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    The Gatecrasher


    by Stephen Albrow




    Curiosity might have killed the cat, but that wasn’t enough to put Charlotte off. It wasn’t easy climbing over the wall in six-inch heels and a rubber mini, but she ignored the ‘Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted’ sign and stepped onto the lush, green pasture. She could see the manor house up in the distance, at the end of a twisting pathway, which cut through the centre of the orchard. It was getting late and getting dark, but she couldn’t see or hear any signs of revelry. Maybe the rumours weren’t true, after all! Maybe the Lord just hated ramblers!




    Nervous but excited, Charlotte headed for the pathway and started making her way to the manor house. The dispute and the rumours had been the talk of the village, ever since the new, young Lord had first put up the ‘No Trespassing’ sign. There was a covenant in the parish law book that guaranteed full right of way through the manor grounds. It had been written in 1352. None of the previous Lords had ever challenged its validity, but Richard Parker was a different beast altogether – much younger for a start, at 32, and someone perhaps with secrets to hide.




    Charlotte had seen him on the local news just after he’d inherited the title from his father. She was struck by how good-looking he was, but there was something else about his face – he had a look of inbred authority about him, which allowed her to believe some of the wilder local gossip. People were saying he wanted to keep the ramblers and riffraff out so no one got to hear about the parties he liked to throw each weekend. What went on at these parties tended to differ depending on who you spoke to in the village. Some called them swinging sessions, others outright orgies, while a few talked of rubber, leather and chains and claimed to have heard desperate cries of pain.




    Determined to find out for herself, and equally determined to meet the handsome Lord, Charlotte made her way through the orchard. There was a full moon in the sky that night, which cast shadows all around her, the branches of the apple trees forming a spider’s web on the orchard floor. The creepiness unnerved her, as did the overpowering silence, which was broken only by the squeak of her rubber mini and the crunch of her heels on the gravel path. She could see the manor house getting nearer, but still there was no sign of life. Perhaps it was all a waste of time, but no, it couldn’t be – she had seen that look in Richard Parker’s eyes; his dominant twinkle, his superior shine!




    Leaving the orchard behind her, Charlotte strode through the ornamental garden, with its gushing fountains and manicured lawns. There were no lights on in the manor house, so she took the path to the left of the building, which led to Richard Parker’s outdoor pool. Her footsteps were getting smaller now. She was almost up on tiptoes, for fear of giving herself away. If a party was taking place that night, then it would be taking place just around the corner. Tentatively, she took another step closer and, bingo, she heard music. So something was going on that night!




    Her heartbeat quickening, Charlotte leaned forward, ready to peek round the side of the house. The pool was still some fifty feet away, but already she could hear the splashes and screams of people messing about in the water. She was almost scared of looking, in case it turned out to be a huge disappointment. What if it was just a few friends larking around in a pool? Charlotte had tried not to appear overly interested when the villagers had gossiped about the orgiastic excesses going on at the manor. But the truth was the stories had excited her more than anything else before in her life.




    Charlotte longed to be dominated by the handsome Lord of the Manor, hence the outfit she’d chosen to trespass in. Her breasts were made to look enormous by her highly restrictive push-up corset, while her rubber skirt barely covered her arse, exposing her highly spankable thighs. As soon as he saw her, the Lord would sense her deep, submissive desires, just as she had sensed his authoritarian manner the moment she’d seen him on TV. But first the rumours had to be true, and there was only one way of finding it!




    Charlotte stepped round the corner, her pulse racing, as she feasted her eyes on a wall of bare flesh. A naked blonde dived into the pool, which was already filled with copulating couples, whose thrusting churned up the water’s surface. It was an orgy, all right, but what about the more colourful talk of leather, chains and cries of pain? Charlotte hid behind a marble statue, then, peeking out, she spotted him. He wore a long, dark cloak and was carrying a whip. A pair of leather-clad twins stood one either side of him.




    A tortured moan filled the night-time air, diverting Charlotte’s attention to the far side of the pool. Her pussy pulsed, as she saw a young woman draped across another’s lap. The second woman, dressed in a corset and brandishing a rubber baton, delivered six fierce blows to the younger girl’s behind. Charlotte watched, transfixed, and then she turned to Richard Parker. He was watching just as eagerly, while fingering the shaft of his whip, as if impatient for the domme to strike the bad girl even harder.




    Watching the young Lord caressing his whip made Charlotte’s pussy drip with juice. The domme’s corset and baton had excited her, too, because it proved this was more than a swingers’ night. Darker deeds were taking place here, but did she dare to get involved? She wondered what the young woman had done to incur such a painful act of retribution. But it can’t have been any worse than trespassing, so Charlotte’s punishment was sure to be even more extreme.




    An icy shiver turned her flesh to goose-bumps, as another howl of anguish filled the air. The girl was having her hair pulled now. The domme was using it like a dog’s lead, dragging the girl around the pool to face the wrath of Richard Parker. Charlotte heard the hum and lash of his whip, as he tested out his weapon on the poolside paving, the whiplash crack calling everyone to attention. All the sexed up couples and trios in the pool turned towards their Master, eager to see him putting his whip to use. Even Charlotte stepped forward, keen to get a better view of the tall, muscular nobleman chastising the girl.




    No sooner had she taken the step, Charlotte was regretting it. She hadn’t noticed the gun dogs lying in the corner, obediently watching over their Lord and Master. And the dogs hadn’t noticed Charlotte either, but now she was firmly in their sights. Growling, barking and baring their fangs, they sprinted forth and surrounded her. They knew their job. It was to hold the intruder captive till their Master had stepped forward and declared her friend or foe.




    With the dogs having made such a frightful sound, all eyes now turned to Charlotte. The other young submissive was spared a whipping, as Richard Parker went to see what his hounds had caught. His cloak trailing in the wind, he strode towards the gatecrasher, a leather-clad twin on either side. He called off the dogs, who fell silent and stopped jumping the very instant they heard his voice.




    “So, what have we here?” asked Richard Parker, eyeing up Charlotte’s tempting body. His gaze lingered over her thighs and bottom, as if searching for the best bits to whip and spank.




    “I’d heard about your parties,” Charlotte whispered, her voice getting stuck in the back of her throat.




    “I’d heard about your parties, Master,” the dominant Lord corrected her, then he made her repeat her words again. She did so without question. He was not a man to argue with. Standing well over six feet tall, and with a whip in his hand, Richard Parker demanded total compliance!




    “Well, I’m afraid you weren’t invited,” he said, making eye contact with Charlotte for the very first time. His piercing eyes seemed to see right through her, then just like that, he turned and walked away. It felt to Charlotte like the ultimate snub, but in fact it was just part of Richard Parker’s game. As he marched back to the pool, he suddenly barked a command to his two female slaves, ordering them to grab the trespasser and bring her to the punishment zone.



OEBPS/Styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
The Gatecrasher

Edited by Miranda Forbes

Time to get the pawrted





