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Introduction.






Tess has a
weakness for powerful men and persuasive women. The solicitors,
James Thomas and Alice Pennington, were two examples of this. They
persuaded Tess to return to a five-day week at their firm and then
had their wicked way with her during her visit to the office.

Bamboozled by her
latent desire to wear latex and be dominated, Tess doesn’t know
what to make of her chaotic life.

Unfortunately,
Peter found out about her indiscretions and decided that Tess
should be punished during her visit to Red-Mill Hall, a facility
where rich people practice their fetishes unhindered.

This involves
wearing the strictest latex fetish wear imaginable while competing
in games, dressed as a latex clad Puppy-girl; and serving
Puppy-boys while in an extreme maid’s outfit.

She is expected to
complete the crash course in Fetish training, but can the timid
young woman cope with the extreme nature of the training? And, will
Tess receive a Christmas present to remember for all time? Because
this book contains descriptions of sexual and humiliating
situations, along with punishments, it is only suitable for mature
adults over the age of 18.


Chapter 6.1 ~
Visiting a friend.






There were a
couple of cars blocking the drive of Kelly’s house, so the taxi
driver parked the stretched Mercedes a few doors down. I quickly
gulped my drink down and applied some fresh lipstick while the
driver patiently waited. I didn’t have the right shade in my bag,
but it would do.

During those few
minutes, my temperature subsided and my nerves calmed. I was still
aware of the Core’s vibrations, but they had settled down to a slow
cook level. I was jittery though because it wouldn’t take much to
trip me over the edge into a full-blown orgasm. I waited for the
driver to open the door for us.

“I’ll be back at
eleven, girls,” he said while he watched us step out onto the
pavement.

“God, it’s fucking
freezing,” Zoe complained as we set off.

Thankfully, the
snow had held off, but the pavement was sparkling with a layer of
frost.

I grabbed Zoe’s
hand. “If you’re worried about the cold, you should keep your legs
together. We both had a good view of your cute little pussy as you
did your Britney Spears impersonation. Why aren’t you wearing the
thong that came with the dress?”

“The Master’s
orders. No panties and no Roth-Twin. Do you think he’s testing me
to see if I can avoid temptation or is he giving me some equipment
to work with?”

I wasn’t quite
sure what she meant. I raised my fist to gently knock on the door,
but it opened before I could deliver the blow. It was Kelly dressed
in a red spandex minidress. She looked unusually sexy for a girl
who was a conservative dresser.

“My god, Kelly,
have we come to the wrong house?”

She laughed. “Come
in, it’s freezing out there.” We hurried in with our bags, into the
moderate sized hall.

The three of us
kissed and hugged each other as soon as the door closed on the
freezing weather. I had returned home, but in the few days I had
been gone, my life had changed and turned upside down. It was
nearly Christmas and if I was to enjoy it, I needed to know that
Kelly would always be my friend.

She waited while
we both removed our coats. There was soft Christmas music filtering
out from the lounge-diner which put me in a better mood.

“Oh, my god, you
both look fantastic. I love your outfit, Tess,” Kelly said.

“You look great
too,” I retorted. “Merry Christmas, Kells.”

Zoe echoed my
wishes and looked genuinely thrilled to be visiting with me.

Kelly took my arm.
“Tess, dad is going to take mum home in a little while. She’s been
under the weather for a week or two. Come, they’re in the
lounge.”

While Kelly led
the way, she mentioned that Daniel had popped out to get more
booze.

George got to his
feet and walked over to meet us. “Tess, there you are…” The tall,
white haired gentleman gave me a hug. “Merry Christmas.”

“George, this is
Zoe, my girlfriend…”

He raised his
eyebrows and smiled. “Two such beautiful women together! You’ll
dazzle any room you enter.”

“Thanks George and
Merry Christmas…” I was on my way to Sue while Zoe thanked Kelly’s
father for the compliment.

Sue became the
frailer one of the marriage after she recovered from cancer when I
was about fifteen. As a young teenager, I spent a lot of time at
Kelly’s house and almost became part of their family.

She didn’t get up
from the armchair. “Tess, it’s so nice to see you.”

I bent over and
kissed her while wishing her a merry Christmas. Kelly brought two
dining chairs over so that Zoe and I could sit either side of Sue
and chat about old times. Both she and George were open-minded but
didn’t mention our relationship. We exchanged presents but didn’t
unwrap them as per tradition.

Kelly was a good
host and provided us with Bacardi and a selection of cold snacks.
The food was most welcome because I didn’t get any dinner. I was
drinking neat Bacardi to anesthetize myself against the arrival of
Kelly’s brother. For ten or fifteen minutes, I forgot completely
about Daniel and his whereabouts until I heard the front door open
and his dulcet tones calling out.

“Are they here?”
he yelled.

“The boys are
back, Mum,” Kelly said and rolled her eyes.

I stayed sitting
beside Sue and waited for the lad to burst in. Sure enough, the
door flew open and Daniel entered carrying a large pack of
beer.

“Tess, Zoe!” he
exclaimed. “My God, amazing outfits!”

Two more lads
followed him in, carrying a couple of bags each. The first lad was
tall, slim and black. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when
he clapped eyes on us.

Daniel elbowed
him. “I told you they were a couple of horny babes.”

“Daniel,” his
father said. “Keep the crude comments to yourself.”

“Sorry, dad. Just
saying.”

“Daniel, Tess and
Zoe don’t know Gordon,” Kelly said, then put an arm around the
white lad bringing up the rear. “And, this handsome man, Tess, is
Jude.”

I got to my feet
and greeted Kelly’s surprise boyfriend. He seemed like a nice
passive lad, a complete contrast to the other two. The three lads
eventually took the booze through to the kitchen where they planned
to have a smoke before returning.

Alone, with
Kelly’s parents, the five of us had a chat about old times. We had
some good memories to talk about, but George made sure that Zoe
wasn’t left out of the conversation. They couldn’t stay long though
and were soon asking for their coats. We had a few final words with
Sue and George before they set off on their short journey home.

“Shame they had to
go,” Kelly said when she followed me and Daniel back into the
lounge.

“Better they went
now before the roads get too icy,” I pointed out.

Gordon and Jude
were sitting on the settee drinking beer and talking to Zoe, who
was sitting in a provocative pose, in the easy chair vacated by
Sue. The latex skirts were difficult to control so she may have
revealed more than she intended while she got comfortable. I picked
up my drink and sat on the arm of Zoe’s chair, then draped my arm
along the top, above her head.

It was
nine-thirty, so the time was ticking away. “How long can you stay?”
Daniel asked. He was on his feet behind the sofa, opening a fresh
can of beer.

“We can only stay
till eleven,” Zoe said. “We’ve been invited to a party.”

“Is it for
lesbians?” the young black lad asked.

“What are you
like?” Daniel said admonishing his friend while standing behind
him. I could tell that it was fake bravado. He wanted to know as
well.

Gordon looked
around at Kelly’s brother. “You told me they were lesbians.”

“Please take this
as a compliment, girls, but you don’t look like lesbians,” Jude
said.

Kelly stood up.
“Guys, you’re embarrassing the girls.”

Zoe put her hand
on the outside of my right thigh. In contrast to Zoe’s, mine were
firmly together while I balanced on the arm. “We’re not
embarrassed, Kelly. In fact, we enjoy talking about our sexuality
with guys who need educating.”

Kelly looked at
her boyfriend. “Jude, come and sit over here and Daniel sit down.
Zoe is going to explain what it’s like to be a lesbian.”

Jude did as he was
told while Kelly came over, surprising us both. She leant closer
and spoke softly so the others couldn’t hear. “Zoe, I don’t mind
you coming into my house with a bare ass but stop teasing the lads
when you have no intention of satisfying their urges.”

I was speechless
as my friend patted my knee, then retreated to the other armchair
and sat on the arm in a similar manner to the way I was sitting. I
noted that Zoe didn’t change her position and didn’t appear
bothered by my friend’s reaction to her flashing her cute pussy at
the guys. I wondered if Zoe had a plan and hadn’t bothered to tell
me what it was.

“What did you say
to them, sis?” Daniel asked.

“I told them not
to go into detail. To keep the discussion civil.”

“Fuck, sis, you
are a prude. We’re dying to hear what Lesbians get up to.”

“The same as hetro
couples,” Zoe responded. “We love, kiss, fuck, everything. There’s
no mystery, is there babe?” she patted my thigh.

In return, I ran
my fingers through her short, dark hair. “We do everything and love
each other while we’re doing it, Dan.”

“You can’t do
everything,” Jude said entering the conversation.

“Silicone cocks
are just like the real thing, Jude,” Zoe said. A deathly hush
settled on the four onlookers. “And they’re not so messy.”

I found it hard to
keep a straight face after that comment. I could tell that Kelly
was uncomfortable discussing sex in front of her brother and
boyfriend. I wondered if they had been to bed together. Meanwhile
the Core Accumulator began to make its presence felt and as a
result, I began to suffer another trembling fit.

Daniel finally
spoke up. “Zoe, have you ever been shafted by a real man so that
you can compare the difference?”

“Daniel!” His
sister exclaimed. “That’s an awful question.”

Jude took Kelly’s
hand. “I want to hear the answer, babe.” That annoyed her but she
kept quiet.

“Daniel, both of
us have had sex with lads in the past. It’s not the sex act that
puts us off men. It’s the men.”

“How do you mean?”
Gordon asked.

“We prefer our
partners to be more considerate,” I said, weighing in with my
opinion while trying to keep the conversation from going toxic.

“Here, here,”
Kelly said, “Guys can be considerate too though, Tess. Like this
guy here…” She patted Jude’s thick mop of dark hair.

“There are a few,”
Zoe said. “Don’t get me wrong, I like being with guys so long as
they can control themselves.”

“That’s tough,
Zoe, when everything about you is fucking horny,” Gordon said.

“That’s your
problem, not mine, Gordon. I dress this way to please Tess. There
are plenty of hetro girls for you to choose from.”

“Not as fucking
horny as you two,” Daniel responded.

I downed my drink
and slipped off the chair. I took Zoe’s nearly empty glass from her
hand. “Is it alright if I get another drink, Kells?”

“Sure, help
yourself.” She slipped sideways and snuggled closer to Jude.

“I’ll help you,
Tess. I need a smoke.” Daniel said and then followed me into the
kitchen.

That was one thing
about Kelly’s brother. He was utterly predictable!


Chapter 6.2 ~
Distasteful task.






I had never seen
Daniel so smartly dressed. He was wearing a thick woolly mauve
jumper and beige cargo pants. His hair had been trimmed and he was
clean shaven for once. His appearance was a far cry from his usual
scruffy, builder persona. However, a wolf might put a coat on, but
he was still a wolf underneath.

The lads had
placed their cans of beer beside the harder liquor and glasses. I
went to the sink first to rinse both glasses under the tap. “Are
you having a party later?” I asked after turning the tap on.

Daniel came up
behind me and placed his hands on my hips. “Some friends are coming
over later. Stay, we need a red hot chick like you to liven the
party up.”

“Sorry, Dan. We’re
being picked up at eleven.”

The top I was
wearing finished just above the waist of the skirt. It wasn’t
really practical in winter, but it looked good indoors. Daniel
started to push the material up cautiously. I could have stopped
him and would have done under normal circumstances, but I was on a
mission.

He was testing me
to see how far I would let him slide his hands up the corset. When
I didn’t stop him, his fingertips lighted on my medium sized, firm
tits, sitting on the ledges of the quarter bra.

“Oh my god, Tess.
What the fuck?” he whispered in my ear, the moment his fingers
pressed against my soft tit flesh.

He looked over my
right shoulder to get a sighter of my tits. The jacket top had come
apart, giving him a sighter of the top of my tits. His fingers
found my nipples…

“Careful, Dan, I
only like gentle touching…”

He rubbed the
front of his pants against my ass while rubbing my bullet hard
nipples with his fingertips. “Tess, your fucking hot body deserves
to be explored by a man.” He tried to be gentle, but his skin was
rough and his fingers clumsy.

I liked my nipples
to be tenderly manipulated but my body reacted just the same to
rough treatment. I placed the glasses on the draining board, pushed
his hands down, off my tits, then turned to face him. Instead of
moving back, he pushed me against the kitchen cabinet. With my four
inch heels, I was only a couple of inches shorter than him.

“Daniel, you think
with your dick. That’s what I hate about lads. Girls are just
inanimate objects with three holes and two tits, to blokes like
you.”

I stunned him with
my coarse words. “Tess… Tess, you’re not just an object with three
holes. I fucking fancy you so much it hurts.”

He was serious and
that helped me. “Daniel, you stole my panties.”

That threw him
completely. “Er, maybe. I… er, wanted something to remind me of
you.”

I pushed my hand
between us and rubbed his stiff cock through his pants with the
back of my hand. I knew what it looked like because he had been
careless with the lock on the bathroom door on more than one
occasion. The lad was well-endowed but, as far as I knew, he hadn’t
had many girlfriends despite being a couple of years older than
me.

“Daniel, if only
you were more mature…”

“Fuck, Tess. I
build houses. You know what I do for a living. There ain’t nothing
more mature than that.”

“Working on a
building site has made things worse. You and your friends compete
to be the biggest misogynist.”

“Miss… miss
what?”

“It’s someone who
disrespects women.”

“No, that’s not
fair, Tess. I can be nice to girls.” He thought for a moment. “I am
nice to girls.”

“Daniel, I have to
admit, when you smarten up and tone your rhetoric down, you’re a
decent bloke.”

“There you go. Let
me prove that I’m more than a decent bloke…” He placed his hand on
the front of his pants. “It is Christmas…”

I pretended I was
thinking it over. “Seeing as it is the season of good will, I’ll
let you do it just once. Then, you’ve got to forget it ever
happened.”

His reaction and
the expression on his face was priceless. His eyes expanded and his
eyebrows shot up. “Where? When can we do it?”

“Calm down,
Daniel, or you’ll cum in your pants.” With a bloke like Daniel,
being blunt was the only way to communicate with him. “We’ve got to
go back with the drinks. In five or ten minutes, say that you’ve
found some of my stuff and you want to give it back to me.”

He chuckled.
“That’s funny. I have got some stuff you can have back, Tess, and
I’ve been decorating the room today.”

“Concentrate, Dan.
Um, say you want to show me my old room. Sound natural and stay
calm.”

“Good, come
on…”

“By the way,
Daniel, I’m on my period so it will have to be anal.”

“Tess, parting
your cute little butt cheeks will be a fucking pleasure.”

“Okay, help me
with the drinks.”

He tried to run
his hands up under my top again, but I was having none of it. When
I pushed his hands away, he fell into line. While he grabbed a can
for himself, I poured Bacardi into the two glasses I had just
cleaned.

When we entered
the dining end of the room, I could hear Zoe, talking to the
others. “…worked there just over a year.”

“Is that where you
met Tess?”

The conversation
paused while I handed a glass to Zoe and resumed my position on the
arm of Zoe’s chair. Daniel sat down beside Gordon who looked as
though he was expecting a fresh beer.

“We were talking
about ‘Fetish Where?’, babe,” Zoe said to me.

“Have you been
smoking, Tess?” Kelly asked me.

My friend was so
naïve and wanted to mother me. “I had a quick puff. I often do when
I’m drinking.” She looked at me disapprovingly.

During the next
ten minutes, we chatted about the fetish shop in St Albans and my
job at ‘Thomas, Smith & Baker’. We talked about Peter’s
house and our relationship with him. When I said he was like an
uncle to us, the comment caused more trouble than I was expecting.
The location in Houghton Regis, the fact that he was a teaching
consultant, all added to the perceived mystery of our
relationship.

While we chatted,
I became aware of the Core again. It felt more insistent, as though
it was trying to give me a message. Then, the thought occurred to
me that Peter was in control of it, just like the camera. If that
was the case, then I would complain to him and say I didn’t want to
wear it anymore.

“Tess, I have a
confession to make,” Daniel said when there was a pause in the
conversation.

“Oh, what’s
that?”

“When I unpacked
my gear, and put the stuff in the drawers, I found some of your
clothes. There are a few items. I think you should take them with
you when you go.

I sat up, feigning
surprise. “Is it the underwear that mysteriously disappeared?”

“It may be…” He
got to his feet. “Come up and see if it belongs to you. I also want
to show you what your old room looks like now. I’ve decorated
it.”

“Tess, I’m sorry
about my pervert brother,” she said as I passed her. “The room is
worth seeing though.”

I followed Daniel
up the stairs and into my old room. In the space of a couple of
days he had completely redecorated it. He had painted it blue and
put up loads of shelves, something I had been meaning to do but
never got around to doing.

Dan turned to face
me. “Tess, can I see your tits?”

I had to take the
top off to position the camera. “Daniel, if we’re going to do this,
we do it on my terms. Understand?”

“Yes, alright,” he
said hastily. I quickly undid the buttons and removed the top.
“Fuck, what beautiful little tits. Neat underwear, Tess. Working in
that kinky shop must be great. You are so fucking horny.” The words
tumbled out as he studied my body.

“Calm down.”

“Easier said than
done.”

When he reached
out to grab them, I batted his hands away. “You can have another
feel while you’re shafting me, so long as you promise to be
gentle.” I knew I was wasting my breath, but I had to try.

“Alright. Do you
want to get on the bed?”

I needed something
sturdy because I was experiencing a serious case of tremors,
brought on by the Core Accumulator. “No, I’ll kneel on the
ottoman.”

“Huh, I was going
to chuck that old thing out. Maybe I’ll keep it if you want to pop
by again.”

I went over to the
chair at the dressing table and draped my top over it, ensuring the
camera/pin was pointing at the ottoman. It was still standing at
the end of the bed. Three feet long and two feet wide, the lift-up
lid was upholstered in pink velour fabric. It was cushioned and
would be comfortable to kneel on.

“Daniel, this is a
one-off. Say it back to me.”

“Tess, I won’t
expect anything more after tonight.”

He was finding it
hard to contain his excitement. I climbed on the ottoman and
positioned my knees as wide as they would go and pushed my ass
back.

“Aren’t you going
to take your skirt off?”

“No. Lift it onto
my back and pull the back of the panties apart.”

The moment of
reckoning had come. Like a puppet on a string, I was dancing to
Peter’s tune. I could cope with the task, but I was beginning to
worry about his next demand…


Chapter 6.3 ~
Bizarre lifestyle.






I felt Daniel lift
my skirt. “Lord, what a shit hot little ass you’ve got Tess.”
Having lifted the skirt out of the way, he tried to pull my panties
off my ass, but they came apart, exposing my crack to him. “That’s
clever. Red satin and a back door. Fuck Tess… What the fuck kind of
kinky shit is this?”

He had spotted the
flat metal bands attached to the corset and the shield covering my
clitoral flesh; or he could have been referring to the blazing red
stripes that the cane had left on my milky white cheeks. He traced
one of the metal bands downward with a finger. I was desperate for
him to get on with it. The vibrations were intensifying.

“Ignore it,
Daniel. Just do it and shoot your load.”

“I want to know
what the fuck is pressing against your clit and who beat your cute
little ass.”

“It’s a lesbian
chastity device, if you must know. It protects my vagina from being
penetrated.”

“What about the
thrashing?”

“I was a bad girl
and Zoe punished me.”

“Fuck, you
lesbians get up to some kinky shit, Tess. Look, I’ve got to dip my
wick in your minge to juice it up. It looks okay…”

I took a deep
breath and tried to get a grip of myself. The steel vibrator within
me wasn’t letting up. “You won’t get far…”

He had already
released his cock, for moments later I felt his knob prodding my
succulent entrance. “You lesbians,” he muttered, then penetrated my
quim as far as the Core would allow. “Fuck, Tess. Zoe did this to
you?”

His knob prodding
back and forth in the shallow confines of my quim fanned the flames
of the approaching orgasm. “Yes. Get on with it before the others
wonder where we are.”

I closed my eyes
and gripped the edge of the ottoman, while intense, nerve jangling
sensations welled in my belly. A thrill so powerful, it began to
overwhelm me.

He placed a hand
on my ass to steady me. “Oh, fuck, do It, do it,” I gasped.
“Ugggggggh,” I groaned when his blunt crown forced its way through
the obstinate ring of muscles.

“Fuck, Tess, hang
on,” he muttered as he exerted enough power to impale me until he
was tight up against my ass cheeks.

The dual
sensations from the Core and his shaft plunging into my rectum, was
enough to ignite an orgasmic wildfire that raced around my nervous
system and set my body jangling with unbelievable intensity.

A second voice
dimly registered in my consciousness, close by as Daniel reached
under me in search of my tits. “Jesus, Dan, is that the way
lesbians like it?”

Because I was so
absorbed by the pleasurable sensations created by the Core device,
I didn’t comprehend what was happening and that the situation was
about to get out of hand…

“Fucking right…”
Daniel responded.

Peter obviously
had his finger on the controller and was determined to render me
helpless while Daniel pounded his cock into my rectum. The orgasm
that rippled through my body had me shuddering uncontrollably.

“Do you think
she’ll blow me while you drill her booty?”

“Ask her…”

My head was down
and I had become so deeply enmeshed in an all-consuming orgasm, I
was disorientated. When the lad stood in front of me, lifted my
chin and pushed the plum-like knob of his black cock toward my
lips, I could only think of Doctor Henry and the way he had
dominated me.

“Tess, do you want
some of this?” the black lad asked.

I opened my mouth
to say something, whereupon the lad popped his dick in, filling it
instantly. Gripped by an orgasm that continued to surge through my
body from my head to my toes, I tried to struggle, but Daniel had a
firm grip of my hips while Gordan held my chin firmly.

“Ugggggh!” I
groaned when Gordon eagerly pushed his knob to the back of my
throat in search of the tight grip my oesophagus would provide.

“Tess, gobble as
much as you can… That’s great…”

Trembling with an
intensity I had never experienced before, I desperately tried to
focus on my breathing. Gordon’s long black cock was jerking back
and forth and more of it was disappearing into my mouth with each
thrust. Then, when Gordon was confident of his stroke, he gripped
my head with both hands and picked up speed.

“Christ, Daniel,
this babe is fucking hot,” Gordon muttered.

“Ugggggggh” I
groaned softly while totally emersed in a different world from the
lads, both of whom were about to shoot their load in opposite
directions.

They weren’t the
source of my pleasure trip. It was solely down to the Roth, buried
deep in my quim; and by extension, Peter, who must have had his
fingers on the controls. Then, the thrills began to dim. Later, I
thought that he must have switched it off just before the lad’s had
their big moments.

“Enough!” I said
as soon as they had both withdrawn from my orifices.

I was pleased to
see the black lad tucking his dick away. “Thanks, Tess. You’ve made
my Christmas.”

“Go down first.
Gordon,” I said. The lad nodded at Daniel, then hurried out of the
room. “Close my panties, Daniel,” I said, looking over my
shoulder.

“Sure, sure,” he
said eagerly. “It’s a shame to cover such a fucking hot little ass
like yours. Zoe is so fucking lucky to be able to play with this
whenever she wants.”

I swivelled and
sat up. “That’s the way I like it.”

“What do you think
about her not wearing panties?”

“That’s up to her,
Daniel. Forget about what happened tonight. It’s a Christmas treat.
Find yourself a girlfriend.” I pointed across the room. “Fetch my
top for me.”

He brought it over
and instantly revealed that he hadn’t been listening to me. “Kelly
was horrified when Zoe parted her legs.” He chuckled. “Come on,
let’s go and see if she’s still flashing her cute cunt…”

When we arrived
downstairs, I was pleased to find that Zoe had cleaned up her act.
She was sitting up, chatting with Kelly and they were on their own.
She wanted to know what I thought about the room. When I praised
Dan’s decorating skills, Kelly was pleased and happy that I was
getting along with her brother.

The lads spent a
lot of time drinking beer and smoking in the kitchen, which suited
us three girls down to the ground. We had half an hour to reminisce
about our past and I couldn’t resist telling Jude and Zoe a few
funny stories about Kelly.

There was no more
talk about lesbians and sex, but the lads couldn’t help staring at
us while I sat and cuddled Zoe. From that evening onwards, I
guessed that I would have a difficult time, whenever I popped in to
see Kelly if her brother was home.

My worries were
confirmed when Zoe and I said goodbye to the three lads and Kelly.
Daniel escorted us to the car and whispered that he couldn’t wait
to see me in the new year. I nearly said, ‘not if I see you
first’, but I didn’t want to ruin his day. It was Christmas Eve
after all…


Chapter 6.4 ~ The
aftermath.






I was expecting
the car to be empty and take us back to Peter’s house, before going
on to the party. However, two of the rear seats were occupied by
Peter and Doctor Henry. Two boxes were sitting on the seat between
them. Petra, who was looking stunning, in a black latex catsuit was
sitting in the front with the driver but there was no sign of
Penny, which surprised me.

My Master waited
until we were comfortable and had a drink in our hands before
quizzing me.

“How did it go
with the irrepressible, Daniel, Tess? Did you complete your
mission?”

I stared at Peter
and tried to read his thoughts. “Um, didn’t you watch the video
feed live, Sir?”

“Tess, I asked you
a question. I want an answer.”

“Sorry, Sir. Um, I
did as you asked. Daniel was only too pleased to receive his
Christmas present when I explained it was a one-off gift.”

“Tess. describe
what happened, every detail, from the moment your friend greeted
you on her doorstep. Don’t leave anything out because tomorrow we
will compare your version with the video record.”

It took me about
twenty minutes to recount the entire experience. The three men sat
transfixed and only showed surprise when I explained what happened
when Gordon crept into the bedroom. They didn’t admonish me for
straying beyond my remit, but I didn’t think Peter was happy that I
let the lads simultaneously drill me at both ends.

Peter waited until
I finished before telling me to drop onto all fours. He wanted me
in that position so that Doctor Henry could replace my Core
accumulator with an empty one. Replacing the Accumulator was an
easy task, but I didn’t enjoy Doctor Henry’s performing such an
intimate act on me.

Then, the black
doctor surprised me. “Tess, it’s time to fit your collar and anal
plug.”

“Oh, is that for
the tail?” I remembered that there was one in the accessory
pack.

“Yes, you will be
wearing a tail at the event, but we’ll fit it there when you change
into your latex outfit.”

“Oh, I thought I
would be wearing this outfit with a tail.”

Peter shook his
head. “No. Because you wanted to go to your friends, and they have
changing facilities at the venue, I altered my plans. I hope you’re
grateful, Tess.”

“Oh, yes, I am,
Master. It was lovely to see Kelly and her parents.”

“Good, we’re
nearly there so let Doctor Henry fit your collar, then dip your
back and relax your anal muscles.”

Peter handed
Doctor Henry a collar unlike any I had seen before. The wide but
thin strip was made of black plastic. I noticed that there were
metal strips incorporated in the surface. After wrapping it around
my neck, he fastened it at the back by adding a slightly thicker
strip that felt as though it glued the ends together.

Then, came the
painful part. Doctor Henry had a ready greased butt plug which he
eased into my tight orifice. While I groaned, his hands were all
over my ass, supposedly massaging the ache away.

He fixed my
panties and allowed me to return to my seat. I was red faced and
flustered after providing a lewd show for the men in the back of
the moving car. The car approached a set of gates and when the
driver lowered his window, the guard scanned his pass, then waved
him through. With my back to the driver, I was unable to see much
of the building we were approaching.

The car stopped
and the window was lowered once again. “Do any of the passengers
need the changing facility?” the person asked.

“Yes, we have one
girl, Tess, for the submissive role and a second girl, Zoe, will be
her minder.”

“Park in bay five
and an attendant will come out and collect them.”

As soon as the car
had manoeuvred into a parking space, the driver switched the engine
off. “Um, what is the submissive role, Master?”

“Tonight, Tess,
you will play the role of a Puppy-girl, while Zoe will be your
minder.” He saw the disappointed look on my face. “Tess, these are
the roles I decided for you when we discovered that you needed to
be punished. I had to inform the organizers early because there’s a
quota of puppy-girls that must match the number of groups attending
the event numbers. The punishment will be over by breakfast time
and your indiscretions will be forgotten. You’re both going to be
wearing latex suits tonight and you’re going to have fun!”

Both men looked
smug and happy with the arrangements. I was going to ask for more
detail about the Puppy-girl costume when someone came to the car
window on Petra’s side. “Doctor Finch’s car?”

“Yes,” Petra
replied.

“Two girls for the
changing room?” the man asked.

Peter opened his
door. He picked up the top box and handed it to me. “That’s yours,
Tess.” I was on my way out into the freezing weather when Peter
handed Zoe the other box. Peter gave the man two gold discs that
looked like the ones fitted to the collar on the cat suit I wore,
only larger.

Shivering from the
cold, I held the box tightly to my body as we followed the man into
a building, through a pair of double doors. The man was dressed in
a thick rollneck jumper and had a scarf draped around his neck. The
single story building was attached to a much larger structure, but
in the darkness I couldn’t define its likely purpose. Thankfully,
it was warm inside.

He led us down a
corridor and stopped at a door. After opening it, he stood in the
doorway. He looked at one of the disks, then at us. “I have a
Puppy-girl called Tess…?” I held my hand up.

“Okay, show her
in,” a man replied from within.

I was perturbed
because I was being split up from Zoe. She didn’t look happy
either. As I entered the room, the man handed one of the disks to
me, then closed the door behind me. The room looked as though it
was used for many purposes. There were two blue fitness mats in the
centre of the space and one entire wall was covered with
mirrors.

On the other side,
there was a long stout bench, up against the wall. Stacked on top
and beneath it were dozens of clear plastic containers. Most were
full of clothes, but some were empty.

The man standing
in front of the desk, at the far end, was wearing smart grey pants
and a white shirt, unbuttoned at the neck. His sleeves were rolled
up and his sandy coloured hair was dishevelled. He pushed the
glasses he was wearing up, onto the bridge of his nose as he
studied me.

He held his hand
out. “Give me your disk, girl and place the box on the desk.”

As I approached, I
turned the disk over in my hand. It said ‘TESS’ and in tiny
script beneath my name, 22-12-22. Then, in big letters on
the flips side, ‘Doctor Finch’. I relaxed a little, as I
handed it to the man, thinking that I would be with my Master
during the party.


Chapter 6.5 ~ The
Puppy suit.






I set the box down
and watched the stranger open the lid. It contained a sparkling
purple latex suit. I was going to say ‘wow’ but thought better of
it.

“I see you are
wearing the correct collar. What about a Core Accumulator?”

“Yes, Sir. I’ve
been wearing it since this afternoon.”

“Alright, let’s
get you undressed. Fetch an empty storage box. Take it to a mat and
start undressing. Make sure you fold everything neatly before
placing it in the box.”

I fetched a box
and set it down by the side of the mat. After dropping my bag in
it, I took my coat off and dropped that in too. I then detached the
skirt and removed my shoes and stockings. The final items were the
jacket and bra. While I was putting them in the box, the man had
placed the latex Puppy suit on the floor.

I was expecting it
to be similar in style to the catsuit I wore at ‘Fetish
Where?’ so I was surprised when he started to spread it out.
“Oh, it’s different,” I exclaimed.

While hunkering
down as he positioned parts of the suit, he looked up at me. “As a
novice, I don’t expect you to know the procedure, but I do expect
you to do as you’re told without question. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Better. Take you
panties off and get down on your hands and knees beside the suit.
I’ll fetch a roll of tape.”

I was exasperated.
I thought Peter was taking me to a grand Christmas party, where we
would have fun, dance and enjoy an evening together. I was
crestfallen as I slipped my panties down and deposited them in the
box. The man was approaching as I dropped to my hands and
knees.

I prodded the
latex. “Um, is this an actual Puppy suit…?”

He stopped and put
his hands on his hips. “Yes. That’s your role tonight.”

“Have I got to
crawl around on all fours?” I asked

“Yes, now rest
your head on your arms while I remove your corset and Core
Accumulator. Just so that you know, my name is Doctor Howe and I’m
a General Practitioner, so you’re in safe hands.”

I was relieved
that he was going to remove the tight corset and the metal Core
device, but I was concerned about having to wear a Puppy-girl suit.
The doctor had a small tool with a handle that unlocked the metal
bands that secured the Core to the corset.

The corset simply
unzipped, then after the doctor fetched a box, similar to the one
Peter stored the metal cylinders in, he withdrew the Accumulator
from my quim.

“Tess, move
sideways onto the suit and put your knees on these pads.” He
pointed to the two spots for me to kneel. “Now, lift your feet so I
can bind your legs in the folded position.”

He bound my legs
using the tape, then started the process of fitting the suit by
drawing the latex up my folded legs. It was tight and he needed to
sprinkle powder over my legs to be able to get the latex skin as
far as my ass.

He spent a minute
positioning the gusset and easing my lips through the slots, then
pulled the suit beyond my mons and up to my lower back. At that
point, I realized that the suit zipped up the front, from
approximately the navel area.

When he told me to
sit back onto my heels, I felt pressure on my clitoral flesh once
again. When I looked down at the apex of my thighs, I saw that a
similar metal strip was in the same position as before. There was a
difference though, for my lips were protruding through two slots,
one either side of the metal strip. Because my lips were plump,
they almost hid the intruder from sight.

I was in a daze
and couldn’t quite comprehend why Peter and his friends in the
‘Respect Fellowship’ were holding such a bizarre party at
Christmas time. I didn’t realize the extent that the Fellowship
were enmeshed in kinky fetishes like latex and bondage. Even I, a
lover of latex, couldn’t imagine what awaited me when I was finally
led into the Christmas party…

Having drawn the
latex up as far as my belly and lower back, the doctor paused to
tape my hands into fists. He then applied powder to the rest of my
body and rubbed it into my skin, taking more time with my arms and
shoulders. I sighed with disappointment. It was nearly midnight and
there I was being squeezed into a latex Puppy-girl suit.

“Push your fists
into the armholes,” the doctor commanded.

I discovered that
getting my fists to the end of the sleeves was the most difficult
part. When they finally snuggled into the paws, I was astonished at
how realistic the shape looked. With both hands and arms sheathed
in fragrant latex rubber, the doctor pulled the suit’s collar up at
the back to cover the collar I was wearing.

He was then able
to concentrate on the front. Like the dress I wore home on that
fateful day I met my Master for the first time, the Puppy-girl suit
had holes for my nipples. The doctor took his time to ensure my
nipples were poking through the holes before pulling the heavy-duty
zip up to the collar.

Once again, I
found my waist being pulled in by the restrictive suit but
thankfully it wasn’t as tight as the corset. The doctor stood up to
examine his handywork.

“Excellent, the
suit is a perfect fit. I’ll fetch the hood and after I’ve fitted
it, I’ll insert the Core Accumulator.”

I dropped to my
paws and stared at my image in the wall mirror. I was gobsmacked at
how small and animalistic my body looked. Then, when I checked out
my ass, I was horrified to see my white labia lips so pronounced
and lewdly visible framed against the purple latex suit.

“Do I have to wear
a hood, Doctor?” I asked when he returned carrying the hood and a
controller.

“Yes. It’s an
important part of the costume. Sit back, girl!”

I returned to sit
on the mat and then cringed while the doctor pulled the hood onto
my head from the front. It was in fact a full hood, but thankfully
there were large holes for my eyes and mouth. The doctor deftly
tucked my hair when he pulled the zip down at the back. The hood
had pointy dog ears and a doggie shaped nose. With my head covered,
I hoped the doctor had finished, but he still had to add the
finishing touches.

There was a black
dog collar and then, when I was on all fours, he fitted the
matching purple tail, which stood erect and therefore failed to
hide my girly secrets. The enhancements only made me more
embarrassed by my appearance

He hunkered down
in front of me and clipped the gold disc to the front of my collar.
He then picked up the remote. “I’m going to arm your collar, then
fit your Core accumulator.” He pushed a button on the controller.
“Tess, from now on, every time you try and say something, the
electronic collar will make your vocal cords emit the sounds that
dogs make, like barks, growls or whining sounds.”

I didn’t believe
him. “Ruff, ruff!” My brain froze as it hit home that he was
telling the truth. ‘You’re joking’, came out as two barks. I
tried saying other words, sentences but the only sounds emerging
from my throat were canine-like.

“Enough now, girl.
I don’t want to hear another bark. I’m going to insert your Core
accumulator and then I can take you through to the stage.”

He lifted the lid
of the box he had placed on the floor. The box contained six
beakers like the one Peter possessed, but the beakers were filled
with stainless-steel Cores that were different sizes. He picked out
one of the larger ones. It was the same length as the one he
withdrew from my vagina, but fatter.

“This one, Tess,
is a competition Core.” He held it by the stalk and showed it to
me. “The end has a sensor. If a finger, tongue or cock pushes it,
you will be rewarded. The pulsations intensify and as your orgasm
strengthens, you produce more cream. More cream means more points
in the competition.”

“Ruuuuuu,” I
whined, trying to show my displeasure at having to have an even
bigger Cor inserted in my vagina.

“Girl, when you
get your instructions, listen carefully to the rules. By the way,
the Core Accumulator won’t be switched on until the competition
starts.”

While I absorbed
the astonishing information, the doctor went behind me and slowly
but firmly slid the perforated cylinder into my quim. “Ruuuuuu,” I
complained, when it stretched my vagina almost beyond its
capacity.

The impalement was
over when the oval metal contact magnetically locked onto the one
pressing hard against my clitoral flesh. The flat metal stalk
pressed against the back of my vagina and wouldn’t impede anyone
from penetrating me. I was horrified at being turned into a sex toy
by Peter’s associates. It was an awful prospect to think about and
because I had nothing else to occupy my mind, I was miserable.

The doctor clipped
a leash to the back of my collar and stood up. “Have you had any
training at Red-Mill Hall, Tess?”

I shook my head.
“Ruuu,” which was supposed to sound like ‘No!’.

“Alright, keep up
with me and follow my commands.”

We headed towards
a door to the right of the desk and as he passed, he picked up a
thin cane from the surface. As he led me out into the hall it
dawned on me that my bulging labia was particularly vulnerable and
an easy target if he felt inclined to hurt me. I resolved to try
and behave so that he wouldn’t have any reason to target my
sensitive, puffy lips.

I was surprised
that I could crawl at a good pace, even though the latex was quite
thick and tight. Despite its firm grip on my body and the
imprisoned sensations I was feeling, I gained some solace in the
pleasure I felt when wearing latex. A Puppy-girl suit in the right
place and at the right time might be fun but having to wear it in
front of an audience scared me witless.

The restrictive
suit and the feel of latex rubber against my skin, plus the smell,
triggered my libido and made me quiver with anticipation. The
cushioned paws helped on the hard floor as I tried to keep up with
the guy. Despite some compensatory feelings, I was disgruntled and
deeply disappointed at what was happening to me. I hated the way
Peter had coerced me into thinking that I was going to have a good
time, then consigned me to such a bizarre role at the party.

I got a sense of
the original purpose of the building as I trotted past several
doors along the well-lit corridor. I guessed that it used to be, or
still was, a theatre. The door we were approaching had the word
‘STAGE’ on it and the distant thrum of seasonal music was
getting louder.

The door opened
onto the back of the stage which for the time being was separated
from the audience by the curtain. The doctor led me over to where
the Puppy-girls were lined up, while on the other side, the
handlers, wearing colourful catsuits to match the Puppy-girl, were
standing in a group.

I looked eagerly
across the stage to see if I could see Zoe among the latex clad
young women. I was stymied for a moment by the others blocking my
view, then I spotted my friend wearing matching sparkling mauve
purple. When she caught my eye, my spirits instantly lifted because
with her by my side, I might be able to cope with the embarrassing
competition that awaited us.


Chapter 6.6 ~ The
competition.






A man with a
clipboard came over. He looked relieved. “Doctor, I was beginning
to wonder if we would get ten…” He took the leash and led me over
to where nine other puppy girls were sitting with their leashes
curled up on the floor in front of them.

The man with the
clipboard pointed by his feet. “Sit there and wait for your
instructions.”

I was on the end
of a raggedy line of ten Puppy-girls and we were sitting about
three feet apart. We were wearing different colour Puppy suits,
probably so that the audience could tell us apart when the
competition started. My mind was working overtime trying to imagine
what the contest would look like.

The lowered
curtain was about six feet in front of us and beyond that the
audience. A band was playing carols over to the right of the hall.
From the general hubbub, I guessed the auditorium was packed with
members of the ‘Respect Fellowship’. To our left was a group
of organizers discussing, I assumed, the schedule. Behind them,
stood the handlers looking spectacular in their multicoloured
catsuits and full hoods.

They, however,
didn’t have dog ears on their hoods, but they were wearing black
collars with gold disks hanging from them like the Puppy-girls. So,
in one sense, they were also imprisoned in their suits, even though
they were going to have authority over the Puppy-girls. It was a
no-brainer which role I thought I deserved. Once again I got the
rough end of the stick.

The guy with the
clipboard and a female assistant dressed in a pink latex dress and
wielding a thin cane, came and started urging us to straighten the
line. The man tapped my head with his board. “Sit upright girl.
Hold your head up.”

I perked myself up
which pleased him. I saw him focus on my nipples for a second, then
my bulging labia which was almost resting on the floor, then he
moved down the line. When he and the girl were happy, they both
stood in the centre of the line with their backs to the
curtain.

“Puppies. Lift
your paws up into the begging pose,” the girl said and then waited
for us to assume the ridiculous pose. She continued. “When the
curtain rises, your handler will lead you down the centre platform.
Then, after a short presentation, she will lead you back. Red, who
performed here last year, will go first so watch carefully. When
all ten of you have been seen by the audience, the members of the
fellowship will have their first vote on which team they think is
the most attractive and accomplished.”

The man took over.
“Once the voting is closed, you will be led by your handler down to
the main floor and taken from group to group for closer inspection.
Remember, Puppies, the men are going to want to intimately examine
you. The more contact your Core has, the more chance you have of
filling your accumulator. Every moment of excitement you enjoy
during your journey among the member groups will increase your
chances of winning the first prize. By the way, this year the prize
is a pair of Rolex watches.”

They let that
stunning piece of news sink in, then the girl continued. “After
you’ve visited nine of the ten groups – you can’t visit your own –
your handler will bring you back to the stage where there will be a
further round of betting. Finally, with two rounds of scores on the
scoreboard, the pairs will be allowed to join their team for ten
minutes. Then, the top three will return to the stage for the final
round.”

The young woman
handed over to the guy. “After the three finalists have had their
Accumulator withdrawn, they will be ready for the show stopping
finale. Once the audience has voted and the Accumulator’s contents
measured, we will have a winner. Then, those three pairs will be
able to change and join their groups for the rest of the party. The
other seven Puppy-girls will remain in their suits until they go
home”

As soon as the
pair left us to digest the instructions, I looked along the line to
judge the reaction of the other girls. Unfortunately, the hoods
scuppered that idea. I had no idea how difficult it was going to be
to get into the top three, but it was worth making an effort to get
some time with Peter.

An organizer had
been briefing the 10 handlers while the pair talked to us. He then
led them over and I was finally reunited with my friend. Zoe looked
incredible in the tight fitting catsuit. It looked just as tight as
the suit I was wearing. The hood was similar to mine, so
thankfully, I was able to make eye contact with her.

Her nipples were
thrusting like mine through small, strategically placed holes while
the suit had a slot identical to mine at the apex of her thighs.
Because I could see the slight glint of steel between her puffy
lips, I concluded that she too was wearing a Core Accumulator.

“Girls,” the man
with the clipboard began. “Stand still and no talking until after
the first round, then you will be allowed to discuss tactics for
the second round while you have a ten minute break.”

So, as the curtain
began to rise, I knew one thing for certain. The next hour or two
was going to be an uncomfortable and embarrassing experience for
both of us.

A bank of bright
lights dazzled me for a minute, then I was able to make out the
amazing scene before me. There was a four feet wide runway down the
centre of the room. Halfway along it was a circular section about
20 feet in diameter, then beyond that, at the end was another,
similar circular section. My anxiety increased tenfold when I saw
the audience and the way the groups were arranged.

Each of the ten
groups contained about ten people. They had been provided with a
circular area with a low wall surrounding about two thirds of the
perimeter. A purpose made flat cushion had been provided for people
to sit cross legged on. Large scatter cushions littered every
group’s enclosure for the people to lean against.

The Roman-style
style of seating was eye-opening, but the outfits the guests were
wearing were even more startling. Based on Roman togas, the men and
women’s outfits were a different colour for each team, I assumed to
match their Puppy-girl and handler. My eyes lighted on the purple
group, beyond the blue team on our right. There were some familiar
faces among the ten people in the group and some strangers.

Peter looked
magnificent in a purple, gold trimmed toga that was on the short
side for someone who was lounging on the floor. He, like everyone
else in the hall stood up as the curtain lifted. Beside him stood
Petra in a semi-transparent gauze dress. Peter and Petra were
wearing slim gold crowns to signify, I assumed, that they were the
main pair in the group.

There was a large
Christmas tree standing in the corner of the hall and decorations
had been hung on all three walls. The music which I thought was a
band, was only a pre-recorded tape. It was the strangest Christmas
party that I had ever been to.

There was a ripple
of applause as a woman dressed in latex climbed the steps on the
left, up onto the stage, and stood behind the microphone to make an
announcement. Tall, blonde and wearing a sparkling grey latex dress
with short skater-style skirts, the middle-aged woman looked like
someone who might be in charge of the whole event.

“Members of the
‘Respect Fellowship’, welcome to the twenty-fourth Christmas
extravaganza. I won’t bore you with a load of waffle, except to
say. twenty, twenty-two has been our most successful year to date.”
She waited for another round of applause to die down. “Instead of
boring you all, I’m going to kick off our Puppy-girl competition,
which, as you can see, is in latex this year. I know you’re all
looking forward to it, so let’s get the ball rolling.”

The lady turned
around to watch a large electronic board be wheeled onto the stage
from the wings. The black monolithic structure was tall and narrow.
There were ten rows down and four columns across on the electronic
readout.

I immediately
noticed that ‘Purple’ was the last on the list and ‘Red’ was on the
top. That linked with our positions in the line. Each name had its
colour next to it like its own flag. The last two columns were
blank, basically because no one had scored any points yet.

The lady went to
the microphone again and pointed at the board. “The scoring for
this competition is easy. After each pair perform, either on the
stage or in the arenas, you give them marks out of ten. You cannot
vote for your own pair, and they cannot visit your arena. Each pair
is allowed three minutes on the catwalk and five minutes in each
arena. If they stay longer, they will get a nasty surprise. After
each round, the computer will calculate the ranking. Those points
are what will appear on the board, with the top rank pair getting
twelve points and the second pair getting nine points and then down
to one.” She turned toward us. “Red team, are you ready?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the
latex clad handler replied.

“The minute you
walk on the catwalk, your time starts.”

I was bemused by
the competition. Surely, the audience wouldn’t be able to see much
difference between us during a three minute walk. The lights went
down until there was total darkness apart from a spotlight trained
on the pair and two huge TV screens, one on either side of the
hall.

The moment the
pair stepped off the stage, onto the runway, a buzzer sounded. The
slim girl, leading the Puppy-girl, walked with her shoulders back,
while her Puppy trotted along, tail wagging, as though it was her
natural gait. The TV screens provided closeup action as well as
showing a digital readout of the time left for their
performance.

At the halfway
point, the handler stopped and turned through ninety degrees. At
the other girl’s direction, the Puppy did the same so that they
were facing each other. The handler leant forward, exposing her
rear end to the audience behind her while simultaneously
encouraging the Puppy-girl to lift her mouth to her nipples and
give them a good suck. The handler tapped her charge’s ass with the
cane to make the act look more aggressive.

They only did that
for a few seconds and then the handler stood and led the Puppy-girl
to the end where they repeated the act so that every team had a
good look at their intimate parts. The clock showed 90 seconds had
passed so there was plenty of time for them to vary their
performance. When the handler stood slowly and parted her legs, the
Puppy kissed her tummy then started licking her pussy for all she
was worth.

The handler had
time to turn and make her ‘pet’ lap her labia and penetrate her
from the rear. They timed it to perfection with the buzzer going
just as they stepped back on the stage. The audience loved it and
gave them a huge round of applause. There was a minute pause while
the groups conferred and then gave their score out of ten. Moments
later, the yellow team stepped onto the catwalk.

I would never have
imagined that I would be entertained by such a bizarre sex show,
but as each pair took to the catwalk, I became fascinated by the
spectacle, just like every other person in the hall…


Chapter 6.7 ~ On
the leash.






It was a
nerve-racking half hour as the pairs each had their three minutes
under the spotlight. In some cases, the girls copied the red pair’s
performance while others varied their routine. When the lights came
up, in between each performance, I observed a lot of depravity
being practiced. Not out and out sex, but some of the people in the
groups were fondling each other and not giving their full attention
to the show.

The Pink team, who
were the ninth pair to go, got a laugh, when, at the first circular
stage, the handler got down on her hands and knees and pretended to
be a Puppy-boy mounting her bitch. It enabled them to show the
audience both of their rear ends and in particular their plump
labia. Their unusual sex acts received more applause than the
others. The pink latex clad girl’s routine ended in a rush because
they had almost run out of time.

With a vacant
space beside us, Zoe, speaking in a low voice, gave me some
instructions. She had noticed, like me that the vibrations from our
core accumulators were more intense. As well as an increase in
vaginal stimulation, I was becoming agitated and anxious about our
approaching performance.

Most of the pairs
had avoided the use of the cane but Zoe told me, among other
things, that she was going to whack me a few times. She knew that I
had already received six strokes from Peter so I hoped she would go
easy on me.

Finally, we were
called onto the catwalk. The hooter went and we were off. Right
from the start, Zoe landed a few blows on my bobbing ass to urge me
to quicken my pace. I trotted along with my head held high and the
annoying tail swaying from side to side.

At the halfway
point, Zoe bent over and grabbed her ankles. Then, as she turned to
show the audience what a deliciously sexy ass she had, I tried to
keep up with her sashaying ass and lap her sex whenever she paused.
She bent her knees so that I could remain on all fours, thus
increasing the crowd’s entertainment. They loved it so much, the
pressure was on to do better on the end stage.

When we arrived,
Zoe dropped to the ground and encouraged me to crawl onto her body
so that my knees were either side of her head. I wiggled my ass and
wagged my tail for all the members on that side of the hall. I then
dipped my head and lapped Zoe’s sex while she spread her thighs
wide. We only had about 30 seconds left, but the audience had a
great view of the action either by directly watching us, or viewing
the video feed on the big screens

While I went down
on the teenager, she lifted her head and pressed her mouth against
my sex. Again, everyone liked our sexually charged performance.
Being dressed in tight latex, it was a scramble for Zoe to get back
on her feet, but she was up quickly. I had come close to an orgasm
which meant I was trembling uncontrollably when we set off for the
stage.

On the way back,
Zoe beat my ass and landed a couple of blows on my defenceless
labia lips. More applause followed when they saw me jump each time
the cane bit my sensitive flesh. Those blows and all the other
sensory stimulations triggered the weirdest orgasm I had ever
experienced. Painful and yet intensely pleasurable.

When we returned
to our spot in the line, tears were rolling down my face.
“Ruuuuuuuu,” I whined while my labia sizzled, but I had to sit and
tremble in line while the votes were cast.

The woman in the
grey latex outfit walked slowly along the line, with a microphone,
stopping occasionally to chat to a handler. Their words were
transmitted to the audience and the interview was shown on the
screen. She was killing time while the computer calculated the
scores. After chatting to three other handlers, she stopped to
speak to Zoe.

She reached out
and held Zoe’s medallion hanging from her collar. “So, Zoe, you
belong to Doctor Finch and you’re a novice?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I think he’ll be
pleased with your performance.”

“It’s a pity he
can’t vote for us,” Zoe said with a cheeky lilt to her voice.

The crowd laughed
and applauded. “Oh,” she responded. “A girl with attitude. I think
Peter has got his work cut out with this little madam,” she said to
the crowd and received another laugh. She put her finger on her
earpiece. “Wait, I think we have the first set of scores.”

I was relieved
when she left us and strode across the stage to stand behind the
scoreboard. Holding the microphone. She reeled off the results “The
computer has analysed your votes and points have been awarded
accordingly. Yellow has received one point.” There was polite
applause.

With the loss of
the exciting sensations, I became frustrated and angry that I was a
competitor in such a crass competition. Weirdly though, my heart
leapt every time she announced the next score. By the time six
colours had received their scores, our colour hadn’t been called
out. When Zoe put her hand on my shoulder, I looked up to see
excitement in her eyes. She mouthed the words, ‘I’m
sorry’.

“Blue has received
seven points. Red has received eight points…”

She paused to
watch the fever pitch reaction coming from the audience. I heard
several people calling out ‘Pink’, possibly hoping that the
12 points were going to be awarded to them.

“We’re down to the
last two, folks. Alright…” She paused to add to the tension. “Pink
has received nine points…” Zoe did a little jig and accidentally
yanked the leash. “So, there only one team left. Yes, you guessed
it. Twelve points go to purple, Doctor Finch’s team.”

The hall erupted
in the loudest round of applause that night. Heads had turned
toward him, as did the cameras, instead of at us. It was farcical
and yet I wasn’t surprised after all I had experienced that
evening.

“I’m going to
interview the leaders of the competition while the girls have a
drinks break.” The woman set off in our direction.

Before she
arrived, Zoe had dropped to the floor in front of me and, like the
other handlers, seated herself cross legged. Zoe wasn’t bothered
that her sex blossomed when the slot in the catsuit’s gusset,
previously gripping her lips, had spread apart. The oval
stainless-steel metal plate crushing her clitoral flesh was visible
for all to see.

The woman in grey
latex arrived and after hunkering down pushed the microphone in
Zoe’s direction. A small drone hovered about eight feet in the air,
capturing live feed tor the wall mounted TV screens. “Zoe, tell the
audience what it was like to feel your bitch perform cunnilingus on
you?”

The woman was
surprisingly blunt and crude for someone who spoke with such a posh
accent. “Um, well, Ma’am, it was wonderful. I’m sure Tess wouldn’t
mind demonstrating her skills on you.”

Zoe’s cheeky
proposal caught the woman and me by surprise. Several people called
out in the audience. ‘Let her pleasure you, Barbara’ and
‘Lap it up, Babs’.

She frowned at
Zoe, then stood up. She appeared to reject the proposal.

“Lift your skirts.
Ma’am, then we’ll both pleasure you,” the teenager suggested.

“We have time,
Babs,” the guy with the clipboard called out.

Encouragement from
the audience gathered apace, putting pressure on the woman. “All
right…” A cheer went around the hall like a Mexican wave, “Take my
panties down, Zoe.”

She lifted her
short, flared skirts to reveal she had squeezed her size 12 ass
into a pair of thin latex, semi-transparent panties. Zoe took
charge and peeled them off her posterior, while the camera caught
the action in glorious technicolour. The woman was wearing grey
latex stockings on her shapely legs and black stilettoes. Zoe
pulled the panties down to her ankles, whereupon Babs stepped one
foot out and then widened her stance.

That was the
signal for me to rise, then after placing my paws on her solid
thighs, I started to lap her sex. Her lips were smooth and her
clitoral flesh, chunky. It took me a few seconds to adjust to the
woman’s flavours, then I was okay. Zoe, on the other side, attacked
her posterior while kneeling and gripping the woman’s cheeks,
presumably so she could part them and get her mouth closer to Bab’s
anus.

I was relieved
that she chose the back door, because I had no experience
performing anilingus. For my part, I lapped every minute part of
Bab’s sex with as much vigour and enthusiasm as I could muster.

From the moaning
that emerged from the loudspeakers, the woman clearly enjoyed the
twin tonguing we provided, but she brought the tongue-fest to a
premature halt. “Enough, girls. Time to move on.” After letting her
skirts fall, she touched Zoe on the head. “Pull my panties up.”

Once she was fully
dressed, she went to the front of the stage to make an
announcement. “Fellow members, the teams are going to mingle with
your groups. Treat them kindly and when the buzzer goes, give the
pair a mark out of ten. Then, send them on their way to the next
group.” She turned towards us. “Good luck girls. Leave the stage by
the steps and go and stand at the entrance to a group’s enclosure.
When the buzzer sounds, you can begin trying to impress the group
for three minutes.”

When the red team
led the way down the stairs, Zoe gave my leash a jerk. “Tess, we’ve
got to work hard and fast. Just make out that you’re enjoying the
attention, then we’ll score big.”

Zoe was far more
experienced than I was when it came to flirting with men and women.
She did it every time a customer came into the ‘Fetish
Where?’ store, whereas I was a shy person before I met the
teenager. Peter though, was working hard to eradicate all my
inhibitions.

We had to walk the
furthest, past nine enclosures. We walked to the end, then around
the back and finally ending up near the stage. We started with the
green group which was made up of six men of assorted ages and four
young women.

I could see that
the girls were naked beneath their flimsy togas, but I couldn’t
tell if any of the men were wearing underwear. The whole group had
paused their activities to study us while we waited for the
buzzer.

Zoe and I stood at
the opening next to a bizarre serving maid. She was dressed in a
black and white latex maid’s outfit, complete with a full leather
hood and posture collar, which sported a metal medallion like mine.
The hood had an interesting feature. It looked like it incorporated
a ring gag which doubled as a socket for a dildo. I wondered if the
one she was sucking was long enough to fill her mouth or whether it
was short and more bearable. The rubber phallus has a plastic ring
pull to make it easier to withdraw it and looked as if it could be
locked with a key.

The girl’s short
skirts were connected to an extreme corset that squeezed her waist
and lifted her tits on quarter cups, leaving her nipples on
display. Her nipples had been pierced and threaded with one-inch
chunky gold rings. A gold key dangled from each ring suggesting
that one of them might release the dildo that filled her mouth.

A chain was
threaded through two ‘D’ rings, spaced about an inch apart on the
front of her collar. The ends of the chain were attached to her
leather wrist cuffs. She was holding an empty tray, waiting, I
assumed, to ferry glasses back and forth from the bar. Standing on
all fours, close to her latex stockings and extreme stiletto heeled
shoes, I could see that she was bare assed beneath the skirts and
flouncy latex petticoat.

However, from the
side, I couldn’t see if she was wearing a Core Accumulator, or any
other object in either of her holes. I could see that her bare ass
was crisscrossed with bright red lines though, suggesting the blows
had been landed during the evening.

I had seen many
outfits at ‘Fetish Where?’ and seen some of the girls
wearing BDSM items at the Christmas party. However, I had never
been close to a girl wearing such severe bondage items. Imagining
her discomfort eased the anger I felt after being told to wear a
Puppy-girl suit.

Each enclosure had
its own maid, dressed in an identical manner. I wondered if they
belonged to the group they were serving or worked for the venue. I
was so intrigued by the girl’s plight that I was shocked when the
buzzer went.

That awful sound
meant that my very own extreme humiliation was about to begin.


Chapter 6.8 ~
Extreme disappointment.






Zoe tugged on the
leash and led me into the centre of the enclosure. “Good evening,
ladies and gentlemen,” she said to the members who were sitting on
cushioned mats.

A middle aged guy
who was wearing the mini gold crown got to his knees. “Come here,
bitch, I’ve got something for you…” As I approached, he lifted the
front of his Toga to reveal his ramrod straight cock. “One lucky
girl tonight is going to get a mouthful of my cum. You have the
honour of turning the key in the ignition.”

“That’s it, Tess,
show the gentleman your skills,” Zoe said.

“We’re honoured to
have the leaders visit us first,” another man said.

As I wrapped my
lips around his knob, some of the other members of the group
gathered around and began investigating my body. Out of the corner
of my eye, I saw Zoe showing her ass to a guy sitting cross legged
on the mat while she sucked on another guy’s cock. I had only just
begun my task when I felt fingers penetrate my quim.

“Mummph,” I
spluttered as I tried to cope with the guy’s crown in my mouth.

Holding my head in
his huge hands, the man urged me to go down and take his cock into
my throat. “That’s it, bitch, swallow a couple of inches…”

The problem was
that I was distracted by hands groping my ass, my nipples and
worse, penetrating my quim. When they prodded the end of the Cor
Accumulator, I felt a surge in the vibrator’s activity. All the
members were desperate to investigate at least one of my erogenous
zones. I had cursed the tail on the catwalk but at least the plug
ensured that my anus was unavailable to the searching fingers.

“Ugggggh!” I
groaned in surprise when one of the men behind me thrust his cock
into my quim. Of course, he could only penetrate me by a couple of
inches, but the impact had a catastrophic effect on my
sensibilities. The vibrations intensified and tripped me over the
edge. The strong and deep animalistic sensations had me gagging for
more when the time ran out.

Although the king
had gotten to feel the tightness of my throat and the hardness of
my nipples, I don’t think I impressed him too much. He certainly
wasn’t complimentary when the buzzer went. We extracted ourselves
from our respective mini groups and made a quick exit before we
received a punishment from the collar.

When we arrived at
the Orange group’s enclosure we had to wait for the buzzer to sound
again. I was coming down from a high and Zoe appeared to be in a
daze.

“My god, Tess, did
you feel a surge from your Core?”

I nodded. “Ruff,
ruff.”

“They’re fucking
with us. They want us to gag for more…”

Zoe was feeling
the same sensations that I was experiencing. I entered to group
dreading the approaching orgy-like experience and exited it with my
body quivering with excitement. It began to dawn on me that the
stupid game was all part of my fetish training.

I began to look at
the faces of the Orange members and wonder which one would shaft me
from behind. I wanted to experience the Core surging again which
was just as well because I had no choice in the matter. The maid,
who was missing when we arrived, rushed past us carrying a small
bucket and cloth. She dropped to her knees and frantically started
to wipe up a spillage, beneath the table provided for the member’s
glasses.

When her striped
ass was finally pointing in my direction, I saw that her anus
sported a plug with a decorative red gemstone. Below, her quim was
occupied by a dildo with a ring pull, like the one fitted to her
dildo/ring gag. Like the Roth twin, there was a connection between
the two inserts, but it wasn’t so elaborate.

The dildo also had
a slot for a key on the end, which explained why all the Maids had
two keys dangling from their nipple rings. Her labia had been
fitted with a discreet clamp. Because of her plump lips I only
caught a glimpse of the stainless-steel device. The maid was still
cleaning the floor when the buzzer went, so the small space
available became chaotic.

Zoe and I did our
best, but we were like two ships bobbing in rough water with no way
of controlling what was happening to us. I thanked God that each
group was restricted to a mere three minutes of fondling our bodies
and fingering our restricted quims. Orange was the second group
where I got the sense that we didn’t perform as well as
expected.

While going from
group to group, I listened to some of the comments. They led me to
believe that because we made such a good impression on the catwalk,
they were expecting something special from us in their enclosure.
Also, I noted some of the other pairs were being more vocal and
imaginative, so I started to bark when my mouth was empty and be
more outgoing when the Core revved up the stimulation.

I felt exhausted,
when after visiting nine enclosures, we finally returned to the
stage. We climbed the steps and resumed our position on the end of
the line to hear the results of the voting. Barbara strutted out
from the wings, holding a microphone in one hand and a cane in the
other. She was accompanied by a drone that hovered about four feet
above her head.

The crowd roared
with delight when they saw the stunning outfit she was wearing. She
had changed into a tight red latex catsuit that hugged her fulsome
curves. Her thick upright tail had an arrowhead on the end, while
her red half hood, covering the top half of her face made her look
like a devilish version of Cat-woman. High stiletto heels and a
short skirt, to probably hide the slot in the gusset of the suit,
added to her aggressive appearance.

She looked like a
dominatrix who was ready to beat the shit out of anyone who
displeased her. It occurred to me when she scowled in our
direction, that although we had pleasured her, she was irked by Zoe
stealing the show from her.

“Fellow members,
are you enjoying yourselves?”

“YES!” they all
shouted back.

If she had asked
me and the other 19 girls in the line, I didn’t think she would get
the same answer. On the other hand, not one girl was showing
dissent to what was happening – including me! During the previous
few days, I had been given a harsh lesson on what it was like to
live in a fetish world where men and women were driven to humiliate
and punish me because of my fetish for latex.

That had evolved
to latex and bondage. The Puppy suit imprisoning my body, the
catsuit at the store and the latex dress I wore on the train were
examples. Then, there were the collars, the chastity devices and
the three different apparatus in the dungeon at ‘Fetish
Where?’ that I had inadvertently wound up tethered to.

I would enjoy the
experiences more if I was alone with Peter at home or in
attendance, I mused. However, it was becoming obvious that the
Fellowship was my true Master and that I was going to have to dance
to their tune if I wanted a piece of Peter.

Barbara waited for
the audience to settle. “Good! While we wait for the computer to
calculate the points for the second round, I think it’s time to
introduce, Max, the wolf of Red-Mill Hall.”

The crowd went
potty, some of the men jumped to their feet, shouting and whooping
as if their team had just scored a goal.

“Calm down,
everyone. The moment you’ve been waiting for. A star at every party
held here at the Hall. Let’s have a big hand for Max.”

The music changed
to an army marching tune which signalled the appearance of a
fearsome latex clad Puppy-boy. He strode out from the wings and
posed, centre stage, on the edge of the stage. “Rufffff!” he barked
to the inebriated crowd to which they cheered and clapped
loudly.

The organizers had
squeezed a large powerful lad into the black rubber suit. What made
him scary, was his realistic dog head, from the mouth upwards. The
suit was also padded out to make his front and rear legs look
similar.

Curiously, the
costume had been designed so that only two or three inches of his
black cock protruded from the latex underbelly section of the suit.
About six or seven inches back, and between his thighs, hung his
unsheathed black balls. They were huge and tight, due to a gold
ring gripping the neck of his scrotum.

“Alright, it’s
time for Max to select his rutting mate.” Barbara turned to face
us. “Handlers, stand behind your bitches while Max wanders down the
line to check them out.”

There was a
deathly hush once we were in position. I looked down the line and
thought that if my nipples weren’t the pointiest, then it was a
close run thing between me and the yellow girl, three positions
down.

The Lad in the
Puppy-boy suit got to his paws and headed toward me. My heart was
in my mouth when the lad sat down to examine me. Barbara stood
beside him with the microphone and the cane at the ready, while the
drone relayed all the action to the screens. I wanted to shrink
within the suit as Max’s eyes wandered over my body.

Then, he caught me
looking down at the stubby end of his stout cock which appeared to
be trying to escape from its tight prison. My heart missed a beat
when he winked at me. I watched his eyes focus on my lips, then my
nipples and finally my plump sex lips which had reddened due to the
strikes from the cane. They had also swollen and become more
sensitive. He then surprised me when he leant forward and latched
onto my left nipple.

It was a brief
suck, but it was enough to worry me. When he moved on, I watched to
see if he gave any of the others similar treatment. He sucked
Yellow’s nipple and a couple more before the end, which eased my
fears because he would probably have forgotten me by the end. The
Puppy-boy then sat down and waited for a command.

The woman raised
her cane. “The four bitches that Max tasted, step forward one
length. The other six move back.” I was exasperated to hear that I
was still under consideration. “You four handlers, bring your
bitches together for the final inspection,” Barbara instructed as
soon as the two groups were parted. “I want the bitches up on all
fours with their backs dipped and their cunts well presented.”

We had the
furthest to go and it then took a few seconds for the handlers to
get us in a straight line and posing in the required lewd position.
Then, Max moved along behind us to examine our bulging labia. I
heard little barks from Pink and Sky, but Orange remained silent
while Max investigated her rear end. I knew what the lad was doing
so held my breath when I felt his hot breath on my unprotected
labia lips.

“Ruuuu,” I gasped
when the lad lapped out with his huge tongue.

I had been dragged
down into the fetish world of animal-like behaviour. I felt dirty
and less human as my imagination started to draw pictures in my
head. Images that I had never dreamt of before in my life.

“Oh, this bitch
likes that, Max,” Barbara said into the microphone.

“Ruuuuuuf!” I
gasped when he thrust his tongue into my quim.

“Hold on, Boy. Is
this your favourite bitch?”

He withdrew.
“Ruff, ruff,” he replied.

“Good. Zoe, lead
your bitch to the centre of the catwalk, where everyone can watch
Max mount her.”

“Ruuuuuu,” I
wailed and didn’t move when Zoe tugged on the leash.

“Babe, this won’t
take long,” she said in a low, insistent voice. “Don’t ruin the
evening now.”

I didn’t want to
cause trouble for Zoe, but the thought of having a Puppy-boy
shafting me in front of a live audience horrified me. For a moment
I forgot about the Core Accumulator waiting to provide me with yet
another heart stopping orgasm.

Switt!
“Ruuuuu!” I wailed when the dominatrix lashed her cane onto the
bare right cheek of my raised ass.

“Give me the
leash, Zoe. Disobedience must be dealt with instantly or the bitch
will continue to misbehave.”

The moment she was
in control of me, she tugged on the leash and without delay, led me
across the stage and down the step onto the catwalk. Switt!
“Get a move on, bitch. The members want to see you perform.”
Switt!

“Ruff!” I yelped
when the tip of the cane landed on my already raw pussy flesh. The
Puppy-boy wasn’t far behind while Zoe brought up the rear.

The crowd growled
at me and shouted encouragement at the other two. “Max out on her”,
“Drill the bitch’s Core, Max”. “Punish her, Babs.” It continued all
the way to the circular platform.

The audience had
seen me resist an order and in response had turned on me. My
response was a natural reaction to avoid shameful behaviour and
extreme embarrassment. That wasn’t how the audience saw it. They
saw my resistance as a challenge to their authority.

I took another
couple of blows to my latex clad bobbing cheeks which sounded
explosive but didn’t cause much pain. However, I put a spurt in
lest she once again aimed at my sweet spot which was too easy to
hit…


Chapter 6.9 ~ The punishment.






The organizers had
chosen the centre stage so that more people could witness my utter
humiliation. “Girl, I want you with your head reasting on your arms
and your ass in the air. Move and you will be thrashed.”

I squeezed my eyes
shut while the lad moved into position and mounted me. He planted
his huge rubber paws on my back and started to prod my nether
region, searching for the hole that would provide him with the
release he was desperately searching for.

“Ruuuuuuuuu!” he
exclaimed when his short, stout cock finally penetrated me and
began the weirdest fuck that I was ever likely to experience in my
life.

“Ruff, ruff, ruff,
ruff,” emerged from my mouth each time his cock plunged in and
hammered against the Roth.

The crowd went
potty, cheering, clapping, stamping their feet and banging the
tables. While the lad worked himself up into a frenzy, I was
experiencing some exquisite sensations that gradually cancelled out
the shame and humiliation that had earlier consumed me.

The lad finally
reached his big moment, but there was no ejaculation of jiz,
presumably due to him having been neutered. I was still feeling
intense tremors after the lad withdrew and while he went for a
victory tour of the entire catwalk.

Over the loud
applause I just about heard the command for Zoe to lead me back to
the stage. I was drunk on a wave of orgasmic sensations and yet I
felt guilty for displaying my feelings. Dazed and disorientated, I
just did as I was told and trotted along beside Barbara’s legs like
a good puppy would.

I tried to make
some sense of what was happening to me while Barbara announced the
results of the second round. When she read our name and announced
that we had only gotten three points, I felt for Zoe because she
was so excited when we won the first round.

I wasn’t so
wrapped up in the silly competition because I had concluded that it
was the Fellowship’s way of assimilating new girls into their
warped and depraved lifestyle. I guessed that most of the 20 girls
in the line were new recruits and in the same boat as me – learning
how to swim in a sea of perverted fetishes!

Seeing Christmas
day in while encased tightly in latex was going to live in my
memory for ever. These thoughts were running through my head as I
sat beside Zoe listening to the woman announce the results. When
she had finished, we had slipped down to fourth position so it was
touch and go if we would make the final three.

Barbara left the
scoreboard, then with Max walking by her side, went to the edge of
the stage. The lad had a good sniff around her legs and then under
her skirt. The attention didn’t bother her, in fact she encouraged
him by patting his head. He moved around to face her and once he
had found his mistresses sex, beneath her skirt, he began lapping
it, out of site from the audience.

She opened her
stance and lifted the microphone to her lips. “I think Max has
found the treat I promised him earlier.” The audience roared with
laughter. She lifted the cane to silence them. “Friends and fellow
members,” she continued, “I have been informed that we have a
disqualification…” There was a loud sigh of disappointment. “For
failing to respond in the correct manner, the Purple team are
leaving the competition.”

Standing with her
back to us, I assumed Barbara lost her focus when she paused her
announcement. All we could see were droplets of saliva and cunt
juice calling to the floor between her stiletto heels.

I was disappointed
in myself. I should have considered my teammate before I threw a
strop. I had balked when I should have gone through with it. The
experience was humiliating, but ultimately, I derived an intensely
pleasurable climax with the help of the deeply seated Core
Accumulator.

“Oh, wowwww,” she
gasped, which livened the crowd up again. “Where was I? Oh, yes.
After all ten Core Accumulators have been withdrawn, the bottom six
pairs will return to their teams where they will remain in their
latex outfits. The Purple team will be taken to room eight and the
top three teams will wait on stage to find out which one has won
the pair of Rolex watches.”

A man pushing a
trolley walked onto the stage from the wings to our right. He
stopped behind the Red team and gave them instructions. The handler
bent forward so that the guy could withdraw the Core Accumulator
before moving onto the Puppy-girl. During the wait, I looked up at
Zoe to see if she had any thoughts on what was going to happen to
us in room eight, but she found it hard to look at me, let alone
communicate her thoughts to me.

When the man
arrived to deal with us, Barbara, in her satanic red outfit,
observed from the front. Max seated himself by her legs and didn’t
take his eyes off me.

“Uggggggh,” I
groaned when the man slowly withdrew the heavy Core and slotted it
into its glass container on the top of the trolley.

“What a pity,
girl, that you are undisciplined, but don’t worry, before you leave
Red-Mill Hall, you will understand the meaning of the words
‘Respect’ and ‘Discipline’.”

I didn’t like the
sound of what she was suggesting, but unless I wanted to release a
string of barks and growls, the best thing was to keep quiet until
I could speak to Peter. That was provided I was given the
opportunity to apologise to him. I had to bite the bullet and
grovel before him, then maybe I could join him and the group before
they went home. It was just after 02:00 so, on Christmas day so I
was beginning to worry about what Barbara and her fellow organizers
had in store for us.

“Zoe,” Barbara
continued. “I have decided that you were not a party to your team
member’s misbehaviour so you may return to your group.” She turned
to the line and clapped her hands. “Off you go girls.”

The ones that were
being released, including Zoe, hurried over to the steps, with
their Puppy-girls, and helped them down to the main floor. Moments
later they scattered and headed back to their friends and
colleagues. I was a forlorn figure sitting on my own while the
three pairs in the final round, gathered together to await the
final result.

Barbara jerked my
leash. “Come on, bitch…” Switt!”

“Ruff!” I yelped
when the tip of her cane bit into my sensitive lips again.

Tears were rolling
down my face as we exited stage left and entered a familiar
corridor. However, we almost immediately turned left and set off
along an even longer passageway which gave me a sense of the size
of the building. Barbara was in a hurry, so I was finding it
difficult to keep up with her.

Max, on the other
hand trotted along fluently on the other side of the woman’s solid,
striding legs. I could tell he was excited at the prospect of
shafting me again because he kept glancing and winking at me.

After another 90
degree turn we entered a shorter corridor which appeared to serve a
number of securely locked rooms. They all had small round windows
near the top of the door. The numbers started at one, but we
continued until we arrived at number eight. Barbara turned a large
knob and pushed the door open.

“In, bitch.” She
dragged me in and when she released the pull on the leash, I sat
down on the vinyl floor. “Welcome to Max’s room.”

The first thing I
noticed was that the room was cold. Two large dog baskets on the
lefthand side of the room had been heaped with pillows and
blankets. On the opposite side, four dog bowls had been placed on
the floor beneath a huge TV screen mounted on the wall. Surely, the
Puppy-boy didn’t spend his day curled up in a dog basket watching
episodes of soaps all day?

Barbara hunkered
down to talk to us and in doing so, revealed her saliva drenched
sex, at the apex of her widely parted thighs. The lad’s tongue was
virtually hanging out as he glanced at my latex clad body then at
his Mistress’s lewd display.

“For your
information, Tess, Max is Red-Mill Hall’s mascot, so while you’re
here, you’ll see plenty of him.”

“Ruuuuuu!” I
complained in the hope that she might understand my absolute
opposition to staying in the room with him for even a minute.

“I know, bitch,
you wish you were a good Puppy-girl on the stage, but you
embarrassed your Master, Doctor Finch. He and the organizing
committee were not happy, so they decided that you will be Max’s
bitch for the night.”

“Ruuuu,” I whined
to try and get some sympathy from her.

She shook her
head, then reached out and examined my medallion. “Tess, we select
a bitch every night to keep Max company in his accommodation. You
see, he volunteered to be a full time Puppy-boy, knowing that
treats like you would be provided on a daily basis. You little
bitches, whether you’re on all fours or on two feet, fuck up all
the time. That’s why you need some tough training.”

“Ruuuuuu,” I
whined again, trying to say ‘please don’t do this to
me’.

“Max, come closer
so I can unzip you,” Barbara said. He dutifully shuffled forward
while maintaining his sitting pose.

I wondered what
she was referring to until she reached down and lifted his knob
with one hand and unzipped a split in the latex beneath his shaft.
When she released his crown, his whole cock became free and fell
away from his belly.

The lad now had a
potent, ten-inch-long weapon while I had no protection and was ripe
for the fucking!


Chapter 6.10 ~ Doggie style?






I was staggered by
the size of his huge shaft. He immediately dropped his eyes to my
sex and began to drool while thinking about the pussy feast he was
about to enjoy. For my part, I just wanted to crawl away and bury
myself in the dog basket beneath the cushions and pillows.

Barbara dropped to
her knees ensuring they were widely spread. “That’s better, heh,
boy? Want some more of mummy’s cream?”

“Ruff, ruff,” he
replied eagerly.

She lifted the
ridiculously short skirt to reveal her smooth mons which had been
tattooed with the letters ‘RF’ in a fancy blue script. When Max
thrust his head against her belly she leant back and supported
herself with her hands.

She patted his
bobbing head. “Now, Tess, you can look forward to a proper
shafting,” she said smugly. “Go and lap Max’s balls while he’s
pleasuring his Mistress.”

“Ruuuuuuu,” meant
to come out as, ‘please don’t leave me with this monstrous guy
who is twice my size and weight!’ Instead, I sounded like a
pathetic dog whining.

“Do you want a
thrashing?” She glanced at the cane that she had dropped on the
floor.

I was in no doubt
that if I didn’t do as I was told, she would beat my ass, so I
moved behind the solid black lad and started to lick the back of
his nads. They had been formed into one huge mass due to the neck
of his scrotum being ringed with a controlling device so they were
easy to lap. I had to continue with the stupid task until Max had
satisfied Barbara’s desire for one last oral fuck before she left
me to my fate.

She stood up and
having picked up the cane, swatted my ass with it. “Enough.” She
waited until I was sitting. “Tess, your situation is not as black
as it looks. Max is a good boy. He is wearing a limiter which
restricts him to one bout of vaginal sex in any six hour period. He
knows that if he breaks that rule, he will not get another treat
like you to share his room at night.”

She pointed at the
digital wall clock. It read 02:15.

“If he shags you
now, you’ll get a good night’s sleep. You’ll be up at eight, so
you’ll have time to eat your breakfast before he mounts you again.
Get as much rest as you can because you both have a heavy schedule
tomorrow, which just happens to be Christmas day. All our guests
are getting a lie in. After the party tonight, I doubt if anyone
will be conscious before ten o’clock.”

“Ruuuuuuu,” I
whined, trying one last desperate plea not to be left with Max.

“Enough, girl. You
will be woken at eight forty-five, by which time your future will
have been discussed. Your Master and some of his friends are
staying tonight, so I’m sure you’ll seeing him later in the day.”
She pointed at an odd doorway that was split in two. “By the way,
the toilet is outside. Max will show you where to do your toilet in
the wood chippings. Do you need to take a dump during the
night?”

I stared at her
disbelievingly and shook my head. “Ruff, ruff.”

“Okay, I’ll leave
your tail in. Max won’t mind. He prefers tight Puppy-girl pussies,
to lax fox holes.” She patted the Puppy-boy’s head. “Max, let the
bitch get some sleep…” After unclipping my leash, she turned and
headed toward the door which sounded as though it locked as it
closed behind her.

I was in a state
of paralysis for a minute, but Max sat calmly waiting for me to
recover from the shock of being left alone with him. He must have
faced dozens of Puppy-girls in my position and watched them cower
in fear before he took command of them.

“Ruff!” he
exclaimed and patted the end of his huge cock with his right front
paw.

He wasn’t wasting
any time. He wanted me to prepare him for the shag he had probably
been imagining since he first spotted me in the line. I shuffled
forward and dipped my head. There was little point of making a
scene by refusing his demand. I was his bitch for a night and I was
on his territory.

I had no option
but to comply with his wishes, I closed my lips around his purple
plumb-like crown and began sucking it vigorously. He seemed to like
my lip fucking technique and let me bob my head while concentrating
on the top few inches of his doggie dick. But, the inevitable
happened – he wanted more. He wanted to spear his bitch’s
throat.

Standing on all
fours, I had to bob my latex clad head further and bend my elbows
as I pushed on and devoured more of his impressive black cock. By
putting in extra, I soon had him purring with pleasure. Thankfully,
it wasn’t long before he reached his second climax of the night. He
wasn’t as vocal as he was on the stage which proved that he was a
show-off and perfect for the kind of party that the fellowship
organized for their members.

I was exhausted
and dizzy by the time I disengaged from his softening cock. As I
backed away, Max dropped to his paws and pointed toward the door
with a paw. “Ruff, ruff!” he barked.

I didn’t move, but
I remained on my paws. Max trotted over to the odd looking door and
pushed it with a paw. The lower section started to lift outwards
and immediately let in a blast of cold air. He gestured again to
me, so I trotted over to investigate what was outside.

A halogen light
had switched on automatically. I stood beneath the lifted door and
shivered. It was snowing so I couldn’t see what was beneath the
thin layer of freezing snow that covered the small yard. It was
surrounded on three sides by a high fence which bizarrely was
ringed with a string of coloured fairy light to give his run a
Christmas feel. He signalled to follow him, then set off in the
snow, leaving crushed prints behind him.

I trotted over to
what turned out to be a layer of wood chippings in the corner. I
stood back and watched while he backed up and emptied his bladder.
His hot urine cleared an area of snow while he sprayed it around.
He then indicated it was my turn.

The lad wanted to
watch me pee, usually an easier task for a girl, but I liked to go
in private. Unfortunately, there was a light trained on the area so
I couldn’t escape having to perform the shameful act while he
watched.

“Ruff, ruff,” he
barked gleefully, then set off at a fast gambol all the way back to
the room.

I wasn’t far
behind him as I rushed to get inside and out of the cold.
Thankfully, the ground was frozen, so we only brought a small
quantity of snow in with us and no mud. I shook myself off while
Max closed the door. The room was chilly even with the door closed,
but the latex skin I was wrapped in, kept my body warm.

“Ruff, ruff,” Max
barked, then pointed at his limp cock. It had shrunk and needed
reviving. I wondered if he was expecting me to do it.

“Ruff!” I raised
my front legs and gesture that I didn’t know what to do.

When he touched
his mouth. I guessed he wanted me to bring his cock back to life
with my warm mouth. I was tired and the sooner I revived it and
submitted to a shagging, the sooner I would get some sleep. I
trotted forward and once again went down on his dick which had
become cold and soft. I thought it would take five minutes, but as
soon as I started to suck his crown, I felt it swell and his black
shaft stiffen.

Knowing he was
just a few seconds away from having his cake and eating it, he
became animated. “Ruff, ruff, ruff.” His excitement wasn’t
infectious, but I wasn’t dreading the fuck as much as I feared
having sex on stage with him.

When I sat back
and licked my lips, I saw that his massive cock was back to its
carved mahogany-like appearance. I did an about turn and braced
myself. Moments later, I felt his large paws on my back and his
substantial weight pressing down on me. On his second opportunity
to mount me, he remembered the perfect line of attack, for he
speared my succulent orifice without difficulty.

His huge knob
instantly drilled into me. “Ruuuuu!” I howled when the mother of
all cocks bludgeoned its way up my tight, youthful quim.

“Rrrrrrr,” he
almost purred when he discovered he had impaled me and found my
limit with one massive thrust.

He managed the
feat because I was producing copious amounts of cunt cream,
possibly because my quim was still feeling the effects of the Core
Accumulator’s stimulation powers. The lad didn’t care, all he
wanted was to feel my quim gripping his cock while he put the
hammer down. Max obviously took the Puppy-boy role seriously
because he not only looked like the real thing, he fucked like one
too.

His weight bearing
down on my back kept me still while he thrust his hips and made a
solid, jarring contact with my bruised rounded cheeks. The fuck had
everything from pain, depravity, pleasure. There was also shame,
for I had been behaving like an animal ever since donning the
Puppy-girl suit. I quivered and quaked, trembled and shuddered
through a wickedly intense orgasm that lasted until the grunting
lad had another phantom ejaculation.

He was spent and I
was exhausted when we both staggered over to our baskets. I crawled
in, and after snuggling under the pillows and blankets, I fell
asleep faster than it would have taken me to say Merry Christmas
and a happy new year...


Chapter 6.11 ~
Frying pan or fire.






I woke to the
sound of high heels click clacking around the room. I pushed a
pillow off my face and watched a satin clad maid bend over and
place two bowls on the floor, then pick the empty two up. She was
about 15 feet away, but it was still a shock to see the naked ass
of a young woman pointing directly at me.

While she was
bending in the correct manner with her legs straight, I noted that
she had been fitted with the same restraints – a butt plug with a
red jewel on the end, a dildo with a ring pull and a clitoral
clamp. Then, when she turned, I saw that she was wearing the same
severe leather corset. What was different was the leather hood. It
had a mouth hole instead of a ring gag/ dildo fitting.

The posture collar
was identical but there were no chains attached to her leather
cuffs. The black corset that squeezed her body into an hourglass
shape, had quarter cuffs that lifted her pert tits – tits that
sported one inch gold rings through her nipples.

She spotted me
watching her so headed in my direction. “Tess, you’re awake,” she
said as soon as she was standing over me.

I wriggled until I
was on top of the blankets. “Ruff, ruff.” I forgot about the
barking when I tried to ask her a question – ‘Can I see
Barbara’.

“Tess, stay silent
while I relay a question to you from the Mistress.”

She was trussed up
in a severe maid’s outfit, but she had the ability to speak freely.
I stayed silent.

She hunkered down
with her thighs widely parted, an obvious requirement for the maids
at Red-Mill Hall. “Okay, Tess. My name is Ella. I am one of the
privileged maids. Here at Red-Mill Hall, during our training, we
are often given choices. Usually two options, maybe three. As part
of our training and to avoid punishment, we must accept the choice
we make, even though it might prove to be painful to bear. Do you
understand?”

I didn’t sign up
for a painful experience, but I did agree to go to Red-Mill Hall.
Of course, I had no idea what went on at the venue and what role I
would be expected to play. Being a Puppy-girl was the furthest
thing from my mind when I accepted going to the Hall on Boxing Day
and yet, there I was, a day early, on Christmas day. I nodded, but
I wasn’t happy.

“Tess, you must be
more positive when you acknowledge the members during your stay
even when you’re wearing a Puppy suit. Your choice, this morning,
is to either remain in a Puppy suit until tomorrow morning…” she
lifted her left hand. “The alternate is to start your servant
training. For that choice you will be transformed into a maid until
you retire to your bed which will be in the maid’s quarters…” She
lifted her right hand. “If you would prefer your four legged role
then I will leave you and fetch you a bowl of food…”

She saw me looking
over at the bowls she had placed on the floor. One was full of what
looked like dog food.

She chuckled. “We
use a premium brand.” She saw me grimace. “Tess, because it’s
Christmas day, you, Max and the other Puppies will get a treat for
your evening meal. The cook is a whiz at making dog food look
appetising.” She then lifted and dropped her right and left hands
as though they were a pair of scales. “Puppy-girl or Servant,
Tess?”

What a difficult
decision! It came down to what I disliked most, although I hadn’t
experienced what a maid went through during their daily duties at
the hall. I was bound to have to serve at tables and do a lot of
cleaning. The menial tasks and the shameful manner the maid’s had
to display their posteriors and sex was shocking, but that was also
true while I was imprisoned in the Puppy-girl suit. ‘Imprisoned’
was the word that swung it for me, so I tapped her right hand with
my paw. I had taken the plunge and committed to spend a spell in
one of the extreme maid’s outfits and getting to stand on my own
two feet again.

“Good. Being
decisive is one of the attributes our Masters are looking for. Your
behaviour will be closely monitored. Impress everyone and you might
be allowed to join your Master and our special guests at the
Christmas banquet this evening. Tess, I haven’t got a leash, so
keep up with me while I visit the last two rooms. Then, after I’ve
taken the empty bowls back to the kitchen, I’ll take you to the
maid’s prep room. You will be allowed to shower and toilet
there.”

That was music to
my ears. She picked up the bowls and waited for me to scramble onto
my paws. Then, I accompanied her out of the room and into the
corridor. Ella had parked her trolley outside the door. A crop a
tawse and six bowls lay on the top tray while the lower one was
full of empty bowls. I deduced that the Hall had several pet
Puppy-boys or Puppy-girls.

She placed the
empty bowls on the tray with the other dirty bowls, then pushed the
trolley forward. “Tess, this short corridor is the Puppy
accommodation. The rooms are numbered from one to ten. They mainly
contain members who have elected to stay at the hall in a Puppy
guise. Max is different. He’s the Hall’s mascot and lives in room
eight permanently.”

My God, I thought.
The Hall was a hub for Fellowship members to practice their very
own fetish, whether they were inclined to be dominant or
submissive. I was getting a clearer picture of the world in which
Doctor Finch moved and why he treated me the way he did, almost
from the moment I met him. It also explained why he was immediately
interested in ‘Fetish Where’ and that the Fellowship quickly
gobbled the business up.

We stopped outside
room nine. Ella turned to me. “Tess, Rex is in room nine. That’s
not his real name of course. He is one of our senior members, but
when he’s in a Puppy suit, we treat him like the animal that he’s
become. He has spent the night with Terri, the Puppy-girl from the
green group. This is the way he wants to spend the holiday and
Terri needs the training. They will be at the banquet tonight in
their Puppy guises and you may well be their minder for the
evening. When we enter, stay by my side and do as you’re told.”

Ella picked up the
tawse and pushed it toward my mouth. “Carry that in for me, girl.”
I felt silly gripping it with my teeth, but it enabled the young
woman to carry two bowls of food and open the door.

As we entered the
room, I wondered if Terri understood what she was letting herself
in for when she joined the fellowship. We stepped in at an awkward
moment. The Green Puppy-girl was giving Rex a blow job. The latex
clad man was sitting in the centre of the room while the Puppy-girl
bobbed her head above Rex’s cock. She was good and appeared to be
devouring more than half of his shaft with each downward lunge.

When Rex spotted
us, he put a paw on the girl’s head and stopped her movement.
“Breakfast time,” Ella said, then turned to me. “Stay, Tess!” I
assumed she meant stay on all fours, so I stood on the spot while
the pair disengaged.

The man climbed to
his paws and trotted over to examine my face and look at my
medallion, or perhaps my pointy nipples. I could only see a part of
his chin, mouth and eyes, not nearly enough to ever facially
identify him. However, his impressive cock was quite distinctive
and was the only way I would be able to pick him out of an identity
parade.

“Grrrrrrrr,” he
growled softly while veering off to check out my rear end.

The growl, I
assumed was a warning to me to stand still. I felt his breath on my
labia and would have moved, but I would get into trouble, one way
or another. His nose nudged my tail, then he ran his tongue up my
lips which were bulging out of the reinforced slot. “Ruff!” I
exclaimed when he penetrated my quim with his tongue.

“Bad boy!” Ella
exclaimed. Switt, switt! “Go and eat your food, Rex!”

I wasn’t sure
where she struck him, but from the strange sound he emitted, it
sounded painful. The Puppy-girl remained where she was, looking
bemused by her temporary lifestyle. Ella waited for the latex
suited man to start eating his dog food, then went and fetched
another bowl for the girl and a fresh bowl of water.

I was relieved to
be leaving the room. Imagining the awful Christmas day the Green
Puppy-girl was going to have, bolstered my decision to plump for
the maid’s role.


Chapter 6.12 ~ The extreme outfit.






I remained outside
room number ten while Ella took the food in to the Puppy-boy and
his Puppy-girl, then she turned the trolley around and we set off
for the kitchen. Again, I was reminded that I was staying in a huge
sprawling building.

“In case you were
wondering, room ten contains two members who want the experience
together. Your presence so early in the day would have been
awkward.”

That was fair
enough, I thought. I was all for people enjoying themselves.
Red-Mill Hall, being so private, was an ideal place to practice
their fetishes. It was obviously a location where there weren’t any
reporters lurking around. I trotted along beside Ella who seemed
like a reasonable girl. She had clearly chosen her role at the
Hall, so I was keen to ask her some questions once I had changed
into a maid’s outfit.

The Maid’s prep
room was not far from the kitchen. I followed Ella in, then had a
look around on the way to an area in front of three office chairs.
“Sit and wait here, Tess. I will inform Mr. Wallace that you are
ready for your modifications.” She left me to ruminate and
acclimatise myself to being among maid paraphernalia.

The large room was
packed with dozens of maid outfits hanging on six separate rails
positioned in rows with just enough space to walk between them.
There were two dressing tables, a line of six chest of drawers and
countless tubs stacked, containing leather and rubber
restraints.

The one item that
looked out of place was a leather covered vaulting horse standing
in the corner near where I was sitting. The short, tubular, two
feet long body was supported on four splayed wooden legs. They were
quite short and two of them had leather cuffs attached near the
floor. I didn’t need a vivid imagination to guess what the horse’s
purpose was.

I turned when the
door opened. A dark-haired guy dressed in a short white lab coat
entered carrying a transparent plastic tub. It was the man with the
clipboard who helped on stage. When he walked past me, without
comment, I recognized the container as the one I put my clothes in,
for I had placed my bag in first and it was visible.

He placed the tup
on a bench where other girl’s clothes were stored in similar
containers, then picked up an empty container and approached
me.

“So, you decided
on the maid option…” He was talking to himself for he knew I
couldn’t reply. He hunkered down and placed the tub on the floor.
“Right, let’s start with the collar.”

The collar, the
hood, the tail, the butt plug and the main suit all had to be
removed in the right order. Thankfully, it was much quicker and
easier than putting the damn thing on. After he had peeled the
tight latex off my arms and unwound the tape on my hands, I began
to feel liberated.

“Stand up and put
your hands behind your head, girl,” he said as soon as I was free
from the Puppy suit.

I adopted the
pose. He took a cloth tape out of the pocket of his white coat,
then measured my waist, hips and bust. I knew I was about to be
squeezed into yet another strict outfit, but I was relieved just to
be able to change out of the Puppy suit and stand on my own two
feet.

The young man set
off down an aisle and took a pink latex, corset-maid dress off a
hanger, then took it over to a dressing table and left it there. I
was naked bar the vinyl collar which distorted my vocal cords to
make canine sounds. I touched it to signal its existence as he
approached me.

He shook his head.
“No, girl, it stays. I will adjust the setting on the computer once
you are ready to serve. Go and have a shower…” He pointed at a
door. “…and make sure you’ve toileted and dry when you return.
There are hairdryers hanging on the wall beyond the basins. Hurry,
we’re on a tight schedule.”

I scampered into
the bathroom which was open plan. Even the toilets lacked a
cubicle. I wasn’t dirty, I was sweaty. To my horror, the tech guy
stood at the doorway watching me. I didn’t take long to toilet,
shower and then dry my hair with one of the powerful dryers. I felt
better when I emerged from the bathroom.

The young man
pointed at the dressing table. “I’ve chosen an outfit for you.” The
corset was made of pink latex with black piping, as were the short
skirts that were attached to the base of the corset. Black lace had
been fastened to the hem of the skirts to make a contrast. “Stand
still and help me fit the corset.”

When he offered
the long, moulded corset up to my back and fed the sides around, I
held them until he came around to fasten the front busk fastening.
He was then able to connect the metal lugs because he hadn’t
tightened the laces at the back. Before he dealt with the back, he
made sure my tits were comfortable sitting on the quarter cups by
squeezing and pulling on them.

He worked silently
and quickly while I stood like a lemon with my arms dangling by my
side. As soon as he started to tighten the laces, I knew I was in
for a torrid time while wearing the outfit. “Ruffff!” I exclaimed
when the corset began to squeeze my waist beyond anything I had
experienced before.

“Okay, that will
do,” he muttered, having ignored my complaint. He took hold of my
arm. “This way, girl. I want you up on the horse.”

I was in mild
shock while he led me over to the leather covered horse. I wanted
to ask him what was going to happen to me, but I had no way of
communicating with him. I briefly wondered what would happen if I
refused to get up on it, but I didn’t want to cause trouble. I had
already received six lashes of the cane and feared receiving
more.

I was able to lean
forward and lower my upper body onto the surface, but the tech guy
wanted the whole of my torso on it. “Ruff!” I exclaimed when he
grabbed my thighs and lifted me up.

“That’s it, girl.
I want your belly on the surface, your tits hanging over the end
and your chin in the cup.”

What I hadn’t seen
from the back was an extension piece sticking out of the front end.
It was about three inches wide with a shaped cup on the end. Having
moved forward, I dropped my chin in the padded cup.

“Good girl.” He
hunkered down at the back and strapped my ankles to the back legs.
I wasn’t uncomfortable but my sex was exposed as were my tits
hanging down at the front. “I’ll be back in a minute,” the young
man said, having secured my legs so that my thighs formed a 60
degree angle.

He fetched a box
from a shelf at the end of one of the clothing gangways, then
returned with it and placed it on the floor beneath my head.
Someone had written on the lid, ‘Trainee extreme Maid, Stage
One’.

He lifted the lid
off to reveal a pink latex hood lying on the top of the contents.
He picked it up and showed it to me. “Lift your head so that I can
fit this.”

I lifted my chin
out of the cup so that he had room to feed the hood under my face
and then pull the sides up the side of my head. I immediately
realized that it was made from thick rubber. It had decent sized
eyeholes and a flappy bit along my lips which I couldn’t work out.
It also covered my neck ensuring the internal collar wasn’t
visible. The heady scent wafted up my nose and made me feel
dizzy.

“Very good, girl.
This hood laces at the back so I need to thread the laces.”

I was able to
relax and drop my chin back into the cup while the guy laced the
back and tightened it. “Ruuuuuu,” I complained again when I felt
the leather squeezing my head and neck.

He seemed
satisfied with his handiwork so delved into the box again. The next
item was a leather posture collar. I didn’t have to lift my head,
for the tech guy was able to feed it under my throat and position
it so the high point was pushing against my chin, then fasten it at
the back with two buckles. That meant there was three layers of
rubber gripping my neck!

Then the moment I
was dreading arrived. The ring gag had two short straps with
buckles on the ends. He fastened it to one side of the hood, then
lifted the ring against my lips.

“Open wide, girl.
This ring gag will push the rubber flange in over your teeth…”

“Ugggggh,” I
moaned with dread, as he yanked the free side up, thus pushing the
ring in over the rubber flappy bit and into my mouth where it
stretched my jaw open.

“That’s the third
time you’ve complained, girl. That’s earned you three strokes.
Complain again and I’ll double it to six. Understand?”

“Ugh!” I replied
and tried to nod my head.

The next item out
of the box was a stout silver hook. “Girl, you are on the first
stage of your training…” He held the hook up. Oddly it had a ball
where the point of the hook should be. “This is an anal hook. I’m
going to insert this into your anus, then attach a cable to a
fixing point on the back of your hood. I’ll explain the rest in a
minute.”

I could hardly
believe my eyes and ears. He was talking about serious, extreme
bondage. I didn’t want the large metal ball pushed into my butt
hole, but he had disappeared behind me, clearly intent on making me
suffer severe discomfort during my spell in the maid’s outfit.


Chapter 6.13 ~
Extreme discomfort.






It wasn’t my anus
that the ball visited, it was my lower orifice which gleefully
gobbled the intruder. “Girl, you are one of the juiciest girls I’ve
dressed. The guests are going to love you,” he muttered as he
thrust the ball back and forth in my quim to give it a good coating
of lubrication.

Then, from
providing me with a modicum of enjoyment, he switched to causing me
a sudden painful moment when he inserted the ball and stretched my
tight, youthful pucker. I tensed my jaw, but I couldn’t muffle the
groan that escaped from my throat. The tech guy didn’t say anything
as he drove home the hook until the curved metal eased snuggly into
my ass crack.

After picking up
what looked like a fishing reel, he clipped it to the back of my
corset, near the base. He then pulled out a wire that attached to
the back of my hood, and a second, shorter one that clipped on the
end of the hook. He then inserted a key in the reel and tightened
the wire until the hook was being pulled tight into my ass crack.
Turning the key in a second hole enabled him to tighten the longer
wire until I felt my hood was being pulled back.

“Okay, that’s the
normal back tension. Now for your wrists.”

Each
stainless-steel cuff was about an inch wide and had an eyelet on
each side. They were hinged and padded with felt inside. They were
open when he picked them up and closed with a click when he secured
them on my wrists. I was surprised when I felt him pull a wire out
from the side of the reel and clip the end onto my right wrist
cuff. He then did the same with my left.

My arms were by
the side of my body and I could feel some tension on the wires but
not enough to pull my arms back. He plucked the long wire between
the real and my hood to test its tension. He had set the tension so
that my chin was raised from the cup by about an inch. I was just
as comfortable because the rubber hood gripped my head tightly.

The young man
returned to the box and picked up a remote. “Okay, I’m just going
to test your arm control wires.”

“Uh,” I exclaimed
softly when the wires attached to my cuffs, pulled the metal
restraints until they were touching the reel. The wires were
strong, so I found myself with my arms pinned behind my back.

“Very good. Lie
still, I’m going to fetch the accessories. I won’t be a minute.” He
moved the box and brought a chair over, then left the room.

I couldn’t believe
what was happening to me. I was beginning to regret choosing the
maid option for the ring gag was a horrible thing to have to wear.
My jaw was aching while my head was throbbing from the constant
pressure from the hood.

When the tech guy
returned, he sat down with a smaller box on his lap. “The guy who
does the piercing is not at the Hall today, so I’ll have to fit
clamps,” he informed me.

Was that a first
piece of luck since leaving Kelly’s house? When he snapped the
first silver clamp on, I nearly screamed, so lady luck wasn’t
smiling on me… Once he had fitted the clamps, each one being a
double crocodile clip, he tested the keys on two very different
dildos that were in the box.

I was becoming an
aficionado of dildos ever since I wandered into ‘Fetish
Where?’ but I had never seen the likes of the shorter one.
Having tested the four-inch mouth dildo, he offered it up to the
ring gag and pushed it in.

“Muuuuuuu!” I
complained on feeling the alien presence pushing against the back
of my throat and soft palate.

“Girl, this is the
one time I’ll allow you to complain…”

When he turned the
key, the pressure diminished backwards, but the dildo expanded
sideways, almost filling my mouth. It wasn’t as bad, but it was
still awful. Thankfully, the invasive dildo had a tube through it
which enabled me to breathe freely.

He clipped the key
to my right nipple, then stood up and took the box and the longer
dildo to my rear end. It wasn’t huge, so when he slid it into my
hot furnace, the young man didn’t have to use much effort. The
discomfort came when he turned the key, for the end expanded in
order to anchor the phallus deep in my cervix.

Having finished
inserting the dildo, he returned briefly to attach the key to my
left nipple clamp, then fetched my footwear from a shelf. He chose
a pair of knee-length glossy pink platform boots with four-inch
block heels. He released my legs from the wooden supports and
pulled the boots on to my feet and calves. After he had laced them,
he helped me down from the horse.

“Stand up
straight,” he ordered.

With my hands
still secured behind my back, I had arrived at the point of
reckoning. The tech guy had successfully turned me into a sex toy
to be used by any man who had stayed overnight at Red-Mill Hall. I
couldn’t bend my back while my hands could also be controlled.

Then, there were
the dildos and anal hook. With all three of my holes occupied I was
being kept in a constant state of awareness. Awareness that my
holes no longer belonged to me. That of course was the lesson that
the Fellowship were trying to teach me. There hope was that I would
become hooked on extreme humiliation and crave it for the rest of
my life.

“All right, girl,
pay attention. Grunt if you understand.”

“Ugh!”

He showed me a
black disk with the number ‘11’ engraved in white on both sides.
“Your name during your stay at the hall is ‘eleven’. You stay here,
in your costume, until you have proved that you are fully fetish
trained. It might take three days, it may take a week. The sooner
you knuckle down and impress the sanctioning committee, the sooner
you will return to your normal lifestyle. Do you understand,
Eleven?”

I was horrified
but I understood. “Ugh!”

He fastened the
disk to the front of my collar. “Eleven, there is an intercom
inside your hood which I will switch on when I deactivate your
collar. Two commands to watch out for are ‘Present on two’
and Present on four. The first is your stance for presenting
your cunt while you stand on two feet. Spread your feet, straighten
your legs and bend forward. You have ten seconds to comply before
the computer operates the wires. Do it.”

He had the
controller handy, so I quickly complied. Then, when he pushed the
button, I felt the wire pulling my head back. “Ugh…”

“Bend your knees
and as the wire tightens, dip your back. Better. With my hands
secured behind my back, I could have easily fallen forward as I
tried to find a comfortable stance. He ran a hand over my proffered
peach. “You have a good shape girl and plump lips…” When his
fingers played with my labia, I wobbled.

“Uggggg,” I
groaned quietly while he rubbed and twisted my clitoral ridge.

He was so
aggressive he triggered an orgasm. “Good girl. It’s not easy to
keep your balance while being masturbated.”

He continued for
about a minute, until my whole body was reacting to the multiple
stimulations, when… “Ugggggh!” I released a deep groan when he
suddenly closed a grip on my clitoral ridge. I realized later that
he was getting me excited to swell my ridge and clit, then he was
ready to clamp them.

“Eleven, you’ve
got to learn that your duty is to provide pleasure to the members
and not receive it. In this posture…” He ran a hand over the taut
skin of my ass again and then my curved back. “You can be speared
at both ends or be punished. For your three strokes, I expect you
to stand stock still. Understand?”

“Ugh!” I replied
and thanked my lucky stars he hadn’t increased it to six.

I heard him
walking across the room, behind me, then return, presumably to
fetch the cane. There was an awful silence as I prepared myself for
the hot, sizzling sensations. I couldn’t move and had to stand
still… Switt! Switt! Switt! “Ugggggggggggggh” I cried the instant
he finished delivering three rapid strokes on top of the bruises
left by the previous six.

Unable to cope
with the pain, my knees gave way and I buckled into a crouching
position.

“Eleven, I’m
releasing the tension on your wires while you recover. You have
five minutes while I take the Puppy-girl suit to the changing room
and organise your hood intercom. I want you on your feet, ready to
go to work by the time I return.”

Receding footsteps
told me that I was alone with my grief. Some aspects of living with
a latex fetish were incredibly enjoyable, but Peter and the
Fellowship had gone too far. I climbed to my feet and walked over
to the line of tubs containing the maid’s normal clothes. I lifted
the lid off the one with my clothes and delved down for my bag. The
wires attached to my cuffs were a pain, but I managed to open my
bag and fish out my phone.

My heart missed a
beat when I thought it was dead, but I hadn’t pushed the button
hard enough. When the phone lit up, I tapped in the code with
trembling fingers. I found the contact I wanted and tapped in a
seven-word message, then sent it. I heard a crackling in my ear,
then the words ‘testing, testing’. It signified that the
internal speakers were working and that the tech guy would be
returning in seconds. I had to leave my bag on top before returning
the tub to the stack.

I was walking back
to the spot where he left me, when he entered the room. “I told you
to wait there…” He pointed to the spot. I couldn’t reply, but I
stood to attention. “Did you hear my voice in the intercom?” He
asked.

“Urr!” I nodded
and was pleased that my voice no longer sounded like an
animal’s.

“Good, this remote
stays with you…” He attached it to the back of my corset. “Come
with me.”

With my back as
stiff as a board, my orifices crammed full and my body and head
squeezed tightly, I followed the white coated lab guy out of the
room and down the corridor. I couldn’t tell if I was developing a
fetish for bondage. I wasn’t sure if I was enjoying the grip of the
tight corset or hating it! I definitely wasn’t enjoying having my
head squeezed so tightly.

It was Christmas
day. If my luck was in, then my message would be received and read.
If my luck had run out, then the phone was off or switched to
silent and I would experience the most torturous and miserable
Christmas of my life…


Chapter 6.14 ~ Too far.






I feared that I
was in for a torrid time while dressed in the extreme latex maid’s
outfit. During the journey to the kitchen, I quickly made up my
mind to brave out the experience, for my libido was simmering after
the tech guy’s treatment while fitting the clamp. I wanted to take
in my surroundings, but my thoughts always turned inwards to the
pain emanating from my labia.

I was trussed up
in tight, thick latex and I was suffering discomfort all over my
body, but I could walk and the boots were very comfortable. The
tech guy took me to a utility room where he introduced me to one of
the chefs.

Bob was a tall
young man wearing an all-white outfit, including a hat. Two maids
dressed similarly to me were already working in the kitchen. One
had a classic black and white satin outfit and the other was
wearing red latex. They were both having to cope with a hook and
wire restraint and as a result appeared very stiff as they bent
forward to do their work.

“Why bring all the
trainees to me, George?” the cook asked the tech guy. “I’ve got two
already and they are a fucking pain.”

“This one is an
extra and not on the rota,” George replied. “I’ll find Ella. Eleven
can shadow her this morning.”

“Alright, I’ll
find her something to do until Ella gets here.” He ran his hand
over my bruised cheeks, then gave each one a squeeze. “Come on,
girl, I’ve got to prepare food for half a dozen Puppy-boys and
later, ten Puppy-girls. You can give me a hand until Ella shows
up.”

He led me past the
other trainee maids who were peeling potatoes and carrots over
bowls sitting on low stools. Their wires had been shortened, so
they were bending forwards, thus exposing their naked rear ends.
Several young lads wearing white overalls were working in close
proximity but for the time being the girls were being allowed to
get on with their work.

The chef led me
out into a utility room and showed me where he kept the bowls and
the cans of premium dog food. He demonstrated the quantity to put
in each bowl, then pointed at the trolley. “It’s nearly ten so fill
another five bowls for the long stay Puppy-boys. Put the bowls on
the trolley, then I’ll send a lad in who will take you to the
canine lounge.”

He left me to get
on with the easy task. I took my time and was thankful that I
wasn’t peeling potatoes or carrots. Then, just as I was filling the
last bowl a lad breezed into the room. He went to the sink and
washed his hands, then stood by the trolley and waited until I had
placed the sixth bowl on it.

“Eleven, assume
the ‘Present on two legs’ position and hold onto the trolley
handle.” As I bent forward, I heard him remove the remote from the
clip on the back of the corset.

“Ugh,” I moaned
softly, disappointed that I was having to adopt the uncomfortable
‘Present’ position.

Then, to my
disappointment, he unclipped the key from my left nipple clamp.
Moments later, he was turning it in the dildo. Again, I felt the
easing of pressure within my belly and then heard the slurping
sound as the lad withdrew the dildo.

He laid it on the
trolley, still with the key in the end and then positioned himself
foursquare behind me. After a moment’s pause, he eased his cock
into my hot and juicy entrance. “We need to give the Puppy-boys a
treat as an incentive to eat their breakfast. “You, Eleven, will
provide that…”

Having given me an
inkling of what was instore for me, the lad began to piston fuck me
with powerful, rapid thrusts. He made it sound like a chore during
his explanation, but it wasn’t long before I was shuddering through
a thrilling orgasm.

I was in a deep
pleasurable place when the lad began to grunt through his climax.
However, I was surprised when he withdrew and splattered my ass and
the back of my thighs with copious amounts of hot sticky jiz.

“Excellent. That
will give one lad a decent reward.” I could only wonder in
puzzlement as to the meaning of the comment.

I got a further
surprise when he produced two short pieces of cable which attached
to the spare eyelets on my wrist cuffs. There were also clips on
the other ends which he snapped on eyelets at the ends of the long
handle on the trolley. I had to cling onto the handle until I was
released.

“You’re ready,
girl. Follow me.”

After taking a
riding crop off a hook by the oven, the lad opened a second door
which led into a cold corridor. I was surprised to find that the
trolley was heavy. There was obviously a weight beneath the bottom
tray. It gave the vehicle a low centre of gravity which would make
it difficult to tip over.

Then, after
opening a door off the corridor, he stood by it and waved me in.
Thankfully, the room was warmer. It was also spacious and light,
for there were patio doors that opened out onto the garden. The
weather was cold, grey and overcast but I imagined that there was a
beautiful view in the summer. Scattered around us, were at least a
dozen circular dog baskets filled with cushions or blankets.

The Puppy-boys
were up the other end of the room, watching a television that was
mounted on the wall. A huge Christmas tree that reached to the
ceiling was standing in the corner on one side, while a low bench
had been placed against the opposite wall. The tree was sumptuously
decorated and was covered with twinkling, coloured lights and added
some normality to an otherwise bizarre scene.

All six Puppy-boys
turned and looked in our direction, then returned their attention
to the porn movie they were watching. I guessed that we had
interrupted the film at a climatic point. On screen, there were two
naked women being fucked by at least four young men. It was raw
men’s erotica and they were lapping it up.

“Eleven, these six
Puppy-boys are our wealthiest members, so we treat them a little
differently from the others. The way to keep them happy is to give
them surprises which is particularly relevant today. We’ll feed
them first...” The lad wacked the flapper of the crop against one
of the plastic baskets. “Boys, switch the film off and form a line
over here.”

He waved the crop
to show them where he wanted them. I would have to pass them on the
way to the bench. One of the Puppy-boys trotted to the wall and
pushed one of a dozen huge buttons with his paw. The screen
flickered and died. He was the last to join the line.

The lad pointed at
the bench. “Eleven, park the trolley at the end of the bench.”

I wheeled it
across the huge room which I guessed the lads used as a playroom. I
spotted a couple of footballs over by the Christmas tree, along
with skittles for a bowling game. The lads/men sat still and
watched me pass while getting a good look at my rear end before I
parked the trolley. With them wearing complete latex Puppy suits, I
couldn’t tell their rough ages even though I had a good sighter of
their huge cocks pointing upward.

The lad from the
kitchen placed the six bowls on the bench, then walked back to the
line. “Boys, you’ve had a good look at the bitch. The first one to
eat their food gets to clean the jiz off the bitch’s ass. Go!”

The Puppy-boys
bolted for the bench, bumping into each other on their way. “Ruff!
Ruff! Ruff! Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” It was calamitous! Watching six
mature men in latex costumes, shoving each other, would have been
funny if I wasn’t the one who was going to suffer at the end of the
competition.

They acted like
animals which was the whole point about having a fetish. They were
lucky to be wealthy and be able to spend time practicing their
weird and aggressive passions in a safe place. The organizers
assumed that the girl on the receiving end was also getting a kick
out of the experience. I honestly didn’t know what to think…

“Rufffffff!” The
winner put his paw in the air.

“Boy, go lap the
bitch to your heart’s content…” He addressed the rest. “Keep going
boys I need to have a pecking order for the next game.”

While one
Puppy-boy, licked my ass and thighs free of jiz, then investigated
my exposed entrance, the lad from the kitchen ranked the other
five.

“Uggggh…” I sighed
while the lad aggressively thrust his tongue into my quim.

I was feeling weak
at the knees, but I knew I had to keep my ass high to stop him from
trying to mount me. The kitchen lad came around to check on his
progress.

“Enough, boy.” He
whacked him with the crop when he didn’t withdraw his face.

“Ruuuuuu,” he
whined.

“Boy, go to the
end of the line. We’re playing a new game…” He followed the Puppy
to the line. “Who wants an early Christmas present?”

“Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!
Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” they all replied and waved their paws in the
air.

What on earth is
he planning? I wondered. Seven pairs of eyes watched the lad walk
over to the baskets and begin to spread them out around the room.
He appeared to be making a course for the Puppies to walk around.
The baskets were heavy so it took him about ten minutes to have
them where he wanted.

He stood on the
far side. “Eleven, bring the trolley over here.”

I dutifully pushed
it across the room, weaving around several beds in my way, until I
was parked beside him. My back was beginning to hurt due to my
enforced bending stance.

“Eleven, I’m going
to give each Puppy five minutes to chase you. Get caught and he’ll
mount you. It’s a simple game. The slowest eater will go first. The
Puppy who cleaned you out will go last.”

I wanted to
complain in the strongest terms possible, but I couldn’t. In any
case he was on his way back to tell the boys what the rules were.
“Go!” he suddenly shouted.

My mind raced
while watching the man within the latex Puppy suit. His huge, hard
cock was ready to spear me once he had caught and mounted me. With
my hands secured to the heavy trolley I was easy meat if he caught
me, so I had to outmanoeuvre him at all costs.

As soon as he
entered the maze of beds, I began pushing the trolley in a
direction to keep a couple of beds between us. “Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!
Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” the other five Puppies barked to cheer their
compatriot on.

At first, I
thought it was going to be difficult, but there were plenty of
routes for me to take, even when I had to go to the edge. I pushed
with all my might and only once was there just one bed between us.
The time was almost up when the man tried to crawl across a bed to
get to me, he was that desperate to shag me.

“Time’s up. Get
back here,” the lad shouted. The Puppy slowly trudged back, only
for the lad to swat his ass. Thwatt! “I told you, no
crossing the beds!”

He gave me a
couple of minutes to catch my breath, then sent the second man
after me. The larger Puppy was faster and nearly caught me. I just
managed to push the trolley around a bed and out of reach. During
that chase, I sussed out my biggest problem – the weight of the
trolley. It felt as if it was getting heavier, but the truth was
that I was getting weaker.

The third guy was
slower but because I was getting tired, he actually got a paw on
the trolley. Most of the time, I couldn’t turn it, so I had to go
backwards into a space and then turn. He thought he would knock the
trolley sideways to get at me, but I escaped.

The fourth Puppy
was useless and could have caught me if he had kept going because
my legs were about to give way. The lad gave me a five-minute break
during which time he let me draw some water through a straw that he
poked in the hole through the mouth gag. Despite the drink and the
rest, I had decided to capitulate. I reckoned that I had been
playing the stupid game for nearly an hour and I was beaten…


Chapter 6.15 ~ Beautiful cavalry.






The lad was just
about to get the game underway again when unexpectedly, a maid
entered the room. She wasn’t wearing a hood, but she was wearing a
red corset and red latex stockings. The corset was trimmed with
white fluff to give it a Christmas feel.

“John, I’m here to
collect Eleven.” It was Ella. I recognized her voice. I could have
cried with relief.

“We’re playing the
trolley game, Ella. There are only two more puppies to go,” he
replied as he approached her.

“Sorry. Master’s
orders. I’ve got to take her now.”

“Oh, if you’re
bullshitting me, I’ll administer the punishment myself.”

“No, no,” she
replied hastily. “The order came straight from the man
himself.”

“Alright.” He
handed the remote over, then released me from the trolley. “It’s a
shame. The boys aren’t going to be very happy.”

Ella slackened the
wires, so I was able to stand upright. “Sorry, John… This way,
Eleven.”

I hoped and prayed
that Ella had something less stressful for me to do. We walked
through the kitchen and into the corridor. “Eleven, or should I say
Tess, I haven’t a clue what’s going on, but I’ve got to get you
changed.” She took me into the changing room and pointed at the
stack of boxes. “Are your clothes there?”

I walked over and
pointed to the box. “Ugh!” I exclaimed in as relieved a grunt as I
could muster. I wanted to hug and kiss the young woman, I was that
relieved and happy.

Ten minutes later,
Ella had removed the extreme bondage items I was wearing, including
the internal collar that had restricted my speech.

“Oh, Ella, that’s
such a relief…” I gasped.

“Go get showered,
Tess. The quicker you get dressed, the quicker I can get on with my
duties,” she said in a slightly tetchy tone.

I was on a high.
The only explanation for the sudden reversal of my fetish training
was that my text message had been read. The cavalry must have
arrived to rescue me. Ella geed me up but didn’t help me dry my
body. She did however help me don the red satin corset with quarter
cups that I arrived in.

“I like this,”
Ella said after I had been once again squeezed into a corset.
“That’s a clever design,” she said as I fastened the thigh-length
skirts to the hem of the corset.

She also liked the
long-sleeve jacket that I had to button up, lest my tits would
show. There was no time for makeup, but she let me comb and dry my
long hair.

“Very impressive,
Tess. I fear someone is going to be disappointed.”

She was right and
I wasn’t looking forward to the showdown.

Ella led me
through a glass corridor that connected one building to another. It
was snowing and it was settling on the ground. The older building
was cooler, but the Christmas decorations gave it a more homely
feeling. We passed another maid, dressed identical to Ella, who was
carrying a tray of empty glasses.

Ella led me into a
huge living room that was filled with a large gathering. A
Christmas tree, decorations and a pile of unopened presents
visually dominated the room. However, my eyes lighted on Alice
Pennington who was sitting in one of the plush armchairs that had
been arranged as part of a wide semi-circle around a huge roaring
fire. She looked like an angel, maybe my guardian angel!

Alice was sitting
on the end while Peter was sitting beside her. Doctor Henry was
next. Then, sitting on the sofa, were the other two doctors,
Barrington and Moore, plus two men I had never seen before. I could
only see the heads of the three people sitting in the chairs with
their backs to me, but I was sure that one of them was Petra
Vogel.

Peter signalled to
me. “Tess, come over and talk to us. Ella, find Zoe and help her
bring the champagne.”

“Yes, Master.”
Ella hurried away.

I slowly walked
over and found it difficult to look Peter in the eye, so I studied
Alice’s exquisite features. A quick glance around the circle told
me that James Thomas wasn’t there. Alice had decided to power
dress. Her short, pinstripe miniskirt and cashmere white jumper
looked stunning on her, while her short blond hair and bold makeup
gave her a film star appearance. She looked absolutely
stunning.

“Hello everyone,”
I said after looking around the solemn faces. “I… I don’t know
where to start…” I was standing on a shaggy, thick pile rug, so I
decided to sit down on it with my legs folded and tucked beneath
me.

Alice smiled at
me, which bolstered my confidence.

“Tess…” Peter
began. “Alice tells me that you’re invited to her Christmas
gathering.” He talked slowly and deliberately.

“Oh, er, yes.” I
replied. “Um…”

“She seems to be
under the impression that you’re in some kind of trouble,” he
continued smoothly before I could continue. “This is your chance to
put the record straight.”

“Master, er,
Peter, I do need Alice’s help to attend her Christmas party, so I’m
pleased she’s come to collect me.” There, I had said what needed to
be said.

I noticed Zoe
standing in the doorway, holding a tray filled with fluted glasses.
She was waiting for the order to advance and serve them. My
feelings for the beautiful young woman hadn’t changed but I guessed
she had modified her opinion of me after I admitted having sex with
James Thomas.

“Well Tess, I’m
disappointed that you’ve decided to leave. I was hoping that you
would stay here for a couple of days, then settle in with me in
Houghton Regis. I have great plans for the new year. We talked
about a trip to the States.”

I was flattered
that the man was genuinely disappointed that I had contacted Alice
and cut short my fetish training. “Peter, I want to work Monday to
Friday at ‘Thomas, Smith & Baker’. I love my job more
than anything. I also love the latex clothes at ‘Fetish
Where?’ and I will probably buy lots of outfits from there in
the future.”

“Tess, we agreed
that you would do some modelling in the store, maybe at the weekend
or on club nights,” Peter said with a trace of desperation in his
voice.

“Peter…” All the
heads turned toward Alice when she spoke in a strong, clear voice.
“I’m sure that Tess is looking forward to contributing to the
presentations you organize at the ‘Point Five Club’, aren’t
you, Tess?”

Her statement took
me by surprise, but I was happy to agree with her. “Oh, yes, I
definitely enjoy wearing latex…”

Alice continued.
“But, in future, Peter, I’ll make the arrangements with you.”

“You’ll have to
liaise with Petra who is managing the St Alban’s store,” he
responded.

I turned my
attention to the three armchairs on my left. Petra was sitting
between Trevor Miller and Rodney Mears. Her outfit was similar to
Zoe’s, but her corset covered most of her tits and there was no
white trim.

Petra had the
stage. “Tess, for the new year, all female submissive members are
going to have to complete a two-day course here at the hall. I
suppose the question is, are you prepared to return and complete
your course?”

“Um…” I turned to
Alice.

She nodded.
“Petra, again we’ll have to discuss the details of what’s entailed
at a later date. I presume you’re also having a course for
doms?”

“We are. If you
want to join the club, you would be welcome to spend a couple of
days here too.”

“Okay, I’ll think
about that.”

“What about our
relationship, Tess?” Peter asked, breaking into the conversation.
“I had high hopes that once you settled in, you would make my home
yours…”

“Peter…” Alice
intervened quickly. “Tess will be staying with me during the
holiday, won’t you, Tess?”

Again, I nodded
eagerly. “I’m sorry, Peter, but things got too much for me. I need
time to think and I must concentrate on my career.”

Peter signalled to
Zoe, who was dressed like Ella. She moved so fluidly while wearing
the tight corset, everyone watched her approach. That confidence
came from working in ‘Fetish Where?’, for a year. Peter had
obviously decided that her fetish training didn’t need to be as
severe as mine which was fair enough.

“Tess, Alice, I’m
naturally disappointed to lose such a shining star like Tess, but I
know when I’m defeated. Have a glass of champagne with me and the
other members of the Fellowship.”

Alice got to her
feet. “Peter, you have acted graciously, so I look forward to
discussing Tess’s timetable with you. However, I am going to have
to turn down the drink because I’m late for an appointment.” Peter
got to his feet so I did as well. “Maybe, I’ll have that drink when
we pick up Tess’s personal items from your home?”

“Sorted,” Peter
replied. I stood transfixed while Peter shook Alice’s hand and then
kissed her cheek. He turned to me. “Tess, I thought I was feeding
your hunger, but it appears that you’re not ready yet. If Alice
knows anything about the fetish world, then we may see you back
here one day, for a short stay. If not, then you will always be
welcome at ‘Fetish Where?’”

We shook hands and
kissed cheeks. “Peter, I hope you and all your friends, including
Zoe, have a merry Christmas.”

Zoe looked upset.
She placed the tray on the coffee table and came to me. We hugged
and then parted. “Tess, we’ll still be friends, won’t we?”

“You bet,” I
replied…

Alice came to my
side. “Tess, you’ll have to come over for a meal one day and the
three of us can have some bestie time together.”

It was an
uplifting moment to leave on. “Show them out, Zoe,” Peter said.

I paused before I
left the room to take one last look at the festive scene. They were
going to enjoy themselves and wouldn’t miss me.

Thanks to Alice, I
too was going to enjoy Christmas in the most unexpected way, in the
company of one of the most beautiful young women on the planet.
After giving us our coats, Zoe and I kissed briefly and said our
tearful goodbyes and swapped Christmas best wishes. Finally, she
closed Red-Mill Hall’s huge wooden entrance door behind us.

Alice and I stood
facing each other on the step, while heavy snow swirled around us.
“Thank you, Alice,” I whispered.

“Mistress…”

“Thank you,
Mistress.”

“Actions speak
louder than words.”

I instantly
wrapped my arms around her body and pressed my lips against hers.
We kissed as passionately as two lovers ever had. I thought that no
matter what became of our relationship, she had already given me
the best Christmas present a girl could ever wish for…
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reading my work and have a merry Christmas holiday…
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Chapter 1 ~
Jasmin 1.






I was lucky to
have a friend like Karen. She took an interest in me from the first
time she watched me run. Karen Jenkins was an ex 400 metre champion
at the national level and was often invited to coach at the convent
when someone like me showed some promise. When I emerged, aged 19,
into the world, from the sheltered life I led at Thornbury, she was
the one who organized my accommodation and restructured my
athletics coaching.

My circumstances
were different from most girls in the convent, in that I didn’t
know who my parents were. I had long accepted that I was an orphan.
It had been difficult at first. My peers targeted me for my lack of
parents and stoic personality. I could have felt sorry for myself
for the rest of my days, but my running lifted me and gave me a
purpose in life.

Whoever conceived
me had left enough money in trust to pay for my education and then
provide me with £25,000 a year, in perpetuity. The value of that
amount would diminish every year, but it was enough to live on
while I pursued my dream. After paying my rent on a small flat and
my membership to the ‘Old Bedfordian Athletics Club’, there
was plenty left to live in reasonable comfort while I spent as much
time as I wished training for my sport.

I decided to delay
going to university for at least a year. It was a huge step to take
after leaving the convent just before I turned 19. However, because
of Karen’s help, I had navigated the problems that reared their
ugly heads from time to time and, I thought, matured rapidly.

I was still
wearing a t-shirt and panties when Karen arrived to pick me up for
training. It was Friday, so I was booked for an early track session
at 08:00 with Karen and Tom Eastman. I had given her a front door
key, so she was able to come straight up to the fifth floor and
knock on the door to my flat, number 55.

I checked it was
Karen through the spy hole, then let her in. “You’re early,” I said
cheerfully to my slim athletic friend.

We were the same
height, but I was probably a stone heavier than Karen. She was
wearing a blue club tracksuit and white trainers. Her short blonde
hair was loose and cut in a boy style.

“Slow getting up?”
she asked as she followed me to the bedroom door.

I sat down at my
dressing table and watched her in the mirror as she started to make
my bed. “Karen, you don’t have to do that.”

She ignored me.
“Have you eaten breakfast?”

I started plaiting
my long black hair. “Yes. I had three boiled eggs.”

She smoothed out
the covers, then came and stood behind me. “How are you getting on
with your new silicone friend? Did you work out how to use it?”

She was referring
to the dildo that she gave me the last time she dropped me home. I
felt my face heat up. I continued with my hair. “Um, is that why
you came early, to grill me about the dildo?”

“No, I came to
make your bed and your breakfast if necessary. Someone has to look
after you.”

I handed her the
hair band so she could tie my hair. “Thanks, Karen, but you’ve got
to stop mothering me. I left the convent six months ago.”

“Ah, but you
admitted that you haven’t had any boyfriends yet. The dildo is the
first step to normality. I bet there are guys out there who are
drooling over you.”

I studied my
reflexion. I had good bone structure for someone of mixed race. My
skin was honey coloured and my large eyes were dark brown. I
guessed that one of my parents were from the middle east and the
other from England.

I stood up and
faced her. “Karen, I haven’t come across any boys drooling over
me.”

“That’s because
you don’t go out enough. Jogging around the lakes doesn’t count.
You’re more likely to meet the wrong kind of guy down there.” She
walked over to my wardrobe and opened it. “You don’t even buy
yourself any nice clothes. Jasmin, you need to get a life.”

“I’m happy, Karen.
If I’m not jogging, I’m at the gym most evenings so I’m too tired
to party into the night, like you and Tom.”

“Huh, chance would
be a fine thing. Tom though, likes clubbing.”

I lifted my
t-shirt off as I walked over to a chest of drawers. Karen sat down
on the bed and watched me select the sportswear that I planned to
wear to the training session. I threw the items on the bed beside
my crumpled top. I noticed she was studying my body which wasn’t
unusual.

“Jasmin, you
didn’t answer my question about the dildo.”

I studied her
serious face. “I can report that your gift is in full working
order.”

Karen had given it
to me at the beginning of the week. The dildo was smaller than the
average size of a man’s cock. It was perfect for me though because
I had never been penetrated with anything other than girl’s
fingers. I immediately discovered that the dildo filled and
stretched my teenage quim. I took her advice that evening and used
it while lying on my back with my knees on my chest.

Karen warned me
about the blood, so I was well prepared. There wasn’t much but it
made me cautious during the first exploratory session. I didn’t get
to appreciate the dildo’s ability until I eased it into my tight
quim the following morning.

My experience of
orgasms was limited to just two levels of excitement. Stroking my
own delicate folds always produced delicious sensations. But, when
my friends at the convent delved into my slick cleft and played
with my clitoral flesh the result was always thrilling and
immensely satisfying. We girls knew how to make each other moan and
squirm with delight without using any foreign objects.

So, the time had
arrived, thanks to Karen, to behave like an adult. Having inserted
the realistically shaped dildo to a depth of about six inches, I
began to wonder what all the fuss was about, Then, I began to move
it back and forth. As the thrilling sensations built, I discovered
that there was something even more exciting than winning an
important 800 metre race!

I was totally
relaxed undressing in Karen’s company. We had showered together
many times. She had also massaged my back, butt cheeks and legs
while I lay naked face down on the massage table. Although she had
come close to touching me intimately, she had never made a pass at
me.

If she had, I
wouldn’t have been surprised because it was commonplace at the
convent. We were all curious about sex, each other, and boys. As
far as girls were concerned, I never had the nerve to go beyond
playing with their sex, using my fingers or my mouth. Boys from the
nearby monastery often came to join the choir for celebrations and
special occasions but we were watched like hawks by the nuns.

Then there was the
Abbot…

Post convent, I
became aware that I was more aroused looking at a male body than a
female one. Tom Eastman, my coach, was to blame for that.

“You were telling
me that Tom trained you when you were my age,” I said to Karen,
trying to move on from the dildo.

“That’s
right.”

I picked up the
sports bra and put it on. I went over to Karen, whereupon she
fastened it for me, then patted my butt.

“He must have been
about twenty-four. That’s young for a coach,” I said.

“He was fresh from
university,” Karen replied. “He’s got a degree in exercise and
sports science so was able to begin coaching as soon as he got a
job. Do you know, he was as good back then as he is now.”

Returning to the
items I selected, I slid the cotton panties down my legs and
stepped out of them. “Did you ever date him?” I picked up the blue
running briefs, pulled them on, then sat down on the bed. I turned
to look at Karen while I waited for an answer.

“Well, yes, we did
for a while. I soon realized that he was a heartbreaker, so I
settled down with another guy. Come on, hurry up or you’ll miss
some valuable coaching time.”

Knowing that Karen
had been with Tom, emboldened me. “Karen, I’ve been having thoughts
about Tom…” I pulled my t-shirt on and waited for her answer.

“Thoughts? Since I
gave you the dildo?”

“No, before. I
can’t get the thoughts out of my head. The dildo made things worse
and its always Tom I think about.”

“Jasmin, Tom’s a
nice guy and he’s horny, but he’s incapable of holding down a
relationship. As soon as another girl makes eyes at him, he moves
on and discards the previous girl or shags them both at the same
time. Isobel is a good example…”

“The
receptionist?”

“Yes. He got her
hired and she’s only too willing to let him shag her…”

I noticed a trace
of irritation in her voice, maybe jealousy. “Well, if anything
happened between Tom and me, I’m going in with my eyes wide open. I
like him and I’ve got a lot to thank him for…”

“His reward should
be your success. Tread very carefully, Jasmin.”

Tom didn’t charge
me for his time because I was in the club’s team. Nor did I give
money to Karen, but the membership fees were high, so I guessed
they were amply rewarded by the club. I pulled my socks and
trainers on, then donned my blue club tracksuit, before sorting out
my sports bag.

Karen followed me
into my tiny kitchen and waited while I filled my drinks bottle
with energy drink. As soon as I had put it in my bag, she placed
her hand on mine and flashed her blue eyes at me. “Jasmin, I like
you a lot and I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

That was the first
moment that I detected a smidgen of intimate connection with Karen.
The hand on mine, the body language and the meaningful eye contact
were all signals that I had experienced over the years at the
convent.

Hers weren’t much
different to Tom’s, but in his case his cock hardened within his
tight shorts whenever we were alone. That was all the proof I
needed to confirm that he fancied me…















































Chapter 2
(Part) ~ Tom 1.






Tom had one eye on
his stopwatch and the other eye on the lithe figure of Jasmin
Frost, striding around the far side of the circuit. It was a cool
October morning at the ‘Old Bedfordian Athletics club’. The
clouds were high, the track was dry and there was only a light
wind. It was therefore the perfect morning conditions for his
prodigy to go for a personal best over 800 meters.

Jasmin had a small
lead over Karen Briars, a former national 400 metre champion.
Karen, who was eight years older than Jasmin, helped Tom with the
teenager’s training whenever she could. They both believed that
Jasmin was a natural talent for the 400 and 800 metre
distances.

“How’s she
doing?”

Tom turned his
head, surprised by the man’s voice, for he hadn’t heard him
approach. “Um, this is a private training session. Also, you
shouldn’t be in the athlete’s section.”

The Arab man held
up his hands and gave Tom a broad grin. “I’m here to talk to you
about Jasmin…” He was holding a business card which he handed to
Tom. “My name is Ibrahim Khalid. I’m from the law firm,
‘Hussain, Khalid and Omar’. I have some pressing business to
discuss with you.”

Tom held the card
up. “Wait one minute…” He turned his attention back to the track
just in time to see the girls complete their first lap.

He captured
Jasmin’s time and watched the pair as they picked up the pace for
the final lap. Karen had set the pace for the first lap but was
then overtaken by Jasmin as they passed the finishing line.

Tom lowered his
eyes and studied the card. He saw that the law firm was based in
Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. There were enough ghosts in Tom’s cupboard
for him to feel a tinge of fear whenever solicitors reared their
ugly heads. He had experienced several brushes with the law over
the years. Unfortunately, it was an occupational hazard.

He had been
coaching teenage girls for eight years and there had been some
bumps along the way. After some unsubstantiated accusations of
inappropriate touching in the early days of his training career, He
never trained a teenager on their own. He enlisted either Karen or
Sue, another runner he had coached, as training partners to quell
any fears that parents or guardians might have.

The Solicitor’s
sanguine attitude put him at his ease. “I had no idea solicitors
worked outside office hours, let alone before breakfast,” he said
with a trace of sarcasm in his voice. It was just before eight on a
Friday morning.

The dark skinned,
bearded Arab responded to his comment with a smile. “Tom, when a
matter is urgent, I get out of bed early. My journey has been long,
so I decided to let you know that I’m here to talk to you as soon
as you’ve finished this training session.”

“Ibrahim, I need
you to wait over in the stand for half an hour.” Tom pointed at the
modest building that stood close to the running track, some 20
yards away from where they were standing.

For a small
athletics club, they were lucky to have enough covered seating for
500 spectators.

The suited Arab
glanced over toward the stand. “Tom, I will wait, but bear in mind
that I’ve travelled a long way to talk to you about Jasmin and it
is an urgent matter. Come and sit with me as soon as you can.”

Tom’s temperature
rose. “I’ll come when I’m finished. Please go to the stand and
wait.”

The grey suited
solicitor, gripping a bulky leather briefcase, shrugged before
turning and heading toward the exit to the athlete’s compound.
Tom’s irritation worsened when on turning his attention toward the
track, he saw that he had missed the finish. Tom ducked under the
rail and approached the teenager who was bending with her hands on
her knees.

Jasmin was gasping
for air, but still lifted her head and gasped a few words. “That
was fast…”

Jasmin’s naturally
tanned body was glistening with sweat, as was her forehead and
cheeks. Her huge dark brown eyes sparkled with vitality despite her
grimace due to the effort she had just exerted down the final
straight.

Tom nodded and
looked glum. “Sorry, kid, I got distracted. It was a great run
though.”

Karen arrived with
a smile on her face. “Cor… she tore up the track…” the young blond
woman frowned. “What did you say, Tom?”

“The visitor
distracted me, so I missed the time. I’m Sorry.”

When Jasmin
straightened, she looked surprised, then looked around. Her eyes
settled on the solicitor, who had taken a seat on the front corner
of the stand, not more than 20 yards away. “Who is that man,
Tom?”

Tom mentally
compared the pair of athletes who were standing side by side.
Karen, white but suntanned, was slightly paler than Jasmin who had
a naturally tanned body, due to her mixed heritage. Karen was
thinner and wirier and had the perfect body for middle distance
running. Jasmin, on the other hand, was more solidly built. Tom
thought that the teenager could develop into a good heptathlete, if
she put her mind to it, due to her jumping and throwing
potential.

“He’s a friend of
a friend who’s dropped by for a chat. He’s going to wait,” Tom
explained.

“Are we still
going to have breakfast together?” Karen helped Jasmin on with her
tracksuit top.

The youngster used
her huge brown eyes like a weapon sometimes. So, Tom was aware that
the teenager was looking forward to their once a week visit to Mc
Donald’s.

“Yes, Jasmin. You
might have to hang around for a while. Come on…” Before either girl
could fire another question at him, he set off for the changing
rooms.

With a solicitor
prowling around the club, Tom was getting more anxious by the
minute. As soon as he heard the girls catching up, Tom turned to
walk backwards. The girls, each carrying a bag, and wearing their
tracksuit tops were chatting about the 800-metre race and their
tactics.

Karen always wore
the skimpiest of running briefs. They were little more than a ‘V’
of material covering her mons and a triangle not much bigger to
cover her firm ass. Jasmin was also wearing race briefs but hers
were fuller. “I’ll catch up with you in a couple of minutes,” he
shouted at them.

He had a training
routine which included a session of fitness diagnostic tests and a
massage before the athlete showered. Karen was his constant and was
onboard 100% with his unusual, but successful training methods…
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Sample






Thank you for
reading my work. I really appreciate it.

I hope you
enjoyed the Sixth and final part

of this
multi-part series. Remember though,

Tess will be
back!

Thanks again.
Amelia.






This book has
been published by Stark Books

Facebook -
https://www.facebook.com/amelia.stark.98

Join Amelia’s
Facebook group ‘Books of an Adult Nature’.

http://bit.ly/AdultNature

Follow on
Twitter - AmeliaStark_18

Email :-
amelia.stark@mail.com






Amelia Stark
eBooks on
Smashwords






Amelia has many books on
Smashwords (See link above). She hopes you dip in and try some of the
other series.

cover.jpg
Tess’s Fetish Training






