine replied uneasily. Though she longed to be awakened by her pretty little chambermaids, she cursed her weakness. She knew she should put her foot down, assert her authority and make sure nothing out of the ordinary might happen—yet she could not. Though her mind told her to stop while she was still able to, some nameless impulse within her would not be stilled.

As Katherine stretched herself slowly under their polite gaze, she almost thought that she had dreamed about the girls in the night. That thought made her tremble a little, uncertainly.

What would they do for her today she could not guess, but the sight of their shapely bodies made her feel…strange inside. These wickedly seductive Frenchwomen, all innocence and solicitousness, seemed to know just what another girl really needed. Although the shadows of inhibition still worried at the back of her mind, she could not help but recognize how much her body had begun to crave their forbidden caresses.

This morning that body was already aroused, and Katherine scarcely tried to hide it. Perhaps she let herself sigh a little more deeply than was seemly when the girls bathed her, their smooth white hands running deliciously over her trembling flesh. Her nipples ached with an erectness which the warm water could not banish. Yet the maids appeared not to notice.

Katherine could not help herself. Perhaps she possessed a hidden exhibitionistic streak. Perhaps it was only natural playfulness. Certainly it was an exquisite delight to be on display like this, to lie exposed in the warm, water-filled porcelain while eyes and hands alike traveled over her nakedness. She cupped her breasts as if by accident, waiting for a response. Before coming to Castle Rohmenstadt she never would have dreamed of letting another see her like this. But now she felt pretty and pampered…and desired.

Katherine could not explain it, but somehow she was bound to these young women, and they to her. After all, they would not do the things they did unless they really cared for her. No girl would touch another girl like that unless she really wanted to. The thought was strangely arousing, and when the two women pretended not to be looking, she found herself stroking absently at the slick flesh of puffy lips fringed with tight auburn curls, yet her bath went without incident. The girls’ laving hands were intimate, yet impersonal.

Their teasing continued while they silently dried her. Though they patted and rubbed her damp flesh dry, it was nothing like the previous morning. Feminine hands wrapped in thick towels worked diligently at her neck and shoulders, her back and waist and hips, her breasts and buttocks and thighs—but their touches were chaste. They pretended not to notice when she ran her fingernails innocently through the tangles of her pubic hair.

She pinched her stiffened nipples while they dressed her, trying to make them desire her, but the girls merely pursed their lips enigmatically. Their soft fingers slid delicately over her naked body as they worked at her clothing, but their half-lidded eyes were coy.

Finally, she was dressed, and though her body quivered with an unnamable desire, her maids began to leave.

“I am most sorry, mademoiselle,” Marie said suddenly. She stopped and looked closely at Katherine’s hair, affecting to smooth down a disarrayed auburn lock. “How could Celeste have been so careless in dressing you?” Celeste looked solemnly at the floor. “Now you must discipline her.”

“Discipline her?” Katherine asked in amazement. “Why, that’s not really necessary, is it?” At first she was slow to understand.

“Oh, I am afraid it is, mademoiselle,” replied Marie. “If you do not discipline us, how can we ever learn to be good girls?” Her sister nodded silently.

“Well, what do I have to do?”

“You must spank her.”

Katherine blushed fiercely. She had not expected this.

“Perhaps mademoiselle is unfamiliar with the custom,” Marie continued gravely, “but it is what must be done.”

“You can’t be serious!” Katherine breathed. Yes, as she spoke, Celeste went quietly to the canopied bed. The girl stepped close to the edge of the bed and bent over, laying her torso across the covers and elevating her round bottom. She tucked her hands beneath her full, ripe bosom.

“I am ready, mademoiselle,” Celeste said.

Slowly Katherine moved over to her. “A paddle…?” she asked Marie dubiously, half-expecting the answer.

“Oh, no, mademoiselle,” Marie said reproachfully. “Your hand.” And she pulled back the short, flouncy black taffeta skirt of her sister’s old-fashioned maid’s uniform to reveal a firm, bare white bottom.

Katherine licked her lips nervously. Suddenly unsure of herself, she stared at the shapely rear of the pretty girl before her. The full, rounded cheeks of Celeste’s bottom were smooth and naked—she wore no panties. Lacy garters held up her seamed black stockings. A tuft of shockingly dense black hair—shiny and moist—protruded from between the girl’s soft thighs.

Katherine turned again to Marie, who was watching her closely. “Go ahead, Mademoiselle Katherine,” she urged. “I shall tell you when to stop.”

“Well, if I must…” Katherine’s heart fluttered beneath her breasts.

“Yes, mademoiselle,” Marie said regretfully. “I am afraid you must.”

“All right, then,” Katherine agreed. Slowly she drew back her hand—and let it fly forward to slap the beautiful bottom before her with a resounding thwack. Her hand felt warm. The girl’s flesh jiggled under the stinging blow.

“Oh, it must be harder than that, mademoiselle, if Celeste is ever to learn,” Marie observed.

Katherine spanked the girl harder. It was strange…yet not altogether unpleasant. She never would have thought she could inflict pain on anyone, but somehow this seemed different. This was not really hurting the girl, she realized slowly—not much, anyway. It was almost like some kind of game.

Katherine spanked Celeste lovingly, again and again, smiling secretly. She knew somewhere in the back of her mind that this was the only way she could really touch the girl. Katherine could not do the dirty things that she longed to try, the things those girls had done to her. But she could do this. Her face was hot.

Celeste began to whimper, but Marie nodded for Katherine to continue. Relentlessly, she punished the alluring nakedness of the pretty girl bent submissively over her bed, the girl who now cried out with each blow. Katherine hit her again, and again, her palm smarting. The girl’s reddened bottom was warm under her hand.

Katherine struck her again. The girl was shaking now, she realized—not just quivering as her mistress’s savage hand slapped her bare bottom, but wriggling rhythmically throughout the ordeal. Katherine spanked her again. The muscles of Celeste’s forearms rippled, she saw, and she gradually understood that the whimpering girl was fingering her nipples frantically.

Katherine stared at Celeste’s bottom as she spanked her, watching the succulent cheeks wriggle with each hit. Yes, Katherine realized, exulting—though these delectable chambermaids might tease mercilessly, they, too, had their secret desires, desires which only Katherine could fulfill. She shuddered at the thought.

The girl’s hips ground spasmodically, sending her smooth thighs rubbing irresistibly against each other. Katherine’s eyes narrowed as she watched shiny beads of liquid traveling slowly down the dense mass of the girl’s fragrant pubic fur, collecting on already damp curls, shaking off to wet the backs of Celeste’s shapely young legs. Unconsciously, perhaps, Katherine herself had craved this. After what they had done to her, how could she not want to make them feel as she had? How could she not want to see one of the wicked girls…like this?

Smiling with a perverse—yet pleasurable—feeling of complete power, Katherine watched her servant lubricate freely. The girl was masturbating. That was something so personal, so private…and it was intensely arousing to know that she was affecting Celeste that way. The girl tried not to show her passions, but her body betrayed her. Katherine watched her secretly clutch at her heaving breasts, watched her sensual thighs grind against a hidden, slippery bud. She relished the sight of the girl straining toward orgasm as she disciplined her.

Celeste gasped ecstatically and, entranced, Katherine watched her climax. She never blinked. She had not seen anything like this before—except Inge the previous day, and she had been nowhere near this close. Yet now Katherine was so near that she could smell the wet pink nestled between the girl’s grinding thighs.

It was beautiful. Celeste’s face was flushed, her eyes tightly closed in pleasure. Her luxuriant ebony hair gleamed as she writhed under her mistress’s stern hand. The muscles in her shapely forearms rippled as she tugged at her own nipples. Katherine kept her eyes on the sight…and Marie studied her mistress.

Finally, when Celeste’s movements began to slow, Katherine knew the shameless girl was done. Yet she waited a moment, her hand still drawn back as if deciding whether to strike again, until Marie said judiciously, “I believe she has had enough, mademoiselle.”

“Very well,” Katherine replied tonelessly. She smoothed her hands over the girl’s delicious round bottom, letting her fingertips stray low enough to brush the slick pussy fur back up between trembling thighs. She rustled the short black taffeta skirt back over the girl’s hips with a slow, caressing gesture.

“Thank you, mademoiselle,” Celeste said breathlessly, her face flushed and beautiful. “I will try to be better.”

“I’m sure you will,” Katherine murmured. Almost absently, she placed the fingertips slicked with Celeste’s wanton lubrication just under her nose and stroked it slowly across her dilated nostril, her upper lip. She breathed deep, shuddering. She seemed to inhale the very essence of the girl’s sexuality, an intoxicating fragrance so strong she could taste it even now on the back of her tongue.

She saw Marie watching her silently.

“You may leave now,” Katherine whispered.

“Thank you, mademoiselle,” they chorused, and left.

***

Taking a deep breath, Katherine opened her heavy door and stepped out into the hallway. The day was already dark and threatening rain, so she had decided to take a walk in the castle. If she were to be mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt, she must learn the layout of her great ancestral home. It might take days to explore fully, but at least she might start today.

She picked a direction and began walking.

Although the castle had a generator and plenty of electric lighting, its interior walls were nevertheless studded with black iron torch holders. Many of these held torches which the servants occasionally must have freshened, for often she could smell the strange tarry scent of the pitch. She smiled to herself as she passed these, feeling like a character out of an old movie.

But though the castle, while ancient and age-worn, was beginning to seem to her now almost homey, today it was more than a little bit drafty. Perhaps the ill-used passages she now walked were not kept up quite as assiduously as the rest of the castle. Certainly there was no heating in these outlying parts. Whatever the combination of circumstances, after hardly more than half an hour of walking the smooth stone floors, Katherine was chilled.

The mistress of Castle Rohmenstadt shivered faintly as she climbed the steep winding steps of the northeast turret, past tall pointed windows whose wavy old panes of glass revealed icy rain slanting down out of a leaden sky. Her flesh prickled with goose pimples. Her stiff nipples ached beneath the crisp cotton of her blouse. She vowed that once she reached the top, she would head back down to the great hearth of the entrance hall, or perhaps to the warm firelit library to curl up in a deep-cushioned armchair with something to read. Her face felt warm again.

The view was certainly worth the climb, she realized as she reached the top. The stone here was cold and rough, torch holders empty—but the arched windows showed a beautiful scene, mile after mile of rich forest stretching luxuriantly to the horizon. Katherine saw the grassy grounds of the estate dizzyingly far below, saw the great gardens, saw the proud old canopy of the mysterious woods shuddering under a foggy bombardment of rain. She looked out at the verdant panorama with pride and with wonder, knowing that it was hers—hers—almost as far as the eye could see.

She found that the rusted hinges of the tall, mullioned windows would not open, but there was enough of a draft in the turret so that she could still take in the damp, loamy smell of the outdoors. She breathed deeply, letting the strong piney odor of the ancient forest fill her lungs. This was the kind of forest fairy tales had been told about, when stories were told by smoky firelight and the unknown reaches of the sparsely populated world seemed vast and threatening. Yet the sight of this wild, miraculously untouched land thrilled her. If only the day were not so cold and wet.

After a few moments, she made her way cautiously down the hard stone steps, hugging herself against the chill. Finally, she reached the bottom and was about to turn back to the inhabited sections of the castle—when something caught her eye.

There was another door, one she had not noticed earlier. Massive wood banded with studded iron, it could lead nowhere but below ground. She tried it, but though the ancient hinges did not seem nearly as rusty as those of the window so far above, it would not budge. Perhaps it was locked.

Curious, Katherine knelt down to try to peer through the keyhole, but her head blocked the little light there was, and she could see nothing. Frowning, she stood up. She wondered where the door led. Was it simply some underground storeroom? Yet, if so…why would it be locked? Well, perhaps she would find out on a warmer day.

Shivering, Katherine headed to the beckoning warmth of the library.

Katherine found the little alcove hidden in a rear corner of the library. It was the one narrow section of wall which was not covered in bookshelves. She had not seen it the day before, but she had not been looking for it then.

The little nook contained an old wooden swivel chair and a heavy desk upon which rested a very modern personal computer. Katherine browsed through its functions, rather impressed, really. She even checked some of the on-line news services which Vaclav had mentioned and found them quite satisfactory. Soon, however, she tired of the machine and shut it off. She decided to do some reading, perhaps history, perhaps fiction or…something else.

