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Chapter One

THE MAN WHO CALLED himself the Inquisitor had watched me and Julian having sex, and no ordinary sex. His blog confirmed it the next day, with my blushes growing hotter by the moment as I read what hed uploaded.

Another encounter! There were three of them this time. Theyd been in the folly, and must have been conducting a ritual, or perhaps preparing for one, but I didnt get close enough to see what was going on until later. The girl, who calls herself Chloe, was arguing with a man Id not seen before. I couldnt hear at all clearly, but I did catch several arcane terms. Julian dAlveda himself then appeared and demanded that the strange man show some photographs he had on his camera. He did, and while I do not know what those photographs showed they mollified the girl, making it evident to her that she had been in the wrong.

Julian dAlveda then spanked her. Yes, I mean it, an old-fashioned spanking, across his knee with her bottom bare while the other man watched, something possible only among a group of exceptional intimacy and very odd moral standards, but when you worship Satan I suppose that sort of thing is only to be expected. So is what happened afterwards, because when the third man had left it became obvious that Chloe was excited by her punishment, a true daughter of the Devil! She not only sucked DAlvedas cock, but bent over for him to give her anal sex.

That was it, a hurried entry no doubt written immediately on his return, but hed taken the time to post some pictures; one of the three of us together, another of me over Julians knee with my legs kicking and my bare red bottom on full show, and a third worse still, of Julian easing his erection between my bottom cheeks and my face set in abandoned ecstasy. I could only stare, silent as I took in the awful details of what had been two of the most intimate and intense moments of my life, a spanking in front of a stranger and having my anal virginity taken.

I am an exhibitionist, but this took showing off to a whole new level, robbing me of every scrap of dignity, every last vestige of privacy and mystery, but while I was truly appalled I could feel my arousal bubbling up inside me. It was so strong I felt weak and collapsed back onto Julians bed, not sure if I wanted to scream in mortification or stick my hands down my panties and bring myself to orgasm.

Julian didnt seem to mind at all, delighted with the extra publicity the posting was sure to draw for Candle Street Hall and apparently oblivious to the violation of his own privacy, and mine. Only when I sat down did he react, joining me on the bed to fold me in his arms and kiss me gently on the forehead. At that I gave way, unable to hold back for all my outrage, responding to Julians kiss and letting my thighs slip apart as I lay back on the bed.

He got the message, as always, his hand sliding between my legs as he gathered me in to kiss and caress my body. I was feeling deeply ashamed of myself even as my panties were pulled aside and his fingers entered my body, but I couldnt stop myself, allowing him to pull my dress high to bare my breasts, to kiss and touch where he wanted until my legs were wide apart in urgent need. He mounted me, pulling his cock from his fly and rubbing it in the wetness of my sex to make himself hard, then slipping up inside me.

I closed my eyes as he began to fuck me, thinking of how Id looked, first spanked and then buggered, the one in front of another man for my deliberate humiliation, the other supposedly private, but both witnessed by the Inquisitor and posted on the net for all the world to see. At that thought my body gave a little jerk, and again as I ran the awful thought through my head, with Julians cock pumping faster and faster inside me as I revelled in my own shame. I was going to come, and that knowledge in itself made my feelings stronger still, to think of myself coming to orgasm over the thoughts of thousands upon thousands of people gloating over the sight of me being spanked and then buggered.

The tears were rolling from my eyes as I came, but it was bliss, long and sweet and hard, giving way not to guilt or self-recrimination but a strange, helpless feeling as Julian clung tight to my body until he had finished himself inside me. Even then we stayed together, neither speaking as I clung to him with a need more desperate than ever before, and as my muddled senses slowly came back together I realised that not only was I completely in love with him but I depended on him to hold me together.

We walked over to the gatehouse hand in hand, Julian as calm as ever as we discussed the situation and how to make the best of it, although I was more interested in the Inquisitor.

Do you think hell be back?

I dont see how he could keep away. I know I couldnt. Hell be cautious though, now that weve seen him. I shouldnt have chased him, really, but I reacted by instinct.

He knows who we are, so he must have been on a tour, but I didnt recognise him. He has to be fairly local too, doesnt he, to come and go like that?

Maybe, but he could come from as far away as London or Birmingham, if hes obsessive enough. Not that it matters, as long as he keeps giving us plenty of free publicity.

It mattered to me, although I wasnt sure why when the damage was already done, save that even though Julian and I had set the man up, and despite my reaction to his behaviour, I still wanted to confront him. Julian would have been sympathetic but wouldnt have understood, so I kept quiet.

At the gatehouse Graham gave us an unusually cheerful Good morning and we went upstairs, to where Vanessa had her feet up with a steaming cup of coffee in one hand. I could hear the sound of Henry cleaning from another room, but nobody took any notice as Vanessa greeted us, kissing Julian and planting a firm slap across my bottom. Shed been looking at her computer screen, with the Inquisitors blog still up, and she was smiling as she spoke.

Youre a little tart, Chloe. Its just as well that you enjoy being spanked, isnt it, because nobody has ever deserved it as much as you do. Well done, Julian, but I hope you can cope this Sunday, because we currently have 157 people booked.

Id started to go red again at the way shed been speaking to me, and my blush grew hotter still at the thought of conducting a tour that would undoubtedly include people whod seen not only my whipped bottom after the earlier incident, but Julian dealing with me out in the reed beds. It wasnt fair to give Julian all the credit either, when Id been so deeply involved, effectively sacrificing my dignity for the sake of her business. I wanted to tell her that I wasnt a tart, and to attempt to explain my muddled feelings, but I knew shed just laugh and kept quiet as Julian responded to her.

Thats fine, although not all of them will be able to visit the folly at the same time. What I suggest we do is to set up the folly as if in the middle of one of John Aylshams rituals, perhaps with Chloe on the altar, although that would mean youd have to help with the tour?

Vanessa raised one haughty eyebrow at the thought of being expected to do some work. Julian merely shrugged.

Unless youd prefer to be on the altar?

Dont be impudent. Very well, Ill help, and I suppose Henrys capable of shepherding people about, but youll need to do the talking.

Of course. Ill bring the tourists down to the folly in batches, and if they miss their turn, thats their problem, because what really matters is what happens aftertheyve left.

Which is?

The Inquisitor will be watching, probably from a safe distance, but I dont see how he can stay away. Thats why, once the grounds are clear, we continue with the ritual, as if we were doing it for real. In fact we will be, to all intents and purposes, or at least it will look as if we are to the Inquisitor. Ideally it ought to look as if it works too, but wed need somebody who can pretend hes become possessed by the Devil.

You would seem to be the ideal candidate.

No, because I have to take John Aylshams role. Do you think Henry could pull it off?

Vanessas answering laugh was pure scorn.

The worm? Hed be better as the sacrifice.

Id been struggling to pull up the full details of John Aylshams rituals from my memory, but I wasnt sure which one Julian was referring to and broke in with a question.

Hang on  if Im the sacrifice, what happens to me?

Julian grinned.

You get fucked by the Devil.

Meaning Henry?

Vanessa laughed, but Julian at least had the decency to look slightly abashed. I went on quickly while I had at least some advantage.

Im sorry, but thats asking too much. I...I dont mind having dirty things done to me, but it has to be by you, Julian, and...maybe Vanessa if its spanking and...

Id grown crimson with embarrassment as I spoke, because they both knew exactly what I meant and Vanessas mouth was curled up into a small smile, registering both amusement and contempt. After a moment of awkward silence she spoke up.

Does it really matter? One more cock? I bet youve had plenty, havent you?

I forced myself to look her in the face, but I was struggling to keep my voice even as I replied.

Yes, it does matter, and no, not all that many. Sorry, Julian, but...

He lifted a hand. 	Fair enough, I respect your limits. How about you then, Vanessa?

Allow the worm to have me? You are joking, arent you?

I couldnt help but point something out. 	He is your husband, Vanessa.

Hes a worm, and barely fit to lick my boots. You dont understand our relationship, Chloe.

I was fairly sure I did, or at least that I was beginning to, but I shut up as Julian went on, his voice now firm.

We need to get it done, convincingly, but the more unconventional it is the more the Inquisitor will be impressed and the more hell write. Vanessa will have to take on the role of the possessed servant and Henry can help out with menial tasks. Is that acceptable?

He was looking at me, his eyes boring into mine and Id nodded before I could think twice. Vanessa had no qualms at all, reaching out to run a slow hand over the curve of my bottom as she replied.

Oh yes, thats acceptable. In fact thats ideal. How would it be if I sat on the little tarts face?

A powerful shiver ran through my body at her words, but I couldnt help but protest.

Hell be taking photographs, which hell put up on the net!

Vanessa laughed once more as she gestured at her computer screen, where the picture of Julian easing his erection between the cheeks of my bottom was still up.

Would they be any worse than that?

I could only hang my head in defeat, too weak to resist the idea of having a picture of her sat on my face as I licked added to the gallery of my shame  and, in all honesty, too thrilled.

By the Sunday morning the number of people booked for the tour had risen past the 200 mark. That included two coaches chartered by a paranormal society none of us had ever heard of and the representatives of no less than seven other groups as well as the merely curious and the usual compliment of tourists. Id been feeling slightly stunned by the whole thing as well as embarrassed at the thought of what theyd almost certainly seen, but on the day I found myself so busy I had no time for anything but work.

We opened with the usual tour, Julian and I taking a group each while Vanessa dealt with the stragglers and Graham manned the office. Henry was also there, but was simply too shy and reserved to be any real use and Vanessa had soon sent him down to the temple to make sure the preparations wed made the evening before werent interfered with. I was having trouble myself, with the sheer numbers and because many of them knew a great deal more about Black Shuck and Lady Howard than I did myself. There were even questions about the low-frequency vibration effect, which I answered evasively, and about John Aylshams rituals, which I put off.

By the time we were ready to move on to the folly I was glad to be able to give over my responsibilities in favour of merely lying on the stone slab, and it was really quite amusing to watch Vanessa growing increasingly flustered as she struggled to make so many people do as she wanted. Julian was cooler by far, his voice loud but calm as he gave instructions but quite indifferent to those few who wandered off. Soon he had the first group down at the folly, standing around it and peering in at me where I lay on the slab. I was at the centre of a pentagram, each corner marked out with a sheeps skull on which stood a black candle with the dark wax already running down over the pale bone. A brass chafing dish stood to one side, along with various other pieces of paraphernalia, either original or hastily put together for the occasion. The crowd seemed impressed in any event, craning close and chattering excitedly until Julian raised his hand for silence and spoke up.

Ladies, gentlemen, a moment of your attention, if I may. Here you see a reproduction of the first ritual used by John Aylsham in his attempts to summon the Devil. There was no reserve in his technique, and I intend to use none in my description. He would have stood as I do now, with his housemaid, Flora Martins, laid out as my assistant is now, save that Flora would have been naked, a detail we felt it best to leave out for the sake of Chloes modesty.

Somebody in the audience giggled and I found myself starting to blush again but Julian carried on without comment.

There would have been others here too, most importantly Sir Johns coachman and accomplice, Reuben Secker, whose body was supposed to receive the spirit of the Devil, along with a compliment of girls from the village, all doubtless well bribed, and all stark naked. Again I must apologise for failing to supply these details, but one I do intend to reproduce is the exact set of occult symbols Flora Martins had inscribed on her body. This was done with an aromatic black wax, similar to that with which the candles were made, and the symbols drawn on her body as Sir John led his acolytes in a chant.

As he spoke he had lifted the little brass bowl of wax, to dip his finger in and begin to trace out the familiar symbols on my body. The wax felt cold and slimy, so that it was an effort to stay still as he marked first my forehead and then my cheeks, at which point a worried voice sounded from among the watching crowd.

Dont you think it unwise to repeat the ritual so exactly? Imagine if it worked!

Julian smiled.

It wont. We know this because it didnt work for John Aylsham. Nor did any of the subsequent ones, or at least, so we are led to believe. Personally, I think he succeeded, and that on the night of the final ritual, Sir John Aylsham successfully summoned the Devil into the body of one of his servants, an act which cost him his life.

A murmur ran through the crowd and I saw the edge of Julians mouth twitch up into a brief smile before he continued.

The facts, I think, speak for themselves. Each ritual was more elaborate than the last, and in his diaries he records increasingly curious and inexplicable phenomena, most importantly the sensation of being touched, which was apparent to both himself and to Reuben Secker, who must have been a very brave man indeed, and very loyal. We know that Sir John felt he was nearing success, and although his death means that the details of the final ritual were never recorded, subsequent events suggest that something terrible happened that night. Sir John died, for one thing, while Reuben Secker never spoke again and spent what remained of his days in a charitable foundation. Floras hair turned white in that single night and she could never be persuaded to describe what happened, any more than could the other women who were present.

He was making it up, but his voice was firm and even, never hesitant and absolutely serious. The audience hung on every word, even those who were merely there for a day trip fascinated by what he was saying, while some of the paranormal investigators looked terrified. As he spoke he had continued to paint the symbols onto my body, neglecting only those that usually decorated my breasts and sex, and he paused to dip his finger into the pot of wax once more before he went on.

You may say that we have no proof, and you would be right, but something happened that night and, to my mind, the weight of evidence is too heavy to allow for any mundane explanation. For one thing, it was shortly after Sir Johns death that Black Shuck was first seen in the area, an apparition always associated with the Devil, while the unfortunate John Aickman had allowed Sir Johns body to be reinterred in holy ground just days before his death. Then we have the tales of Black Rob Martins, Floras son, born nine months to the day after the final ritual. His career was colourful to say the least and included smuggling, wrecking and highway robbery. He was notoriously callous, and not surprisingly ended his career on the gallows, but in the morning his body was gone. Coincidence? Perhaps, or perhaps he was the Devils child.

He broke off, to look around the audience with a sudden fierce stare. Several stepped backwards and I saw one woman cross herself before Julian spoke again, his voice suddenly calm and matter-of-fact.

But Im afraid we must move on, ladies and gentlemen, in order to make way for the next group. I do hope youve enjoyed the tour, and do feel free to explore the grounds and those parts of the house open to the public for as long as you please.

They allowed themselves to be herded away like so many sheep, but not one failed to cast a glance back at the folly. I lay where I was, doing my best to ignore the prickling sensation that covered my skin and to push away the disturbing thoughts his speech had provoked. When the last of the visitors was gone I spoke up.

Was any of that true?

Julian laughed.

Not a great deal, no, except for one or two of the names, which I borrowed from John Aylshams diaries and the stones in the graveyard. Id be prepared to bet that every word of it can be found on the net within a week though, even if the Inquisitor doesnt get to hear about it. Hush, and try and look as if youre expecting to be shagged by the Devil.

I am, later.

It took him an instant to realise that I meant him and he smiled before turning to greet the next group from the tour, who Vanessa was leading towards us. She was as beautifully dressed as ever, and playing her part as the aristocratic hostess to perfection, but I could tell from her face that she was feeling stressed and couldnt help but wonder if it would be me or Henry she took it out on once we were alone.

Julian took over the group and went into his routine once more, as polished as ever. I did my best to relax, ignoring the rough stone beneath my body and wondering how Flora Martins would have felt in the same position, if that was indeed the name of the girl John Aylsham had used for his ritual. She would have believed in what was going on, presumably, so would either have been very frightened or have been a very wicked girl by the standards of her day. I preferred to believe the latter and, judging from some of the questions Julian was taking, our visitors were more than a little in awe of her, which made me feel better about the role I was playing and my exposure.

The second group came and went, as did the third, and the fourth, by which time the whole thing had settled down into a predictable routine. I was beginning to get bored, and stiff, using the brief gaps when we were alone to go through a few stretching exercises. Even Julian was beginning to get a little fed up, especially as each group would ask more or less the same questions, and his answers were getting shorter and less elaborate.

Finally it was done, and with the last of the tourists coaxed gently but firmly off the estate Henry brought out a tray of glasses and a bottle of cold white wine. I drank eagerly, the cool, sharp liquid quickly refreshing my senses and lifting my spirits in anticipation of what was to come. We were largely ready, with the shadows of the big trees beginning to lengthen on the bank, and when Julian went back to the house to get ready I was left with Henry. I wasnt sure what to say, as its a little awkward when the last time you saw somebody socially they were sucking your boyfriends penis, so I offered him a glass of wine. He hung his head before he answered in a servile tone.

No, thank you, Miss Chloe. This evening I may only drink my mistresss wine.

I wasnt sure what he meant, but he was obviously already in role for the evening, which made normal conversation impossible. My own role was only marginally less undignified, if at all, but I knew what he liked and ordered him to kneel. He went down immediately, onto his knees beside the altar, his eyes to the ground. I took another swallow of wine and pulled my knees up, pretending to study my toes as I scanned the reed beds in the hope of catching a glimpse of the Inquisitor. I could see the upper works of boats on the main channel and a couple of rods which presumably belonged to innocent fishermen, but nothing to suggest we were being watched. Yet the shadows under the fringes of willow and scrub oak were dense and black, making it all too easy to imagine lenses and eyes peering out from among them. I was glad when Julian returned, now wearing a long black cape.

The cape moved as he walked and I realised he was naked underneath, providing an immediate thrill of desire. I hugged him as he reached the altar, then allowed one hand to slip beneath his cape, searching for his cock. He felt heavy in my hand and began to grow immediately as I pulled at his shaft with our mouths open together in a long, hard kiss. It felt nice and he made no effort to pull away, so I continued to tug on his rapidly growing hard-on. Before long his hands had gone to my breasts, first to touch, then to tug up my bikini top and spill them out, naked in the warm evening light. I thought hed fuck me there and then, but he contented himself with stripping off my bikini top, then pulling away, now with an impressive erection thrusting up from between the sides of his cape. He glanced down, gave a satisfied nod for the state he was in, and turned me a wicked grin before he finally spoke.

That looks the part, I think, and youll certainly be getting the Inquisitor hot under the collar. You can get those pants off too, and make sure to give him a bit of a show, but not too obvious.

My sense of embarrassment flared up on the instant, but I complied, rising to a kneeling position before slipping my bikini bottoms down and then turning to sit down on the altar top as I peeled them off my legs. Henry was close by, still kneeling respectfully on the ground, and I jokingly draped my discarded bikini over his head. He mumbled his thanks, then hung his head lower still as Vanessas voice rang out from the direction of the path.

Thats what I like to see. Julian already at attention, his tart in the nude and the worm where he belongs. Right, lets get on with it.

For all her casual attitude she looked spectacular to say the least and she obviously knew it. Her tall, slender body was enclosed in a cat suit of scarlet rubber, so tight it might have been a second skin. Knee-length black boots with spike heels lifted her to the same height as Julian, or rather more if you included the high ponytail into which shed fixed her hair. Black leather gloves matched her boots and she carried a long, thin riding crop with a wicked-looking leather sting.

Just to look at her made me want to grovel at her feet, and if the whip frightened me it also thrilled me, but not nearly as much as what she was wearing around her hips, a harness of black leather straps from the front of which protruded a dildo that put Julians cock to shame. It was black rubber, as thick as my wrist and maybe a foot long, with a pair of monstrous balls hanging beneath. I knew where it was supposed to go, but I couldnt imagine it would fit. My fear must have showed on my face, because she laughed as she reached the altar.

Whats the matter, darling, scared youll split? I doubt it, not the way you juice up over Julians cock.

My blush grew hotter still at her crude words, but it was true, the stone beneath me already wet from my excitement, and yet the dildo simply wasnt human in its proportions and I had to say something.

Gently, please, Vanessa.

Her answer was a snort of contempt and Julian took over.

Youll cope, Im sure, Chloe. Let us proceed then, and remember, were almost certainly being watched, so make a good show of it.

I nodded and laid back on the altar, trembling for the thought of having to accommodate Vanessas huge dildo and no doubt Julian as well, but I did want it, badly. With my arms and legs stretched out into the points of the pentagram I was open to her, and that was all I could think about as Julian began the ritual, at least until the first drops of hot wax touched my skin from the candle hed lifted above me. They stung  a hot pain that made me shiver and jerk for all that wed tested the candles carefully and knew that they wouldnt burn. It was more than simple physical pain anyway, with both Julian and Vanessa smiling down on me as the hot drops splashed on my naked skin, he cool and in command, she bright eyed with cruelty.

He did it all, every single one of the symbols on my body traced out in drops of wax, until my trembling had grown hard and my breathing deep and strong. My nipples were little aching cones beneath their caps of wax, my belly tight with apprehension, my sex open and wet, ready for Julians cock. Hed been nursing his erection as he used the wax on me, keeping himself stiff and ready, and as he reached the top of the altar once more he cocked one leg up, took me firmly by the hair and slid himself into my mouth.

I sucked eagerly, allowing my thighs to come up and open in instinctive response to the big cock in my mouth, but he had quickly pulled back, his erection now glistening wet in the evening light as he once more began to chant. He hadnt mentioned the reversed sacrament to the tourists, deliberately in order to feed the Inquisitors suspicions, but as Vanessa knelt to take his cock into her mouth I realised that he had begun it now, using his erect penis as a substitute for sacred bread.

For all her dominant poise, Vanessa sucked as eagerly as I had, as did Henry, despite the intense humiliation on his face as he accepted another mans prick into his mouth. I watched both suck, by turns jealous and excited, but more than anything proud of the way that everybody automatically accepted my mans virility. He came back to me too, slipping his cock into my mouth once more as Vanessa picked up one of the empty wineglasses from the tray.

I watched, kissing and licking at the head of Julians cock as she lifted one elegant leg to reveal a slit in the crotch of her cat suit, with the shaved pink lips of her sex pouting beneath the balls of her strap-on. She put the glass to her pussy, her smile growing more wicked still as her muscles tensed, and then she had let go. I watched as the yellow pee swirled in the glass, quickly filling it and running from the rim to splash on the ground beneath her.

She was looking down as she did it, her smile growing ever more wicked, and as she lifted the glass and held it out to me her eyes were glittering with cruel pleasure. I came off Julians cock and took the glass, scarcely knowing what I was doing as my eyes met hers and I moved the glass to my lips. Her musky scent caught my nose and I could feel the warmth of her body through the glass, then on my lips as I sipped. My mouth filled with her taste and, after a moment of disgust, I sipped again, deliberately showing off to her and to Julian as I filled my mouth and swallowed. She nodded.

Good girl. I knew youd be obedient. Once more.

I obeyed, my eyes still holding hers as I took another swallow of her pee, deliberately committing an act of submission perhaps deeper than anything Id done before, to willingly drink the gift of my mistresss body. She knew how I felt and laughed to see the condition shed reduced me to as she took back the glass to pass it down to Henry. He didnt hesitate at all, his face set in bliss as he swallowed down what was left in the glass in two quick gulps, then once more hung his head as he mumbled his thanks.

Vanessa ignored him, watching with her contemptuous little smile as I turned my attention back to Julians cock, taking him as deep as I could while I stroked at the velvety skin of his balls. Hed begun to push into my mouth and, for one moment, I thought he was going to add his load to what Id already swallowed down from Vanessa, but he pulled back at what must have been the last possible moment, to leave his cock rearing hard and wet from the front of his cape once more. I lay back into the pentagram, now in a state of submissive bliss so strong that had the ritual been real and the Devil appeared at that instant Id have surrendered my body to him without resistance.

Julian had begun to chant in Latin, one of the rotes I recognised from John Aylshams diaries, a piece of liturgy spoken backwards, again and again, faster and faster, to rise to a shouted climax. Id closed my eyes, expecting to be taken at any instant, with Vanessas monstrous dildo thrust deep into my body as I lay spread and helpless below her. Her leg touched my open thigh as she mounted the altar, kneeling over me with the fat rubber cock pointed at my open sex as I arched my back in readiness.

And now little Chloe...

Her voice broke to a yelp of astonishment at the same moment her body was slammed down onto mine. I screamed as several inches of thick rubber cock was jammed up inside me, but no louder than Vanessa, and as my eyes sprang open I saw why. Henry was on top of her, from behind, mounted on her body with his face set in demented glee as he rammed his cock in and out of her from behind. Her face was a picture, working in horrified surprise, shock and pain, and when she spoke her words were harsh and grating, addressed to Julian.

Hes up my bottom, Julian! Stop...no, dont...oh hell!

She broke off with a grunt and suddenly her face had gone slack and she was sobbing out her ecstasy as her husband buggered her as if he was truly possessed. Every thrust of his cock into her anus was making the dildo jam into me, so that I was no better than her, the two of us clinging together as she was buggered. I closed my eyes to shut out the terrifying view of Henrys face, which was twisted with a savage lust Id never have thought him capable of, but the image stayed in my mind.

Even Julian was nonplussed, but only for a moment before hed climbed up onto the altar to straddle my head, lowering his balls onto my face as he offered his cock to Vanessas mouth. She took him in immediately, her chin pressing to mine as she sucked him deep while I mouthed on his balls and licked at his anus. I was lost, helpless beneath them, my pussy full of thick, firm rubber, the skin of my belly and breasts slick against Vanessas, my mouth full of my lovers balls.

Vanessa gave a sudden, choking gasp on her mouthful of cock, Henry screamed, although it was not his voice, and I realised hed come up her bottom. But it didnt stop him, his cock still pumping hard into her to set her gagging on Julians cock as she struggled to cope with what was being done to her. Then Julian had come too, filling her mouth and mine, and at that my own orgasm kicked in, my muscles locking hard around the huge dildo in my sex, my body jerking to the thrusts and my fingers clutching at the rough stone of the altar as I was driven to peak after helpless peak until at last I could take it no more and my senses slipped away to oblivion.

I awoke to the hot sting of whisky against my lips. Julian was bending over me, looking concerned. He pressed the whisky glass to my lips once more and I took another swallow. It burnt as it went down, making me cough, but I managed a smile and a nod when he asked if I was OK. Id thought I was still on the altar at first, but as my head began to clear I realised that the hard surface under my back was the kitchen table in the Hall. Outside it was dark and I realised I must have been unconscious for a while. Sudden fear gripped me as I remembered Henrys face and the way he had mounted Vanessa and buggered her without a word of warning, but as my body jerked in an effort to sit up Julian took hold and laid my back onto the table, soothing me.

Its OK, Chloe. Youre fine. It just got a bit much for you, thats all.

But what happened? Henry...

Ssh. Dont worry about it.

But he was...well, it was like he was possessed!

He laughed. 	It was, wasnt it? He says he doesnt remember anything about it at all, but I think he saw an opportunity to get his own back for all those years grovelling at Vanessas feet.

But thats what he likes, isnt it? And did you see his face?!

Yes, but that doesnt mean he wouldnt turn the tables if he got the chance, and he looked to me like a man whos finally got his cock up his mistresss bottom after years of being used as a servant. Besides, shes taking it out on him right now. Listen.

He stopped talking, at which I made out a faint smack, as if of leather on flesh, then a cry of pain. Julian carried on.

Shes got him upstairs, for 100 strokes of my thick belt, and thats just for starters.

But she enjoyed it. You saw what she was like, and look at the way she sucked you!

Thats the whole problem. If shed hated it and pushed him off she wouldnt be nearly as cross, but as it is hes hurt her pride. Shes going to be taking it out on him for months, which means plenty of attention and thats what he craves. She hasnt the patience or the restraint to just ignore him, which would be the only effective punishment.

I answered with a nod, because my mind had moved on, to the way Julian had used her and me at the same time, with his balls in my mouth and his cock in Vanessas. He hadnt even bothered to ask and I knew I should have felt cheated, but after what had happened it seemed impossibly petty to protest. It had been the four of us, after all, in a tangle of bodies over which I for one had had no control whatsoever, nor Vanessa. Yet Id gone with my instincts and I knew that if Henry had taken me instead of Vanessa Id have welcomed him inside me, or any other man, while Julian would have been accepted whatever happened with his usual cool, cynical style.

Wed better get you up to bed.

No. Im fine. I just need something to eat, and a coffee maybe.

He shrugged, accepting my choice without further discussion, and went to the fridge. The smacks of Vanessa beating Henry and his answering cries were growing louder, but neither of us took any notice, both accepting the situation as it was. I was still naked and covered in wax, but that too seemed normal and I didnt bother to cover myself up as I sat down to the plate of cold chicken and salad Julian had set before me. Hed retrieved the wine bottle too, and poured what was left into two glasses.

We ate and drank in silence for a while, the only sound the faint, rhythmic smacks and cries coming from upstairs. Vanessa was certainly taking it out on Henry, and as I remembered the way the expression of outrage on her face had given way to ecstasy I found myself smiling, and also wondering if the moment had been captured on camera.

Was there any sign of the Inquisitor?

Didnt you see the flash go off?

No.

I dont suppose you would have done, from your position. He was on a boat, I imagine, or maybe across the channel. I pretended not to notice, so hopefully hes got some good pictures.

I made a face, reflecting that being fucked by Vanessa while sucking on my lovers balls wasnt really all that much worse than being spanked and buggered, if at all. Any remote chance Id had of retaining my dignity was long gone, so all I could do was make the best of it. I wanted to see in any case.

I dont suppose hell have posted anything yet?

Not for a few hours, I dont suppose. Well go up to look at his blog after dinner.

There was nothing new, at first, and we came back down to watch Vanessa and Henry, who were in one of the formal bedrooms. He was tied up, his hands lashed behind his back, his ankles securely fixed to the feet of the huge wooden bed he was bent over, naked. She was behind him, still in her scarlet body suit, her anger and shame clear in her face as she applied Julians belt to her husbands buttocks. I was sure hed already had more than a hundred, and his skin was covered in thick red welts, but she seemed in no mood to stop and he wasnt protesting. When she saw us she gave me what was probably supposed to be a hard look and then quickly turned away to apply the belt to Henrys bottom with yet greater fury. I could see that she was embarrassed and moved on, resisting the temptation to gloat both out of kindness and because it seemed all too likely that shed want to get me in the same humiliating position as Henry was, and to dish out the same painful punishment.

I washed and pulled my bathrobe on, then rejoined Julian in his room. He was grinning at the screen and I knew immediately that something had been posted. Sure enough, the Inquisitor was back and seemed to be in a state near to hysterics.

Julian dAlveda is the Devil. I have long suspected this, but now I know it for sure, for this very evening he summoned a satanic spirit into one of three victims coerced into his diabolic rituals. The others were the girl, Chloe, a man I didnt recognise but who had clearly been chosen to receive the evil spirit with an utter disregard for his life, and a professional dominatrix, who I suspect must have been tricked into becoming involved with promises of being paid for her professional services only to find herself penetrated anally across the altar by a man possessed!

Julian had pulled me down onto his lap and he kissed me as he scrolled down.

And look at this.

It was a picture, clearly taken from the direction of the channel and showing me stripping off my bikini bottoms as Vanessa entered the temple. Others followed, photograph after photograph, some imperfectly focused, others at odd angles, but all quite clear enough to leave no doubt at all as to the details of our ritual. The last was the most shocking of all, showing the climax of our orgy, with come running from Vanessas mouth and into mine, while Henry was crouched on her back like some demented satyr, his face frozen in a terrible leer as he pumped himself between the cheeks of his wifes bottom. My own features were mercifully obscured by Julians thighs, although I was easily recognisable in some of the others and it was quite obvious that Id been fucked and had my mouth used. Yet my exposure was less worrying than the way the Inquisitor was writing.

Do you think hes dangerous?

Dangerous? I think hes terrified. Read on.

I did.

And there it is, my friends, a satanic ritual not only totally sacrilegious but successful. They didnt see me, but they have before and these people are not normal, especially Julian dAlveda. Because of this Im going to post here every evening, regularly. If I dont, then you know something has happened to me. Meanwhile, please spread the word as well as you are able. If you dont hear from me tomorrow night, it means that I have fallen victim to them. Goodbye, my friends.

Julian was laughing.

He has quite an imagination, doesnt he?

Arent you worried hell call the police?

No. It would be good if he did, in a way, because that would give us even more publicity, and we havent actually broken the law, so were quite safe. He wont though, because I know his type. Hes a narcissist. They always want all the attention on themselves, so if he tells the police its out of his hands.

Are you sure?

I should know. Im a narcissist myself. Look here.

He had refreshed the page and I saw that the comments had started to come in. Some were sceptical, others were purely salacious, a few were against him, including one from the man who called himself Triplesix, but the majority were in support, concerned for him and outraged by our behaviour. Julian loved it, pointing out the more incensed remarks as he kneaded my bottom in his delight and excitement. I couldnt help but find his enthusiasm infectious, despite my embarrassment at some of the names I was being called, but several were saying they intended to visit the Hall, which was worrying. Julian didnt care.

So long as they pay, thats fine. Ill tell Graham to insist that the only way to get in is to buy a ticket. Hes good at that sort of thing.

I made a face, not at all sure I wanted to face down a crowd of angry Christians, moralists and plain old-fashioned prudes, but there was no denying that wed achieved our aim. We were going to have more interest than we could possibly cope with. Julian was thinking the same.

Were going to have to take on new tour guides, maybe other staff as well, or rearrange things so that theres less work. You and I are definitely due for a pay rise, along with some sort of bonus scheme according to how many people we bring in.

Well see about that.

Vanessa had spoken from directly behind me and I jumped around with a guilty start, hoping Julian would defend me if she demanded that I take a beating. Julian responded casually.

It seems fair to me, and you must admit that my idea has generated a lot of extra publicity.

Like I said, well see about that, but theres one thing I want to make absolutely clear. I am not going to be involved in any more of your rituals.

Thats a shame. You were very good. So was Henry.

Dont push your luck, Julian.

Naturally not, and speaking of Henry, what have you done with him?

Hes back at the gatehouse, cleaning the lavatory.

Julian gave a complacent nod and scrolled the page up, pausing briefly to allow Vanessa to see the final picture in the Inquisitors set, in which there was no mistaking the bliss on her face as she sucked on his cock, nor the mess dribbling down her chin, nor what Henry was doing to her. She gave a sharp, angry tut but said nothing, instead leaning forward to read the blog when the first piece of writing came on show.

Hes mad. Why would he think theres anything supernatural about what were doing?

Because thats what he wants to believe, but he doesnt really make sense, does he? I mean, if Im the Devil, why would I need to summon my spirit into somebody elses body?

Julian was as calm as ever, and if Vanessa was flustered it seemed to be purely because of what Henry had done to her and what shed done to him in return, but I couldnt get the image of his face out of my mind or stop myself wondering if the Inquisitor was as misguided as they thought.
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