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Chapter One – An
Invitation Accepted






‘Aren’t you frightened of me?’ asked Doctor Hall, looking at
Daphne over her teacup. ‘I have a certain reputation around the
college. It’s been a long time since I’ve had tea with a
student.’

‘I know of your reputation, doctor. No, I’m not afraid. I can’t
see you ravishing me here in the cafeteria and dragging me off
kicking and screaming to your lair.’ Daphne smiled, she hoped
mischievously. She knew that most of the female students, even the
lesbians, avoided Doctor Hall like the plague.

‘Why would anyone think I was likely to do that? Just call me
Joan, now we’re friends. You know I don’t stand on
ceremony.’

Daphne didn’t know that at all, and friends was a bit of a stretch, after
half a cup of tea together. ‘I think it’s the whips, Joan’, she
said. ‘Actually, you had tea with Christine Shripton only a
fortnight ago, and you invited her to your house to see your
collection’.

‘What was wrong with that? I asked her about her hobbies. She
said she made belts. Belts and whips serve the same purpose.
Surely, we could have learnt from each other? Instead, she
practically made a run for it. Do you have hobbies?’

‘They never last with me, although I’ve always been interested
in photography. I like doing nudes, but it’s not easy to find
volunteers. I can do self-portraits but then I can’t show them to
anyone. I was thinking of trying wrestling. The trouble with that
is, I think I’d always want to lose; to be forced to submit by a
stronger, determined woman, determined to impose her will on
me.’

‘With your bodies oiled and your clothes torn off? The loser’s
body open for ravishment by the winner? I’d have to win every time,
and you, I suspect, would have to lose all the time, so all the
contests would have to be rigged. Surely, it would be easier to
miss out the hard work and go straight to the imposition of the
will.’

Daphne
understood that she was passing the point of no return. ‘I don’t
know’, she replied, pretending to think hard. ‘The wrestling, with
the sweaty bodies pressed and rubbing against one another, probably
builds up an appetite for what happens afterwards’

‘There are easier ways to do that. Enough sparring: I’d like to
take you home for the weekend. Before you agree, you should know
that if you come, there’s no going back. It’s a bank holiday
weekend, so I’ll take you home on Tuesday. You’ll probably need a
day or two to recover. If you refuse, we part company now, and I
won’t ask you again. We will both act as if this conversation never
happened.’

‘I don’t know what you’ll do with me’, Daphne protested. ‘You
might pass me around your friends, bound and helpless. I’ve never
even kissed a woman before.’

‘Not knowing- giving up control, and responsibility for your
body- is the point of the exercise, my dear. Your body will become
my property, to do with as I please. All you will know is that it
will be returned to you, intact, on Tuesday.’

Joan
spoke in a calm and matter-of-fact tone, but Daphne could tell that
she was tense, almost willing her to agree. She knew that she
should be bargaining. She should demand assurance that she would
not be whipped, lent or hired out to strangers, or tortured with
fire and/or needles. She had spent enough time on the internet to
know what could be inflicted on ‘painsluts’ by dominants. She also
knew, however, that Joan would call her bluff. It was take it or
leave it. Breathing suddenly seemed difficult and she knew that her
chest- which was generously endowed- was heaving. Joan seemed to
guess which way it would go, and took her hand just as she said,
very quietly, ‘I agree, Joan’.

The two
women were leaning forward, heads close together, for the tables in
the cafeteria were close together and almost all occupied. Daphne
knew that whatever she did now, she would be the subject of lively
rumours among her fellow students. Despite her nerves it felt good
to have her hand held and squeezed by another woman, who now took a
deep breath and reached into her handbag. She came out with a thick
metal cuff and, hiding what she was doing under the table, put it
on Daphne’s wrist- the right one- and closed it with an audible
‘click’. She pulled the sleeve down to cover it. Daphne could only
wonder what she’d have done had the sleeves been short. It was late
spring so the decision, earlier in the morning, had been
touch-and-go. ‘Do you need to go home?’, asked Joan, ‘for any
prescription meds, or anything you can’t do without?’

‘Only clothes. You can see I don’t use make-up, except
moisturiser.’

‘You don’t need clothes, and I have moisturiser. Follow me to
my car, discreetly.’

Feeling
that she was now in free-fall, Daphne went meekly after her,
conscious of the stares of two of her classmates who were sitting
nearby. They didn’t matter, she reasoned, for she would probably
never see them again. Her course was over, and the students would
all go home as soon as the results were posted. Joan led her at a
brisk pace through the concourse, where shops that she would never
need again sold textbooks and stationery, laptops, and sporting
goods. They crossed College Road to where Joan’s Skoda Octavia was
in the staff car park, she having arrived early enough to get one
of the precious spaces. She ushered Daphne into the back, and
mentioned, as she got into the driving seat and closed the door,
that the child locks were activated. There was no-one around, so
she was able to do what might otherwise have waited until they were
out of town. She turned and passed Daphne a little sachet
containing several unmarked pills. ‘Take these, my dear. They are
not narcotics and have no side-effects, and they aren’t
mind-altering drugs, but they’ll make life much easier for you
during the next few days.’

Daphne
hesitated a moment before taking and swallowing them. There was a
bottle of water in the door compartment to help wash them down.
‘Well done’, said Joan reassuringly. ‘Now settle down and enjoy the
music. I don’t like to talk when I’m driving. Put your belt
on.’

Somehow
the commonplace act of fastening her seat belt seemed to take on a
new significance, as if she was relinquishing another bit of her
freedom. Nevertheless, the car was comfortable and the music-
courtesy of Classic FM- was pleasant. It even included a movement
from Beethoven’s Seventh; one of her great favourites. Joan drove
as quickly as the traffic allowed, making her way to the M6 and
heading north before turning off into the maze of minor roads in
and around the Trough of Bowland. They were not headed for the
moors, however. Joan turned off onto a gravel track that wound, for
nearly a mile, through deciduous woodland. Cows grazed in small
clearings on their right, and twice they had to slow down while a
beast ambled off the track in her own time. On their left a stream
tumbled over rocky outcrops, with occasional pools of still water.
Then, at the top of a slightly steeper incline they turned off to
the left onto a track that could easily have been missed by a
first-time visitor. The car splashed through the stream by a ford,
which probably explained why, in wet weather, Joan often arrived at
work in an old Land Rover. Another rather bumpy hundred yards
brought them to a metal gate which, as it opened smoothly and
quickly for them at the push of a button, was probably not as rusty
as it looked. Daphne could see that a security fence extended into
the forest on each side. She was more surprised when they rounded a
sharp bend to confront another, much more modern gate, also part of
continuous and electrified barrier. This time the security element
was much more obvious. She could see the cameras and also the gap
in the foliage that had been carefully maintained. It would not be
possible for anyone to enter or leave the estate by climbing
through the trees or swinging, Tarzan-style, over the fence. She
could not have done that anyway, for she was not the athletic type.
There would be no leaving without Joan’s permission, and
understanding that, she pulled a little nervously at the cuff that
was locked onto her wrist.

 The track soon left the
wooded valley and entered an area of scrubby moorland with
occasional copses of windswept trees in the sheltered parts. There
were a few sheep in evidence and Daphne spotted a deer in the
distance. She was surprised when Joan turned into a small, disused
quarry and stopped the car, telling Daphne to get out. She took her
by the arm and walked her to the rockface, where a cave-like
opening led to a door with a fingerprint-operated lock. Inside was
a small and comfortable room with a double bed, and various
cupboards and drawers. From one she took a wrist cuff, two ankle
irons and a collar, all of which she proceeded to fit onto her
somewhat bemused charge. Once the second wrist cuff was in place
she padlocked them together behind her back, moving so quickly and
smoothly that Daphne had no chance to even think about protesting.
A kind of flush suffused her body as she understood, in the next
few seconds, that she was now a helpless prisoner. Then she was
made to sit on the bed while similar cuffs were fitted to her
ankles, but not joined. Then came the collar, which was similar in
appearance to the cuffs but a little thicker, about two inches
deep, and with usb-c socket on the bottom edge. It seemed to be
adjustable within limits, and Joan listened for two clicks from the
locking mechanism as she closed it: a snug but comfortable fit. It
was not restrictive, but Daphne was very conscious of its presence,
particularly when she looked up or down, and like all the
restraints, its weight was significant. ‘If you approach the
boundary fence’, Joan explained, ‘it will give you a little shock.
If you get closer, you’ll get a bigger shock. If you try to cross
it, you’ll collapse. Need a demonstration?'

'No
thank you, but couldn’t I just give you my word not to run
away?’

Daphne
shuddered as Joan leant very close and ran the backs of her
knuckles over her right breast. It felt as if her nipple was bare,
even though she wore a bra under her thin blouse. ‘You should call
me “mistress’’ now’, she said, the ‘friend’ phase being now
apparently over. ‘The point of it all is, that you don’t get the
choice. I don’t want promises. I want to know that I have you
secure.’

Daphne
was breathing heavily now as the knuckles continued to stroke her.
She was keeping her mouth half-open, not just to take in air but in
anticipation of her first lesbian kiss. If her hands had been free,
she would already have seized Joan’s more modest boobs. Expecting
to be stripped and ravished there and then, she was disappointed to
be drawn back to her feet. ‘Time to go to the house’, said Joan,
and led the way back to her car. Daphne was slightly dazed at the
sudden return to near-normalcy, but as the pace was brisk, she
found walking with locked wrists surprisingly awkward. She had
never thought about the way people use their arms for balance in
all their everyday activities.







***






The
house was about half a mile further on, in a little hollow by a
brook and well concealed by a stand of trees and some of the feral
rhododendrons so disliked by lovers of the native flora and fauna.
The building was Georgian in style but of plain brick; obviously
once the home of a yeoman farmer with space for his family and
servants. There were outbuildings and, on the other side of the
stream, another old quarry face. In front of the house was a
circular driveway with room for several vehicles, and a small van
was parked to one side. As Joan helped Daphne from the car the
front door- a grand affair resembling that of No 10 Downing Street-
opened and a remarkable figure emerged; a shock for Daphne who had
not expected to meet anyone else during the weekend. The woman now
introduced as Gerta was tall, in her mid-thirties, and beautiful in
a Teutonic, rather severe way with square-cut features, piercing
blue eyes and a full mouth that looked as if it rarely smiled. Her
hair was short and blonde, in a rigidly sprayed bob. The most
remarkable thing about her, however, was her attire. Her skirt was
very short, revealing long, muscular but well-formed legs, and
above it she wore a leather corset, compressing her waist and
pushing up her breasts, with were obviously large and threatened to
spill over the top. ‘Gerta is my housekeeper’, explained Joan, ‘but
she is also my business manager and personal trainer, and she’s
responsible for maintaining discipline in the house. You may call
her ‘’miss’’.’ She turned to address the woman. ‘Gerta, this is
Daphne. Be gentle with her; she’s a virgin in every way that
matters to us at the moment.’

Not
knowing what to do- she had no hands to shake- Daphne gave a little
curtsey. She was thinking that, although in the usual sense of the
word she was certainly no virgin, this was not a ‘usual’ kind of
situation, and the implication was that there were other
virginities for her to lose. Gerta took her by the arm and led her
into the spacious hall, and to her great dismay, Joan simply
disappeared, perhaps retiring to her private quarters. Daphne was
in a kind of daze, flushed with something close to a panic attack
as she was led through a big, comfortable sitting room to a
kitchen-diner, and from there into a small but comfortable lounge
with a similar-sized bedroom beyond. Gerta could see how stressed
she was, and how unsteady in her bondage. ‘First time tied, is it?
You’ll be used to it in no time. Breathe gently, girl. I’m not
going to torture you; not yet anyway.’

Apart
from the implied threat, her slight German accept added to the
impression of a stage dominatrix, and Daphne was not reassured,
looking behind them as if she expected Joan to reappear. She was
startled to find Gerta moving very close in front of her. ‘You’ll
see her this evening’, she said quietly. ‘Even with a virgin, she
expects a minimum standard of basic training. That’s what I do.
Hold still, my dear.’

Then,
with one hand around Daphne’s shoulders and the other on the back
of her neck, she leant down slightly to kiss her. There was no
tentative peck on the lips; she pushed them open with her own and
merged them, twisting her head to create friction and clearly
expecting Daphne to do the same. Her tongue followed almost
immediately, searching for its counterpart and challenging it for
the space between their mouths. Daphne responded as best she could.
For her, kissing had never been a mechanical exercise that could be
done with total strangers. Nevertheless, Gerta’s lips felt good,
and much softer and more malleable than they looked, and Daphne’s
libido had been stirred by the attention paid so briefly to her
breasts by Joan. Her locked wrists inflamed her further; the
situation had been, after all, the stuff of her fantasies since
puberty. The pills that she’d been given were already having an
effect, and she was soon pushing forward against Berta’s body,
trying to rub their breasts together. Gerta broke off her kiss. ‘I
think it’s time to see what you’re hiding in there’, she murmured,
and without giving Daphne a moment to react, tore her blouse open
from the neck down. Several buttons popped free and flew in all
directions, but two or three stayed stubbornly attached, the
material around them tearing away. Although Gerta was obviously a
strong woman she did not attempt to tear the sleeves but produced a
pair of scissors, the blunt-ended variety that could be safely
carried in a pocket. In seconds Daphne was naked to the waist, and
Gerta was contemplating the lush, full breasts that had been
admired by many of her boyfriends. ‘These are lovely’, she said,
hefting them in the palms of her hands. ‘On behalf of the mistress,
I’m declaring your chest an area of outstanding natural beauty.
While you are in this house you must never conceal them or turn
them away from a free person’s gaze. They are also a public right
of way. Free persons, or authorised slaves, have the right to touch
them at will, or to use them for pleasure.’

Daphne
was not given time to absorb that, for her skirt and panties were
also being torn and cut away. None of her clothes were left fit to
use again. She was soon gasping as fingers pushed into her sex,
testing it for moisture, and they were put into her mouth to be
licked. Although her ankles were not locked it never occurred to
her to resist. Her nakedness and the destruction of her garments
underlined her feeling of total helplessness, of being owned by
these people. Now Gerta was stripping- albeit less destructively-
to reveal a sparse, athletic body with big and pointy breasts with
prominent nipples. She sat in a big armchair and opened her legs,
revealing perfectly clean-shaven pubes. A little tongue of flesh
protruded between her outer labia, and Daphne wondered whether it
aroused her when it brushed against her clothing. ‘Please me’, she
ordered in a particularly clipped, authoritative tone, and Daphne
understood that she was she was now required to give her first
cunnilingus. She masturbated frequently and her blow-jobs were
well-received, so as she lurched awkwardly to her knees and
shuffled between Gerta’s legs she felt reasonably confident despite
being unable to use her hands.

She
underestimated, again, the limitations that bondage imposed on her.
It was difficult to balance herself in the ideal position and
tiring to stay there. Although Gerta raised her midriff helpfully
and even tried draping her legs on Daphne’s shoulders and back, the
perfect angle was elusive. Gerta was demanding, issuing
instructions constantly. ‘Deeper, deeper’ she would hiss as she
felt Daphne’s tongue penetrating her, and as she became more
aroused she grabbed her hair to pull her in harder. Daphne’s tongue
tired quickly, unused to the task, and her breathing was
interrupted as her nose was forced into the upper part of the wet
crevice. Then her hair was pulled back sharply. ‘Lick around my
clit’, she was told, and that was easier. She circled the hood as
she usually did with her own, only with her tongue instead of her
fingers, and she pushed her lips in to give it some relief.
Finally, when she sensed that Gerta was cumming, she allowed
herself to touch the little bud itself. She was very delicate, for
although she liked quite a firm push herself, she was conscious
that overdoing it, or moving too soon, would spoil the orgasm. When
it started, however, two hands mashed her face against it, hard
enough for her to fear that her lips night be bruised. She kept
them wrapped over her teeth to protect Gerta’s most delicate parts,
and still managed to push her tongue and wriggle it despite the
pressure, and the orgasm was long and intense, far beyond anything
that Daphne had ever experienced herself. When it was over Gerta
seemed to hesitate, still holding her face in her groin as if
wondering whether to go for a second climax, but in the end she
decided to stop. To Daphne’s surprise she insisted on changing
places, kneeling between her legs and applying her mouth. The
bondage arrangements were unchanged, but she kept her hands by her
side or on the floor.

The next
half-hour changed Daphne’s life. Gerta’s tongue pushed in and out
like a penis, but somehow warmer, wetter and more intimate despite
its smaller size and softer feel. She got it deeper than Daphne
would have thought possible, and never showed any sign of tiring.
Although she concentrated for a long time on the vaginal tunnel she
managed to make sporadic and tantalizing contact with the clitoral
area with her upper lip or her nose, doing so more and more often
as she gradually increased the pace of her thrusts. Daphne could
feel the effect of the pills as the drugs enhanced her arousal, and
Gerda played her like an instrument, moving her on but controlling
the pace, so her feelings encompassed her whole body. She found
herself tugging at her cuffs, wanting to seize Gerta’s head or play
with her own nipples, and she bit and licked her lips as if wishing
for a second penetration in her mouth. All the time, however, Gerta
touched nothing but her sex, lengthening her tongue-strokes to pass
right over her clitoris, and finally abandoning the tunnel
altogether. As she squeezed the bud between her lips and pressed it
with the tip of her tongue, Daphne began to cum, an orgasm that
dwarfed any that she’d experienced before and caused her eyes to
lose focus as she forgot to breathe, the room around them pulsing
and swirling until she closed them, as if hoping to trap and keep
the sensations that were rolling through her body like the waves in
the ocean. She almost sobbed when she realised that it was over,
her body relaxing and her breathing returning to normal. Then she
wondered why Gerta still had her face in her vulva, her tongue now
circling her clit, slowly but with a firm, steady pressure. Then
the truth dawned. She was going to cum again. She had never had a
multiple orgasm. After one short climax her male partners had
thought their duty done, had filled their condoms and were in a
hurry to start texting their achievement to their friends. This was
a different experience altogether. Racked with pleasure until she
felt she had lost all touch with reality, she longed for it to go
on forever, until she was so drained after five or six orgasms,
each longer and more intense than the one before, that she felt
that she would soon lose consciousness altogether. When she seemed
drained of all human intelligence- nothing more than a primitive
organism that lived only to feel sexual pleasure- Gerta eased the
pressure and she started to return to reality, wondering what she
could possibly do to repay her benefactress, and whether she would
ever want vanilla sex again. Her wrists felt that they belonged
behind her back; that they should never be allowed to get in the
way of a mistress who was using her or imposing such feelings upon
her. She tried to catalogue in her mind the techniques that Gerta
had used; when to push, when to roll her tongue, when to flatten
it, when to flick, to rub, to stroke, to circle, etc. Then, just as
she was wondering how to thank her, and whether her own mouth would
be used a second time, Gerta started all over again.

When it
really was all over, Gerta helped her to sit across her knees, now
dripping with perspiration and panting for breath, barely able to
hold herself upright. There was a convenient little table by the
chair, with bottles of spring water, and the older woman held one
to her lips, making her drink it all. ‘You have the capacity to
feel almost unlimited pleasure’, she told her, ‘but it comes at a
price. Drink, drink, drink, water, fruit juice, squashes, tea, but
not coffee, and never spirits or liqueurs. Dehydration is an enemy
that will stalk you always, sapping your strength and drying out
your skin. Moisturize, moisturize, moisturize, morning, noon and
night.’

Daphne
could only wonder how she could moisturize with her wrists behind
her back. Perhaps she would be freed for the purpose; perhaps her
mistress would do it for her. She shivered a little as she imagined
soft hands rubbing unguents into her skin, probably lingering over
her breasts and her labia. ‘Miss Gerta, I’ve never felt anything
like that. I’ve learnt more about pleasure today than all my life
up to now.’ Her voice was slightly hoarse and trembled
slightly.

Gerta
gave her more water. ‘A little later, we’ll see how much you learnt
from it. Are you hungry now?’


Chapter Two –
Pains and Pleasures






Daphne suddenly realized that she was starving. It was
difficult to believe that so much had happened since her meeting
with Joan in the university’s coffee lounge. Gerta helped her to
her feet and led her out of her quarters to main kitchen of the
house, where a huge American-style fridge provided plates of dainty
sandwiches, vol au vents
and tiny quiches, with a jug of fresh orange
juice. Daphne had to be fed, for her wrists were still locked, but
she ate everything that was offered. She had no idea of the time-
there were no visible clocks- but she thought it was probably after
two o’clock, much later than her usual lunchtime. Afterwards there
was yoghourt from an unmarked pot, tasting rather different from
commercial offerings, and raspberries to go with it. Despite
Gerta’s strictures there was coffee to finish. Considering that
they were both naked and Daphne was bound, it was a remarkably
civilized meal, with a stream of questions about the latter’s food
preferences and personal habits. What kind of exercise did she take
regularly? Did she run, jog or work out in a gym? Were there any
foods that she particularly disliked, and was she allergic to
anything? Daphne cycled occasionally, but otherwise had little to
offer. She was asked about her political and religious views. ‘Not
that it matters to us’, said Gerta, ‘but you might meet someone who
is easily offended. Joan knows several politicians and a couple of
senior clerics.’ Daphne professed to have no very strong feelings
except a deep, burning hatred of anything relating to Brexit and a
half-hearted leaning towards the Church of England. ‘I’m not sure I
believe anything’, she explained, ‘but it’s good to feel that one
belongs to something. On the other hand, the Methodists own my car
parking space and it’s cheap, so perhaps I owe them
something.’

‘Just be careful around priests’, Gerta warned. ‘We’ll warn you
if you’re likely to meet a Brexiter. Just play dumb.’

Daphne
thought she had agreed to spend the weekend as Joan’s sex-slave,
and considering she was a lesbian virgin, pure as the driven snow,
she had thought that incredibly adventurous. She had already been
deflowered by a foreign dominatrix, and now it seemed that she
might be ravished by religious and political fanatics. What would
be next? She didn’t have time to ponder that, as Gerta was anxious
to finish their lunch, take her for a pee, and show her ‘some of
the things we do here’. She was made to step into some slippers
‘because some of the floors are a bit chilly’, taken through a door
in the kitchen and down a flight of shallow stone steps, easily
managed with Gerta holding one arm. At the bottom was a long
corridor with side passages and numerous doors. ‘The cellars extend
under the outbuildings, and there are natural caverns as well’,
said Gerta. ‘There’s more space down here than there is in the
house above.’

The air
was warmer than in the house, although Daphne could imagine that
the floor, which was mostly bare rock but tiled in places, would
feel cold in bare feet. There was a low background hum which was
probably caused by a geothermal heating system. Gerta led the way
to a door which, in turn, led to a second staircase, a little
steeper than the first and with several turnings, so she went
ahead, reaching back to offer a steadying hand. Daphne was quickly
getting used to walking in bondage, but was surprised that, after
several hours, she was not feeling any discomfort in her wrists,
arms or shoulders. It probably had something to do with the pills,
she surmised. Would she be kept that way all weekend? How long
would it take her to get the strength back into her muscles?
Leading the way along another, narrower passage with more bare
rock, Gerta had arrived at a heavy steel door which she unlocked
with her fingerprint. It opened into a room that was spacious
enough to have posts to support the roof, had bare stone walls and
numerous rings and chains adorning the walls. Total darkness had
prevailed until the door was opened, but Gerta now switched on a
few LED lights that were deeply embedded in the roof, protected by
metal grills. The room appeared to be a dungeon, with some
sinister-looking pieces of furniture, but there were also some
conventional chairs, two of which were upholstered. On the far side
from the entrance were two floor-to-ceiling steel shutters, which
were closed, and on a table by one wall, two cattle-prods were
charging via usb leads. Gerta motioned Daphne to take one of the
chairs.

‘You might have wondered how Joan finances this establishment’,
she began, and indeed Daphne had wondered. ‘We offer a wide range
of services, but one of them is to house and punish particularly
anti-social criminals. We have room for just two of those, and our
present guests are both male and in their twenties. One is a
rapist, and the other a child pornographer. The first was charged
with four rapes and two sexual assaults but found guilty of only
one of the latter, so he got off with four years and was released
after eighteen months. The other managed to put most of the blame
on an older accomplice, and only spent six months behind bars. Then
they disappeared. Such people often change their names and move far
away, and they don’t have many friends, so nobody showed much
interest. What really happened was that they were enslaved for life
and earmarked for very special treatment. For a start, they’ve had
their vocal cords destroyed, so they’ll never speak again. That’s
quite a common penalty for really nasty characters. It means that
their bodies can be made to perform valuable services but they
cannot interact with their users. They serve society but are
expelled from it. For the rest, you should see for
yourself.’

She
walked over to the entrance and placed her palm on a pad next to
it, and with an ominous rattling, both the shutters slowly rose to
the roll up against the ceiling. They revealed gates of heavy steel
bars, behind which tiny cells each held one occupant, curled up on
the floor which was made of a quilted rubberised material. That was
all Daphne could see, for the light there was very poor, and she
realised that, until the shutter had been raised, the prisoners had
been in total darkness. They both wore collars, cuffs and
ankle-irons, but they were not joined. Their only chains connected
their collars loosely to the bars but gave them the run of their
cells. That was not saying much, for the spaces were only about
eight feet long and five wide.

Gerta
went to the bars, gesturing to Daphne to follow her, and she picked
up a cattle prod. ‘To the bars!’ she said sharply, and the two
figures stirred, moving very slowly. They were spurred to greater
efforts when she touched the prod briefly to each chain, the shock
being transmitted to their metal collars. In a few moments both
were standing against the bars, facing away, with their hands
behind their backs. She had picked up four padlocks from a drawer
in the table near where they had been sitting, and in a few moments
the prisoners had their hands locked behind their backs and their
ankles close together. ‘It’s just possible they could grab me
during this process’, she remarked over her shoulder to Daphne, who
was watching closely. ‘It wouldn’t do them any good, everything
that matters is well out of my reach.’

‘But they could kill you’, Daphne replied, assuming that they
had already thought of that.

‘I’m not so easy to kill, but if they did, they would wait
until Joan or someone else came in. They would certainly be blinded
and crippled, even though I’m only a servant. Then they would spend
years in pain. If it was Joan they attacked, it would be
worse.’


Unwittingly, Gerta had answered a question. Daphne had known
that she was the housekeeper, but not whether she was a partner in
the enterprise, an employee or a slave with special status as an
overseer. The gates were now opened with a key fetched from a
cupboard on the other side of the room, and the chains hooked
conveniently over the top of the bars were used to pull the men
over to the posts that supported the roof. Gerta then fetched more
chain from the cupboard and bound both men to them, attaching them
by the ankles, wrists and throats. ‘Now pick one of them, and
examine him carefully’, she said.

Daphne
had already realised that, despite the unpromising circumstances,
both men had big, rigid erections. Perhaps it was the sight of her
bound and naked body that had done it? But she was supposed to
examine one of them carefully, so there must be more to be seen.
Picking one at random she saw no obvious disfigurements, so she
knelt, awkwardly, to look more closely at his genitals. In the poor
light it was not immediately obvious, but the penis was artificial.
It was not strapped on in the usual way but embedded in some kind
of ‘pseudo flesh’- smoother and shinier than that around it- that
was bonded to his actual skin. Furthermore, it was about an inch
and a half higher on his body than a real penis would be. The real
thing was just below, in its shadow.

The man
was wearing a cock cage, which was short, bent in a pronounced
curve, and lined on the inside with dull but unpleasant-looking
spikes. The points just touched him, but at the merest hint of an
erection they would cause him severe pain, and if he failed to
control his arousal it would become excruciating. The cage was
hinged to a ring in the usual way, but it looked unusual to Daphne,
who had only seen such things on the internet. She soon realised
why: it did not encircle the top of his scrotum but went through it
via double piercings at the front and back. It could never slip
off, therefore, and she saw then the other unusual feature. There
were no padlocks, or fastenings of any kind. The assembly was
permanent. She glanced over at the other male, and as far as she
could see he was similarly handicapped. ‘May I ask, Miss Gerta, why
they weren’t just castrated?’ she enquired.

‘You may ask anything you like, my dear. I wasn’t party to any
discussions; they were fitted before we ever knew them. My guess is
that they are supposed to be constantly reminded of what they’re
missing. They are equipped to give pleasure but to receive only
pain. A castrated male is punished once. Their punishments will
last all their lives.’

‘Won’t they become impotent, miss, if arousal always brings
them pain?’

‘Hormone treatments will overcome that, and their assholes have
been turned into erogenous zones using stem cells cultured to mimic
the tips of their penises. When they’re ready, they’ll be sent to
serve in brothels. These are both destined for an establishment in
Eastern Europe, popularly known as Sodom and Gomorrah. Their mouths
will be treated too, and to prevent them from biting clients their
teeth will be replaced by rubber prosthetics. No steaks for them,
and no crispy apples. They’re here as part of their
training.’

‘What part is that, miss? There isn’t much sodomy going on down
here.’

Gerta
laughed. ‘You didn’t come down in the last shower. They missed
their targets during pony training three days ago. This is their
punishment. I’m not sure how effective it is, because as you say,
they won’t get many erections in those cells. Still, they’ve been
in total darkness for three days, living on gruel and water. Have a
look in there while I clean them up a bit.’

From
another cupboard came something resembling a Kärcher pressure
washer, ready-plumbed-in to a water supply, and with that she
proceeded to hose them down. As the water was cold and the jet
ferocious they struggled for all they were worth, but it was to no
avail. She concentrated especially on their locked genitals,
forcing the water under the metalwork, and on their bottoms, for
there was no toilet paper in the cells. As Daphne found as she went
in, rather timidly, a hole in the floor was the only sanitary
provision. There were pipes- strong enough to be unbreakable with
bare hands- from which gruel and water could sucked at will. The
occupants could wash themselves after a fashion by sucking in
mouthfuls of water and disgorging it onto their hands, but there
was no soap and no towels. There was nothing loose at all, and no
furniture, they had to lie, sit and stand on the padded floor.
Their entire time in the cells was spent in total darkness, for the
shutters were never opened except to deliver and remove
prisoners.

Having
cleaned the two males, Gerta blow-dried them with a space heater
and put six-inch chains between their ankles. She also added extra
chain to their leads, and told Daphne to go well ahead, out of the
way. The procession made sluggish progress with the males shuffling
along and having to take the steps one at a time with their ankles
chained. With hers free, Daphne found that it seemed safest to
ascend them quickly, leaning forward and not giving herself time to
think about losing her balance. The kitchen door opened with a
push, and she found herself alone for two or three minutes which
she spent gazing through the window across the yard to a range of
outbuildings. By one of them was parked a light carriage that she
would have assumed to have been designed for a pair of Shetland
ponies, but now she knew that it would be drawn by human slaves. At
first there were no people in sight, but then she saw three, all
pushing wheelbarrows laden with manure. They were moving side by
side, two big, muscular males with a woman between them. All had
their wrists joined with just enough chain to let them hold the
handles of their barrows. Their ankles were about fifteen inches
apart and allowed a moderate walking speed, with the risk of the
chain snagging on a stone or root if they were careless. All wore
the distinctive shock collars and were joined together by them.
They were working unsupervised, but Daphne guessed that somewhere
nearby an overseer was ready with a whip or a cattle prod. They
were headed for the narrow side door of a small barn, and had to
arrange themselves carefully to pass through, vanishing from sight
just as Gerta and the males arrived in the kitchen. She knew that
she had seen a team of labour-slaves at work; two men and a woman
deemed too uncouth, or too undesirable, to be used for domestic
work. The woman’s role was probably the most arduous. She would do
her share of the work or feel the lash, and during rest and sleep
periods she’d be at the disposal of the two males who, she had
noticed, were certainly not caged or castrated.

‘Follow us, dear’, said Gerta, leading the way along a hallway
to a kind of gym in which all the equipment had chains or rings
attached to the handles. There were some comfortable chairs and a
sofa, but Daphne preferred to sit on the bench of a rowing machine,
from which she could watch the two males being bound face-down over
a low bar, legs stretched out to each side, hands still behind
their backs and heads bent down by chains attached to rings in the
floor. She went behind one of them and began to fondle his balls
and the sensitive skin between them and his anus, telling Daphne to
do the same with the other. As her hands were still locked behind
her, she understood that she would have to use her mouth, kneeling
in position between the outstretched legs and bending forward. She
was willing up to a point- she had fellated boyfriends and sucked
their testicles- but she was not ready to perform analingus on a
total stranger and a rapist at that.

It was,
in a sense, illogical: it would be more a punishment than a
pleasure for him so she would not be betraying her sex, and she
knew that the Kärcher had left him impeccably clean. It was not a
dilemma that she had to solve at that point. As she tongued his
sac- which she noticed was completely hairless- his cock began to
press on the spikes and he moaned, not with pleasure but with pain,
and he seemed to enter a vicious circle in which he grew harder and
harder, and the pain overwhelmed him. She never had to touch his
rectum, although she was very conscious of its proximity. The other
male was in a similar state, but neither could form words to plead
for mercy, so their incoherent howling became almost deafening.
Daphne knew that there were other people in the house- Joan at
least- and wondered what they were making of the noise. She became
more and more absorbed by her task, sucking both his balls right
into her mouth and chewing them gently. After a short time-
probably much shorter than it seemed- Gerta stopped what she was
doing and pulled Daphne away, helping her to her feet and leading
her from the room. The noise was undiminished, for without relief
the men’s cocks would continue to impale themselves, their natural
instincts causing their bodies to mistake the pain for sexual
stimulation. As Gerta told Daphne, it would probably be an hour
before their erections subsided fully. Any further stimulus would
start them off again, and the kitchen sluts often came in for half
an hour’s exercise before they prepared the dinner. That answered
one question; there were other people in the house, although she
still had no idea how many.
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The
noise problem turned out not to be a problem at all, for the walls
were soundproofed. The thick stone blocks and the rubble were
supplemented with a layer of sound-deadening material and the doors
were all padded with something similar. Gerta had decided that they
both needed rest before dinner and led the way up the back stairs
to a plain but comfortable bedroom. It was at the back of the
house, and through a window Daphne could see a few small paddocks,
some containing horses. A labour gang was digging a drainage ditch
along the side of one of them, and an overseer with a whip was
watching them. She was not allowed to watch for long. Gerta made
her lie on the bed, chained her to the frame by an ankle, and
released her wrists, relocking them in front of her body and then
by a short chain to the bedhead. Then she was lying with her,
kissing her long and deeply, kneading her breasts with one hand and
groping between her legs with the other. Daphne relaxed and
revelled in the attention. At first she had not found Gerta
particularly attractive, but she was growing on her, and it helped
that she seemed to be an inexhaustible source of sexual pleasure.
It was possible, she knew, that it was the effect of the pills that
was growing on her, but did that matter? Soon she was bucking and
thrashing her way through another long series of orgasms, and then
she was trying to remember what she’d learnt as she serviced Gerta,
struggling to breathe as her mouth and nose were enveloped in the
wet flesh of her sex. Then she was allowed to sleep for an hour,
and after that, with her wrists once again behind her back, given a
thorough cleansing. It included an enema and a douche, both of
which she found strange and rather frightening. Her teeth were
cleaned and she was showered, her hair included, with Gerta coming
in with her. ‘It won’t always be me that does this’, said the
latter. ‘The kitchen sluts double up as bathroom slaves
here.’

‘How do you decide who does what?’ asked Daphne, hoping that
she wasn’t destined for a life of chopping vegetables and cleaning
bottoms.

‘Don’t worry’, came the reply. ‘Work hard at it, and you’ll be
a pleasure slave.’

Gerta
wrapped them both in bath sheets and used a hairdryer, and then she
applied deodorant and lots of moisturiser, the latter all over
their bodies, rubbed in thoroughly. Both were scentless. Daphne’s
hair was fluffed up for a realistic ‘just out of bed’ look, and
then she was pronounced ready for dinner. ‘Am I going to eat, or be
eaten?’ she asked, and Gerta laughed heartily. ‘Probably both’, she
replied. ‘The mistress feeds her livestock well. By the way, she’ll
expect you to call her “mistress” and to kneel when you meet her
after a few hours’ separation. Until you find your feet with her, I
would counsel not speaking unless your contribution is asked
for.’

‘Thank you for the advice, Miss Gerta. Is there anything else I
need to know?’

‘At meals, you’ll be fed mostly by slut-wenches. You can speak
to them sotto voce to let them know what you want or need, but treat them with
respect. All slaves are equal, even if their work is less
pleasurable than yours. All slaves are sex-slaves, and all are
expected to service one another. If you are unkind to one, sooner
or later you will pay a price.’

‘These slut-wenches, Miss Gerta; are they also kitchen sluts
and bathroom slaves?’

‘You’ve got the idea. This isn’t a big household, so everyone
has to muck in together.’

Gerta
led the way through the service corridors to the main hallway, and
finally to a proper dining room, not the kitchen diner. A small but
lovely table was laid with just two places but three chairs, and
from one rose a slim girl of small stature but obviously enhanced
breasts, who curtseyed deeply to the older woman. ‘Eda will feed
you’, said Gerta to Daphne, and to Joan: ‘Do you want a slave
between your legs, ma’am?’.

‘Not tonight, Gerta dear. I want to concentrate on our new
friend. After all, we hardly know one another.’

Despite
the use of the word ‘friend’ the contrast between free and slave
was stark. Joan and Gerta were clothed, the former in a silky and
flowery, figure-hugging dress that stopped well short of her knees,
and the latter in a plain blouse and skirt. The slaves were naked,
Daphne with her wrists locked behind her back and Eda with her feet
close together, presumably to compensate for the foot-long chain
that linked her wrists to allow her to perform her function. That
included general waitressing as well as feeding, and she was
expected to eat her own dinner with them, taking food from Daphne’s
plate. The starter- an old-fashioned prawn cocktail- was easy to
serve; the main course of poached halibut, sauteed potatoes and
assorted spring vegetables with a white mushroom sauce, was more
challenging. Nevertheless, Eda was obviously experienced and
managed with no spillages, although she used a spoon to feed
Daphne, which made her feel even more helpless. Dessert was a light
and fluffy lemon cheesecake. Before that the cook came in to check
that Joan was happy with the meal, and to discuss the following
day’s menu. She was a free woman, modestly attired in a very plain
white and shapeless dress. Daphne guessed that she was about fifty,
but still a handsome woman and, from the outline of her body under
the dress, a buxom one. She had the familiar manner of an old
family retainer, and while she was speaking she moved behind
Daphne’s chair. ‘So this is the new girl, ma’am? A pretty thing and
a fine pair of tits. When you’re otherwise engaged I’ll be happy to
look after her.’ She reached over Daphne’s shoulders and down to
her chest, taking a breast in each hand and testing their firmness.
Joan laughed. ‘You’ll get your turn, Mavis, but when you do get
your hands on her, try to leave us more than a dried-out husk. I
don’t want to have to put her on a drip.’

It was
Mavis’ turn to laugh, and she enjoyed one last squeeze before she
left the room.


Otherwise, the conversation was quite varied. ‘How’s it been,
Daphne?’ was Joan’s first question. ‘Is my home what you
expected?’

Daphne
decided to be honest. ‘Not really, mistress. It’s a lot bigger, and
there are more people here than I expected. I’ve already met Miss
Gerta, Miss Mavis and three slaves, mistress, so I’m wondering how
many more there are. I’ve seen at least one labour gang, possible
two, and an overseer, but of course I haven’t met them.’

‘Goodness me, you make me sound like some eastern potentate.
Let’s see, there are two more sluts who are in the kitchen at the
moment, and like Eda they do lots of other things as well. Eda’s
only here on loan and you probably won’t see her again. I have two
males who do the routine maintenance in the house and garden and
keep the sluts serviced. I don’t need any in the hucow shed at the
moment as we don’t have any guests there, but we will have soon.
That leaves just my personal pleasure slave who’s in my chambers
upstairs. I really need two, so that’s where you come in. I have to
say, my dear, that compared to some of my acquaintances I live very
simply and modestly. I have a male friend- we often exchange slaves
for a week or two- who has twenty pleasure slaves just for himself
and his wife, and there’s enough work for all of them. The kinds of
treatments we have nowadays- drugs, hormones, stem cell cultures,
erection control valves- really keep the juices
flowing.’

‘May I ask, mistress, whether you buy and sell slaves? This, if
you’ll forgive me for saying so, mistress, must be an expensive
establishment to run.’

‘My, you are getting personal, aren’t you? But you’ll be more
use to me if you know how this place runs. I make my living by
offering services. I kennel slaves, train them, punish them,
rehabilitate them from illnesses and injuries, and I do
occasionally trade in them, but not very often. That’s a bit too
capital-intensive for me. I do accept fee paying guests sometimes,
and I occasionally rent out my own slaves. I know it’s all bits and
pieces, but I do break even. There’s no mortgage on the estate and
the running costs are very low. With geothermal heating, heat pumps
and both solar, wind and waterpower it costs nothing to heat. Much
of the hardware was installed in exchange for services rendered.
Food’s a big expense, but the labour slaves get cheap gruels and
livestock pellets. We grow some of our own fruit and vegetables. I
have my salary and some royalties from books I’ve published.
Sometimes I wonder how I find the time for that. That’s enough
about me. Did you learn a lot from Gerta, my dear?’

‘I did, mistress. Miss Gerta is very skilful.’

‘And what do you think, Gerta? Is she ready for me to use her
tonight?’

‘She’s still very green, Miss Joan’, Gerta replied, ‘but she’s
willing and able to learn. I’d have liked to have spent longer on
her, but you might only have her for four days, you said, so it’s
probably better to hope that she can hit the ground running,
miss.’

‘Does she need any shaving or skin care? You know I need them
to be clean and perfect.’

‘You’ve been very lucky with this one, ma’am. No defects that I
could detect, and no spots or dry skin. She looks after herself
very well. You can see, ma’am, that she’s clean shaven, although
we’ll want to depilate her properly, if time allows.’

‘Fine. Have her put in my room for about eight o’clock. See
that she’s out of Cunny’s reach. What do you think of her
name?’

‘A bit twee, miss. Not really a slave’s name.’

‘What shall we call her, then?’

‘She has lovely breasts, ma’am, but the nipples are their
crowning glory; very round, upright and flat-tipped. Shall we call
her “Teats” for the time being, and think of something better when
it occurs to us?’

‘Fine. “Teats” it is. I’m glad I don’t have many slaves. It’s
so hard to think of names for them.’

Joan
went quiet then as she tucked into her dessert, leaving Teats to
sort through some very mixed messages. On the face of it Joan was
honouring the promise that she would be set free after the bank
holiday weekend. On the other hand, they were obviously thinking in
terms of a much longer period- probably life- for which she was
being trained and prepared. Given what she now knew about Joan, the
estate and its staff, could they just let her go, trusting that she
would not report them to the police, or sell her story to some
scandal-sheet?

Teats’
own feelings were also conflicted. In a real sense she had fallen
among thieves; dangerous people who engaged in kidnapping and
forced labour, held people for years against their will, modified
their bodies and used them as sex-slaves, and plied them with
unlicensed drugs and other treatments. She seemed to be headed for
the high end of the trade in human chattels, and the worst that was
likely to happen to her was sex with ugly, smelly old men.
Nevertheless, failure to please meant the lash, and she only had to
offend the wrong person to be faced with life as a labourer, or a
hucow, or a human pony, or worse. Did they have hu-oxen to pull
their ploughs, and galley slaves to power their pleasure boats?
Common sense told her that she needed to draw the line at four
days, if that was really an option. Her instincts and feelings told
her something different. She had already had more sexual pleasure
than in all her life until then, and that was just with a servant.
Playing with the cock-caged male, listening to his cries as her
ministrations caused the spikes to bite into his penis, had made
her feel more powerful than she had ever felt before, despite her
locked wrists and her nakedness. Was she a sadist, or a
sado-masochist? Did they have slaves who specialised in punishing
other slaves? What would it feel like to be whipped, helpless, with
strangers watching? It seemed unthinkable that she could turn her
back on this new world, leaving so many questions unanswered. If
she did leave Joan, or if Joan rejected her, she would very soon be
looking for another mistress, or a master.

‘Take her up’, Joan told Gerta, ‘and spread her out on the bed.
I’ve some paperwork to get through, but I’ll have time for a good
long play before bedtime. Leave Cunny in the cage; We’ll put one of
the kitchen sluts in with her. Then you can go and play with the
naughty boys. Leave the other slut for Mavis. What’s the weather
going to be like tomorrow?’

‘Nice, I think, ma’am. Unseasonably warm as well. I’ll check
the latest forecast after I’ve taken her up.’

‘If it’s like today, I’ll want a ponycart.’

‘It’s ready anyway, miss. It’s just been serviced, cleaned and
touched up for the new season.’

With
that, Gerta drew Teats to her feet and led her from the room, up
the broad, main staircase and along a spacious landing into Joan’s
personal suite of rooms. They were richly decorated and furnished
and included a huge four-poster bed and several large and
comfortable-looking sofas. The two main rooms were obviously meant
as a lounge and a bedroom but there was a good deal of overlap.
There was a tiny kitchen alcove, mostly for making drinks, and a
large, luxurious bathroom. Near the bed there was a recess in the
wall that had once, probably, been a built-in wardrobe, but now
only the bottom was used as a cupboard, and soon proved to be full
of ropes, chains and other bondage gear. The section above it was
what Joan had called ‘the cage’, and the front was simply a locking
gate of steel bars. The space was about seven feet deep, so the
occupant could stretch out, but it was only about five feet wide
and five high, so she could never stand upright. The floor was
padded, and that was the only comfort. There was a hole in the
floor near the back to serve as a toilet, and a flexible hose
provided water for washing and drinking. A shelf held some biscuit
bars, unwrapped for consumption by an occupant in
bondage.

 The cage held the woman who
was, presumably, Joan’s personal pleasure slave. Cunny was black
and beautiful, with smooth young skin, long straightened hair and
lips that were just right; pouty but not too bulky. Everything
about her looked natural. Her breasts were truly lovely;
medium-sized but with the classic ‘torpedo’ shape, firm almost
jet-black nipples pointing exactly forward. She wore a full set of
irons and a collar but was restrained only by the bars of the cage,
kneeling upright and looking out at Teats, appraising her. Nothing
was said as Gerta locked Teats to a bedpost by a chain to her
collar before releasing her wrists. Relieved to be able to move
them after so long she windmilled them vigorously while Gerta put
more cereal bars within Cunny’s reach. ‘Don’t eat them all’, she
told her. You’ll have company tonight.’

‘But I’ve got to stay in here?’ she asked
indignantly.

Gerta
ignored the tone as well as the question. ‘Put on a good show and
do it quietly. You’ll get your introduction tomorrow, I
expect.’

Provided
that Cunny did not resent her presence, Teats was excited by the
prospect, for she had never had a black boyfriend, let alone a
lesbian lover. She tried to give Cunny an encouraging smile but was
asked by Gerta whether she needed to pee. She didn’t, and only
realised much later that slaves usually accepted such invitations,
since they shortened their time in strict bondage. Gerta now
proceeded to chain her down on the bed, which was covered with a
plain white sheet but no quilt or blankets, it being warm enough in
the suite to do without any coverings. She laid her out face-up in
the standard ‘X’ shape, the chains disappearing through loops at
each corner of the iron frame. Then Gerta kissed her on the
forehead and left, switching the lights off.
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Except
for Cunny, who curled up in the cage and never said a word, Teats
was left alone for about forty minutes. Then Gerta reappeared with
the more attractive of the kitchen sluts, a white girl with a
slightly pudgy body and a round, smiling face. With the aid of a
lifting platform kept to one side and wheeled under the cage when
needed, she was inserted to spend there. She was totally at Cunny’s
mercy as her hands were locked behind her back. Gerta then left and
Joan arrived a few minutes later. As she switched the lights back
on Teats could see that Cunny now had the kitchen slut’s face
rammed into her crotch and was well on the way to a climax, lips
tight shut as she pantomimed an attempt to remain silent. She could
not, however, suppress a low moan as she came, just as Joan sat on
the bed facing the cage. ‘She was born into slavery’, she said to
Teats as she turned to face her, pulling down the zip at the side
of her dress. ‘They just can’t help themselves. The self-control
has been bred out of them. That’s why I don’t whip her as much as I
should.’

Teats
was struggling to process a cascade of new information. Somewhere
in the world, human beings were being bred for sale as slaves;
perhaps the trade had never really been abandoned. She knew that
slavery was alive and well in many African and Asian countries, and
that one state had made it illegal as recently as 2007, when Cunny
was already a child. She shivered at the thought of growing up in
the knowledge that one would never know freedom. If Teats became a
slave, it would as a result of her own choices, although she didn’t
know exactly which choices, or even whether she had already made
them.

Her
attention was soon seized by more mundane matters. Wearing no bra,
panties or tights, Joan had stripped naked with no more ceremony
than a sweep of her arm as she pulled the unzipped dress clear of
her body. As it had fitted tightly there were no real surprises.
She was well-fleshed but not plump, with a soft and bulky bosom, a
pronounced waistline and round, flaring hips and buttocks. Her skin
was pale, perfect and hairless and her slit slightly open, giving a
glimpse of the pink inner labia and the clitoral hood as she moved
her legs. She moved languidly, smoothly, as she undressed and
settled next to Teats’ pinioned body, the latter turning her mind
briefly to the way her bondage was responding. She had already
realised that if she- or anybody- was bound tightly in an ‘X’ shape
on a mattress, she would be stretched- almost racked- if extra
weight caused her to sink lower. Gerta had, therefore, been told to
leave a little slack, but she had not felt any free play. There had
always been a gentle tugging, holding her flat without pulling hard
or painfully on her limbs. The odd thing was that Joan’s weight and
movements made no difference. The attachments on the bed were
sprung, or incorporated some kind of inertia reel. The references
to ‘slack’ suggested that they were adjustable, and Teats now found
that if she pulled quite hard with her arm the chain moved three or
four inches before stopping abruptly. It was not, for her, useful
movement; it would be a tremendous effort to keep all the chains
near the limits of their travel, and it would do her no good
anyway. It might be good exercise, but its only real utility was to
ensure that, if a lover bounced energetically on or over her body,
her shoulders would not be dislocated, or her hip and knee joints
damaged.

Joan
misinterpreted her efforts as nervousness. ‘Don’t be afraid, my
dear young slave’, she said soothingly. ‘I’m not going to hurt you
much tonight. This is an evening for pleasure.’ As if to confirm
that, another long moan came from the cage, turning into a
strangled cry at the end. This time it was the kitchen slut
responding to Cunny’s thumb on her clitoris, and she lacked the
experience and sophistication to cum quietly. Joan was, as she
spoke, pouring patchouli-scented oil into her hand from a pot on
the bedside table and applying it liberally to Teats’ breasts, and
then to her own. She knelt astride her midriff and massaged them
both, one with each hand, but finally leaning forward to use both
on Teats. Then she moved forward to lower her breasts onto Teats’
face, swinging them from side to side and then, propping herself up
with only one hand, held one in the other to rub the oil onto her
skin, stroking her forehead, cheeks and mouth with the nipple and
the broad, knobbly areola. Teats moved her face from side to side
to help her cover it all, managing to trap the nipple for brief
moments with her lips to suck it. The patchouli gave the oil a
spicy taste although it was mainly sweet almond. Eventually Joan
lowered herself to give her a long, sensuous French kiss, and she
felt then that all her dreams were coming true, and that she never
wanted to leave that place, or even that bed. She would have liked
the kissing to go on much longer, but Joan knelt up again to
massage her shoulders, and finally her stomach. Then she turned
around to work on the outstretched legs, which kicked briefly
against the chains as fingers stroked the sensitive flesh of Teats’
inner thighs. She was longing, now, for them to move up to her
vulva, but Joan was stretching down to reach her calves. Then she
moved back up Teats’ body until she was squatting right over her
face in a classic ‘reverse cowboy’ position, and slowly and
inexorably, her open sex was lowered onto the waiting mouth.
Despite being on her back Teats was facing it from the same
direction as she’d faced Gerta’s, and she was able to bring her
limited experience to bear. Her stamina was the same, but she was
able to make better use of it, starting more gently and letting
Joan take some of the strain by bearing down on her mouth.
Furthermore, she did not have to decide whether to thrust her
tongue into the vaginal tunnel and when to address the clitoral
mound; Joan simply moved her body forward or backward to offer the
point where she wanted stimulation. When it came to the clitoris
Teats had to decide whether to circle it or press directly on it,
and how much pressure to use, but again Joan’s movements made her
desires clear enough. Occasionally she bore down so hard, with her
labia so open, that Teats’ mouth and nose were almost smothered,
but despite the odd panicky moment the crisis always passed soon
enough. She decided that she quite liked being the subject of what
she had always called ‘facesitting’- although Joan was really
squatting or kneeling- and was probably reaching whatever standard
her mistress was expecting from her. When the orgasms started it
was less comfortable, with much more weight rubbing and grinding on
her face and fewer opportunities to take full breaths, but as she
was not expected to do more than keep her head upright and her
tongue out, pointed and stiff, she did not find it
difficult.

When she
was satisfied Joan stayed where she was but leant down until her
face was right over Teats’ opening, but instead of using her mouth
she played with it with her fingers. It was now very wet, for it
had been some hours since her sex with Gerta. Giving Joan
cunnilingus while the pair in the cage were enjoying one climax
after another had made her thoroughly aroused. Once the mistress
began to touch her it was exciting beyond measure to be held open
by the chains, defenceless under the probing fingers. Resting
comfortably on her body, Joan could use both hands, one in her
tunnel and the other just stroking the lips at first, then just
brushing the surface of the clitoral hood and the flesh around it.
As she intensified the treatment she was proving to be as skilful
as Gerta, instinctively monitoring her subject’s breathing, the
tremors in her limbs, her pulling against the chains and the little
moans and squeals that she tried in vain to suppress. It was almost
unbelievable to Teats that the atmosphere could be so sexually
charged. Raising her head slightly she could see Joan’s buttocks
and the long slit between them oozing moisture, soon to drip onto
her throat and upper chest, and the puckered hole above. When, she
thought, would she be expected to push her tongue into that?
Analingus now seemed, not something distasteful, but a holy grail
that she would surely reach that very weekend. Glancing to the side
she could just see the writhing bodies in the cage, and that
triggered the first of a long, shattering series of orgasms,
comparable with those she had experienced that afternoon. The
bondage intensified them, leaving her with no outlet for the
feelings that coursed through her body except to pull on the chains
as hard as she possibly could, feeling the sprung reels fighting
back, pulling her out straight again. She had no idea what noises
she was making but was dimly aware that the occupants of the cage
were pressing their faces to the bars, watching her intently. As
she began to calm down Joan dropped her head and began to tongue
her gently, giving her the impression that she was ‘warming down’
like an athlete after a long race. It was erotic but also soothing
and relaxing, and Teats began to concentrate more on the caged pair
who were now kissing energetically. She was thinking of what would
follow. Would she be released from the bed now that her arms were
feeling the strain? Would there be wine and snacks before it was
time to settle down to sleep? Such thoughts were premature. When
she was fully calm and almost beginning to doze, the tongue began
to increase the pressure, and the fingers slipped back easily into
the fluid-filled aperture. During the next half-hour Teats learnt
the answer to something that had always puzzled her; why the orgasm
was sometimes called ‘the little death’. Several times her world
went black as, for a few seconds, she almost lost consciousness.
Joan was testing her, finding out just how long she could be kept
at the top of a climax: whether a summit could become a plateau.
Played like a violin, in a lucid moment she wondered whether a
cello would be a better analogy; the legs wide open and the
instrument between them. When it was finally over, perspiration was
pouring off her onto the bed and she would barely have been able to
move even without the chains, but Joan had not quite finished yet.
She turned and lay directly on Teats’ body, breasts to breasts,
mouth to mouth, kissing her deeply and continuously while she
masturbated, hand working between them. When she came her body
rippled, while Teats plunged her tongue deep into her mouth. The
rippling- almost convulsing- went on for fifteen or twenty seconds
and was repeated twice before she surrendered to exhaustion. She
lay still and silent then, and a few minutes later she hauled
herself up with a great effort and walked slowly to the bathroom.
Teats heard water running, and a short time later she came back
with two dry towels, with which she made a perfunctory effort to
sponge Teats dry. Then she sat down, cross-legged, on the mattress
by her side, blocking her view of the pair in the cage who were,
for the time being, relatively still. Cunny was lying on her back
with her legs open and the kitchen slut, who with her wrists behind
her found it difficult to lie comfortably on the bare padded floor,
was using her crotch for a pillow and propping her body against the
right leg. It was not a scenario that would last very long, but it
provided a welcome interlude of peace and quiet. Teats was
disappointed not to be released from the bed at that point. She had
so exhausted her arms and legs in struggling during her orgasms
that they could no longer resist the gentle tug of the chains, and
she was beginning to feel stretched. It felt good, however, when
Joan found another pot of ointment- not oil this time- and began to
rub it into her arm and shoulder muscles. They began to feel better
almost immediately. Then Joan switched ointments and began to
massage her breasts, idly, not sexually, as she spoke.

‘You were born to be a pleasure slave’, she began, speaking
quietly, almost murmuring. ‘I only wonder that anyone ever thought
you would be anything else. You belong in bondage. Now drink some
water first.’

That was
a sensible order, for enough had been lost in sweat and vaginal
fluid to bring about a serious risk of dehydration. Joan put an
extra pillow under Teats’ head and held a bottle with a U-shaped
straw through which she could drink without choking, provided she
took it slowly. She drank nearly a litre, while Joan continued to
stroke and fondle her breasts and other parts of her body. The
constant handling had the double effect of making her feel sexy,
attractive and wanted, but it also underlined her helplessness. It
was one-way traffic. Joan’s breasts hung enticingly over her, but
she could not stroke or squeeze them, and only if they were brought
close enough could she kiss or suck the nipples. When her mistress
moved about she could see the moisture bubbling in her crack, but
she could not lick it up, or use it to coat her fingers. Although
the discomfort had gone she still felt very tightly restrained, not
even having the strength left- or the inclination- to fight the
gentle pull of the chains. She was particularly conscious of the
steel cuffs on her wrists, and flexed her fingers, trying to bend
them far enough to feel the metal. She couldn’t quite manage it,
but she knew that they were beautifully made. Smooth bevelled edges
prevented them from digging into her flesh, while the perfect fit
ensured that they did not ride up against her hands, and the leg
irons did not grind against her ankle bones. She realised, then,
what that meant. Joan and her servant knew her measurements,
including her collar size. She would not have fitted a standard
set; her wrists were slender but her one of her ankles, due to a
childhood injury, was thicker than the other. Either Joan kept
dozens of irons in stock or the set had been obtained specially for
her. She giggled silently as she imagined a fast delivery service
like those that brought car parts to garages, or drugs to
pharmacies. Joan felt her chest quivering and misinterpreted it.
‘Am I tickling you?’ she asked. ‘That’s one thing I never do on
purpose.’

‘No, mistress’, replied Teats, smiling broadly now. ‘I was just
amused by something I thought of.’

‘Something of which you thought, you mean. I like my slaves to
speak properly, if they speak at all. What’s the joke, then? Don’t
be shy, I don’t mind being the butt of the occasional witticism. I
dole out less whippings than most, I think you’ll find.’

‘I think you meant fewer
whippings, mistress, and I’d have difficulty
explaining what it was that amused me.’

Teats
gasped as her nipples were pulled up sharply, caught in a vice-like
grip between fingers and thumbs. ‘An intelligent slave is very
valuable. A clever slave can be very annoying. Now’- she released
the nipples- ‘what did you find so amusing?’

For all
her life Teats had found things around her, concepts and
circumstances, that made her chuckle, and she was always
embarrassed when explanations were demanded. She had to say
something. ‘Mistress, I was thinking that the cuffs and collar I’m
wearing must have been ordered in advance, and wondering how you
knew all my measurements, mistress.’

‘Well, I could have sent someone to put a sleeping potion in
the wine you always drink before bedtime. He or she could have
taken all your measurements during the night, and probably ravished
you as part payment for the work involved. Ten years ago I’d
probably have done it that way. Now we have software that can
measure you to the nearest quarter-millimetre from a good
photograph. Those aren’t difficult to get. If there’s a joke in
there somewhere, I’ve missed it. I’ve got some nipple clamps in
here somewhere.’

While
she rummaged in the bedside cabinet Teats resigned herself to
telling her the ‘joke’. ‘I was just imagining a regular delivery
service, mistress. Garages can summon up car parts on the day they
need them, and pharmacies can fill prescriptions by the next
morning, even when they don’t have the medicines in stock. In some
places- not out here- you can get almost any food item, or a whole
meal, in an hour or two, delivered to your home. I thought,
perhaps, that if you had new slave and no irons to fit, you could
have them brought in a van almost immediately, mistress, or even
sent by drone.’

‘Nice thought, but it does take a bit longer. In some places a
slave can be delivered for overnight use, but they come with their
own hardware. I have to say, my dear, that I’m not laughing so hard
that there’s any risk of me falling off the bed. Occasionally,
after a big dinner, a host will have slaves doing comic turns.
You’ll be better occupied under the table, I think, giving blow
jobs and munching fannies. You seemed to think you had the choice
of telling me, or not telling me, what you found amusing. I think,
this time, just a token punishment is in order; five minutes in the
clamps.’

Teats
had seen plenty of pictures of women wearing butterfly clamps on
their nipples, or even their labia, so she didn’t think they could
be too bad. Five minutes was nothing, even if they did hurt a bit.
What mattered, however, was the way they were applied, the usual
practice being to attach them behind the nipples, not on them. Joan
let them close directly on the super-sensitive buds, both in the
space of a few seconds, and although Teats just about managed not
to scream out loud, she could hardly breath from the blinding pain
that lanced through her breasts. It subsided just a little, but it
was still worse than anything she could remember, endured only by
clenching her teeth and distracting herself as much as she could by
dragging on her chains with what remained of her strength. There
was no point in begging. Joan, who was not a sadist and disliked
seeing slaves in pain, had retreated to the living area and closed
the door behind her. The pair in the cage had realised that she was
being tortured and were watching, wide-eyed, through the bars.
Teats’ instinct was to shake her torso in the hope of dislodging
the clamps, and that, if anything, made matters worse. They had
enough weight in them to pull on the nipples as they moved.
Furthermore, they had a chain between them that was simply draped
on her chest. She managed to arch her back and twist her body much
more than she had managed during her orgasms, and the outcome was
that the links slid to one side, their weight adding to the agony.
The five minutes seemed more like five hours, but Joan was back
promptly to lift the clamps away, which caused further blinding
flashes of pain as the blood rushed back into the buds. Then she
was rubbing them with the soothing ointment, and almost immediately
Teats felt better. Whatever was in the stuff, it was ten times more
effective than Savlon, Germolene or anything else that a chemist
could supply. ‘There, there’, Joan was saying soothingly. ‘I know
it hurt, but those five minutes probably saved you fifty lashes
over a long weekend. Never, ever, hesitate to tell your mistress
the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Never
hesitate to answer any question asked by a free person. Now, this
is a lie detector.’

What she
produced was a narrow strip of plastic with adhesive on one side.
It was attached to Teats’ forehead and, she assumed, would indicate
by colour whether or not she was telling the truth. A series of
questions followed, the answers sometimes resulting in advice being
given. Still feeling a tingling in her nipples, Teats answered
quickly and truthfully despite the intensely personal nature of the
questions.

‘Do you spit or swallow?’

‘I spit, mistress.’

‘No longer. If a master honours you by putting his seed in your
mouth, you don’t spill a drop. Now, have you ever had anal
sex?’

‘No, mistress.’ But she suddenly realised that is might not be
the whole truth and went on hastily: ‘a boyfriend once pushed his
tip against my hole, mistress, but I told him to stop, and he went
into my pussy instead.’

‘Are you too tight for anal penetration?’

‘I don’t know, mistress. I was just afraid it would hurt, and I
didn’t know if I was clean inside.’

‘Have you ever been spanked, Teats?’

‘Mistress, one boy once slapped me twice on the bottom when I
was cumming.’

‘And did you like it?’

‘It didn’t go on long enough for me to tell, mistress. I wanted
him to carry on, but he was a gentle young man and didn’t want to
hurt me, I suppose.’

‘Have you ever tasted urine, Teats?’

Teats
shuddered just a little. ‘If you mean to ask, mistress, whether
anyone has ever peed in my mouth or made me drink it, no. But not
all the cocks that I sucked were completely free of it,
mistress.’

‘And how do you feel about being used as a toilet slave, Teats?
Let me say now, that you’ll never do scat. It ruins a slave, and
you’re too valuable.’

The
brief digression gave Teats a moment to think, for she
instinctively knew that this was an important moment. ‘I really
don’t know, mistress’, she answered truthfully. ‘But I think it is
not a question of whether I like it or not. It’s a question of how
obedient I am, and how useful I am to the mistresses and masters
who use me, mistress.’

‘Would you like to be in milk?’

‘I would very much like to try that, mistress. I can’t say
whether I would like it or not.’

‘Changing the subject, were you good at sports at school? How
are you at running?’

‘I avoided sports, mistress. When I was five I broke an ankle
jumping off a wall, and it’s never been quite the same since. For
the same reason, I don’t run or jog, mistress. If I need exercise I
use a rowing machine or bicycle, mistress.’

‘Do you think your breasts are big enough, Teats?’

‘I always thought so, mistress. I can do intermammary sex, and
if they were larger they might droop too much. But now your opinion
is more important than mine, mistress.’

‘You’re a quick learner, Teats. How often did you
masturbate?’

The past
tense was not lost on Teats. ‘I never kept count, mistress, but it
depended on whether or not I had a boyfriend and whether he was
keeping me satisfied. Recently, most nights when I went to bed,
mornings when I didn’t need to get moving quickly, and occasionally
during the day at weekends, mistress.’

‘That’s quite a lot. Do you think of yourself as highly
sexed?’

‘Just healthy, mistress. I didn’t think about it much at
all.’

‘Did you use toys; vibrators, dildos, ropes, chains, gags,
blindfolds etc.?’

‘I have a vibrator, mistress, but I often used it switched off,
like a dildo. I’ve tried self-bondage with clothesline, mistress,
but I didn’t get far with it.’

‘Last question: what is your favourite position for sex, with a
man?’

‘If he’s hard and can last long enough, mistress, I’d struggle
to nominate a best position. They all have their merits and
drawbacks.’

‘Answer the question, whether it’s a struggle or not, unless
you enjoyed the clamps.’

‘Mistress, I think I like it best when we both lie on our
sides, him behind me. He bends his legs between mine so he can
thrust straight up into my vagina, mistress. It means he can get in
deep very easily, and he can hold me with his arms by my breasts,
mistress, tweaking my nipples if he wants. It also means that I can
reach down, almost without him noticing, and frig my own clit,
mistress, making it easier for me to cum. And if I’ve had enough I
can reach the base of his cock, and if I hold it right, he’ll
ejaculate almost immediately. The only real drawback, mistress, is
that it’s impossible to kiss properly. It’s nice to have sex with
mouths together, mistress, if one really likes the man.’

‘That’s the way to answer questions, Teats. Never hold back.’
Indeed, Teats found it remarkably easy to make full confessions
when she was rushed by the threat of the nipple clamps. In turn,
such complete disclosure of her sexual preferences was turning her
on, wishing that at least one of Joan’s hands was on her sex, not
still stroking her breasts. Relief came soon. ‘Just as you were
punished for not answering my questions, you will be rewarded for
doing so honestly. Don’t think it will always be so simple. Masters
and mistresses treat their slaves how they want. They are not to be
controlled by a system of punishments and rewards. But just this
once. . . ‘she stripped off the lie-detector, while from the bottom
of the cabinet came a strap-on dildo which she proceeded to buckle
on herself. She squatted by Teats’ head and made her suck it to get
it wet, and then lay along her body, entering her in the missionary
position. Teats relaxed as she was penetrated: being fucked was
easier than answering difficult and personal questions. Joan was an
expert in the use of the dildo, sensing the most effect pace at
which to thrust, and the length of the strokes, almost pulling out
but never doing so. The device was much more sophisticated than
Teats, who had only been able to glance at it, had appreciated. It
had an extra sponge-like attachment above the penis to rub gently
on the clitoral hood when pushed right in, and on the reverse side
a pad of soft prickles worked its way between Joan’s pussy lips and
stimulated her most erogenous zone. She acted like a male lover,
sometimes propping herself up with one hand and kneading a breast
with the other, and sometimes dropping down for long, sloppy
kisses. Twice she pushed fingers into Teats’ mouth to be sucked,
and then sucked them with her own. That was a taste of things to
come. Teats soon started to climax and Joan then concentrated
solely on her, guiding her carefully through another Alpine series
of orgasms but pulling out afterwards, quickly removing the
strap-on and laying side-on for another long series of kisses. Now
she used her fingers constantly, dipping into Teats’ wetness and
sucking it off, and then coating them with her own fluid and
putting them in Teat’s mouth. She kept that up for a surprising
length of time, but eventually squatted over Teats’ mouth facing
the foot of the bed. This time it was easier for the bound girl to
push her tongue deep into her mistress’s tunnel, which she did
until the latter moved back just a little to present her clit,
which was protruding well clear of its hood like a miniature penis.
Teats gave it, therefore, a miniature blowjob until Joan started
cumming. All bets were off then, all control lost, as she ground
herself down- at times literally face-sitting- until Teats was
afraid for her neck muscles and her lips and struggling to breath.
She managed to regain her composure during the short respites
between climaxes, and it went on until Joan could make it last no
longer. In the process she shed so much moisture that Teats had to
swallow repeatedly, finding that she quite enjoyed the salty,
slightly musty taste but knowing that it would tend to dehydrate
her. Stamina was not much of a problem because Joan was doing most
of the work, and she just had to keep her lips and tongue as stiff
as possible and her head facing up, but she was afraid that she
might suffer a stiff neck afterwards, so it was something of a
relief when Joan gave up and worked her way down her body, kissing
and licking as she went. When she reached her destination she
proceeded to eat out her slave, showing expertise that was at least
the equal of Gerta’s. Meanwhile Teats, as she wagged her head from
side to side to test the muscles, spotted that Cunny and the
kitchen slut, after a period of quiet, had started again in
earnest. The former had used her free arms to force the latter up
against the bars, her back against them and her locked wrists
pushing through, one hand grasping an upright to steady herself.
She was kneeling, and her feet and ankles were also protruding into
the room. So were Cunny’s, because with her shoulders on the mat
she had raised her legs and draped them over the slut’s, folding
them behind her neck and forcing her head into her crotch, tensing
and relaxing her muscles to vary the pressure. The sight of the
soft flesh ground against the metal bars and the cuffed and locked
wrists, so unfamiliar to Teats, helped to set her off again, and
she saw very little else as the orgasms started, just as strong as
before. When they were over Joan was on top of her again, her face
and mouth filling her view, and their tongues wrestled until,
during a short pause, Teats had to confess that she would soon need
to pee. By that time the action in the cage had moved to the back,
where she could see very little of what they were doing.

‘It’s time for bed anyway’, said Joan as if they had been
somewhere else for the past two or three hours. Teats had very
little idea of how much time had passed, although she welcomed the
change as her limbs were freed and her wrists locked behind her
back. Joan helped her to the bathroom and sluiced her down with the
shower head afterwards, drying her with a hand towel. Teats still
had to lean on Joan on the way back to the bed, wondering at the
older woman’s stamina. Joan seemed to read her mind again. ‘The
inertia reels take more out of you than you realise’, she said as
she helped her onto the bed. ‘The pulling is gentle but it’s always
there, and we’ve had a long session. I enjoyed it, and you
obviously did.’

Teats
guessed that she was expected to respond, although it would have
been demeaning for Joan to seem to fish for compliments from a
slave. ‘Mistress, it was the night of my life, and the day of my
life. I never dreamt, when we spoke this morning, to what it would
lead.’

Joan
helped her to drink some wine. ‘You were wasted as a free woman. It
was a situation up with which we could not put. How do you feel
now?’

‘Satisfied, mistress. Contented. My pussy still tingles,
although that might be the result of the cold water with which you
sprayed it, mistress.’

‘Better too cold than too hot. And as the mistress of this
house I hereby decree that we can, from now on, end sentences with
prepositions.’

‘We can, mistress, and we always could. But may we do
so?’

Joan
didn’t feel like deploying the nipple clamps again but she found
the strength to drag Teats over her knee and spank her with her
bare hand. It stung, and she carried on until her buttocks glowed
red, but the pain was nothing like the agony of the clamps. She
took it in good humour, kicking vigorously and howling, mainly for
the benefit of the occupants of the cage. They had been naive
enough to think that they could take a nap, and now had to rouse
themselves to watch a new instalment of the drama in the bedroom.
Afterwards, when Teats and Joan were drinking wine again, propped
up against the headboard, Teats ventured to ask whether Cunny might
be jealous of her. ‘She is your personal pleasure slave, mistress,
but she’s in a cage with a kitchen slut, watching you having sex
with me.’

She
spoke very quietly so that Cunny wouldn’t hear her, and Joan
replied similarly. ‘I always have two pleasure slaves, Teats. It’s
possible that she expected a boy this time. But she won’t be
jealous because you and she will soon be lovers, and she knows now
how much she’ll enjoy that. On a superficial level there might be
some rivalry between you, but I don’t allow any bullying or
factionalism among my slaves. One day you’ll be in the cage,
watching me with Cunny, and you’ll enjoy it.’

‘Yes, mistress. Thank you. May I ask; will the kitchen slut be
left all night with her hands locked behind her back?’

‘She’s been a slave for five years, Teats, and she’s tested for
forty-eight hours with her wrists behind her. No more questions
like that. You’re not here to check on the slaves’
welfare.’

‘Of course not, mistress. I was only wondering to what I have
to look forward.’

‘Another spanking, unless you obey my decree.’

‘I suppose I always knew, mistress, that slavery would involve
some difficult things. Mistress. May I change the subject? I’m here
because I agreed to come. Perhaps the other female slaves did as
well; that’s none of my business. The two males obviously did not,
and they aren’t expected to enjoy their stay, mistress. You keep us
all very secure’- she made a show of tugging at her locked wrists
to demonstrate- ‘but surely, it only takes one slave to escape, or
a stranger to find a way onto the estate, or a surprise inspection
by some public authority, to blow the whole thing. And it isn’t
just here, is it, mistress? You are part of a big network, and you
can’t be sure, mistress, that all the others will be as careful as
you are, or will own property as remote. I can see, mistress, that
it would work if you were playing some kind of Gorean game-
cosplaying, if you like- but this is a serious business with slaves
for life. Surely, mistress, even the volunteer slaves must change
their minds sometimes. You must have access to medical laboratories
and clinics, mistress, that are subject to strict regulation. I
can’t see how it works, mistress, in the long or even the medium
term.’

She
deliberately omitted to mention that she was supposed to be free
again on Tuesday, and she already knew enough to do tremendous
damage. She expected to be told that curiosity killed the cat, or
something similar, but instead she got a proper answer. ‘A tiny
proportion of the population is involved in slave-owning and
trading’, Joan began, ‘but the number is still large. Just think of
the amount of BDSM material to be found on the ‘net. That’s the tip
of a very big iceberg that’s been left in plain sight to tempt;
bait for the fish to nibble at, and there are people watching to
see who nibbles. Those of us who are involved are among the most
influential, not necessarily the most visibly so. There are fewer
politicians, aristocrats and film stars than you might expect. It’s
the publicity seekers who pose a risk to us. We have many civil
servants, journalists and TV personnel, senior policemen,
consultant surgeons, chief executives and bankers, and of course,
ministers of religion. The slaver’s groups and the church are both
great pillars of social stability. I’m not a political animal, but
if I had to name a cause for which I would fight in the last
figurative ditch, I would say “antidisestablishmentarianism”. Tell
me, Teats, are you for robbing God, or against it?’

Feeling that she was somehow drifting away from the modern
world and seeing the faraway look in Joan’s eyes, and knowing very
little about Victorian politics, Teats chose not to answer that,
and Joan simply went on talking. ‘What I’m trying to get across to
you’ she said, as if she thought Teats might be exceptionally
dense, ‘is that we are an imperium in
imperio or if you prefer, a parallel
authority with overlapping personnel. There is a kind of membrane
between the public state and ours, and we are equipped to detect
any attempt to penetrate it from either direction. If, to give you
what I’m sure is a fictitious example, you happened to be a budding
investigative journalist who, on or after next Tuesday, goes to a
broadcaster, or a major newspaper, or a podcaster, and spills
everything she knows, that person will listen sympathetically and
promise to cover the story. But he or she might be one of us;
possibly a news presenter with the key to her sex-slaves’ chastity
cages hanging between her breasts. If not, the line of management
above her, or a printer, a technician, an editor, an internet
provider’s monitor, etc., will detect the story and snuff it out.
You would be snuffed out too, to disappear, rendered dumb and
possibly blind, into a dungeon-brothel in a faraway country of
which you know nothing. You understand?

‘Yes, mistress, I do. But I’m not a journalist.’

‘I know that, my dear. I’m speaking figuratively. We don’t rely
on our own people, but on a range of allied groups, all with
interests that are legally marginal. If absolutely necessary, we
resort to bribery and/or intimidation. Both are costly, so we
strain every sinew to prevent leakage. Hence the chains, the
padlocks, the collars, even for slaves who we know have no desire
to escape.’

‘I see, mistress. Thank you for being so frank with
me.’

‘It’s as well you know what you’re getting into. I think we
ought to be settling down now. We’ve a busy day
tomorrow.’

Joan
cleaned Teats’ teeth. Perhaps it was something that all masters and
mistresses learnt to do, for slave-maintenance was a time-consuming
and demanding hobby, profession, calling, or whatever it was. Teats
found it very strange and struggled to sit still for the process,
especially as she usually used a manual brush, and now felt that
her whole head, including her brain, was vibrating. She was put on
the toilet for a final pee, after which her pubes, her hands and
her face were all washed, but most of her body was left coated with
the evening’s residues of salty sweat and vaginal fluid. The bed,
when they returned to it, was very damp, but it was so warm in the
room that it didn’t seem to matter. There were no bedclothes except
the lower sheet, and the lights were left on and dimmed, with those
in the cage slightly brighter. The imprisoned pair were well into a
‘69’ as Joan chained Teats to the bed by an ankle before releasing
her wrists. They were then joined in front of her body and by an
eighteen-inch chain to the bedhead, allowing her to put one arm
under the pillows as she was wont to do at home. ‘This is pretty
much standard practice with new slaves’, explained Joan. ‘We know
you’ve read quite a lot, so I’m sure it’s what you expected. You’ve
taken to chains like a duck to water, so you’ll very soon be
sleeping in proper bondage.’ It was another reminder that she had
been watched and monitored, probably, for months or even years
before Joan had made her move. She half-expected to be used again
before they slept and was mentally prepared to do her best, but
Joan was as tired as she was, and she was snoring gently within
five minutes lying down, having pulled a pillow lower so her face
could nestle between her new slave’s breasts. Teats was thus afraid
to move, and the very heavy breathing, together with the sounds
from the cage behind her, kept her awake for about half an hour. It
was difficult to stop her mind from rehearsing, first the day’s
events, and then the circumstances that had led up to
them.


Chapter Three –
Rural Rides

 


Nothing
about Teats’ upbringing suggested that anything very unusual lay in
her future. Her parents were professionals- she a teacher, he a
solicitor- and reasonably prosperous, but they had little taste for
travel, spending most of their holiday time in their static caravan
in the Lake District. Teats (Daphne then, of course) did reasonably
well at school and got slightly above average ‘O’ and ‘A’ levels.
She chose to study Literature at one of the newer universities
close to home, although she lived in a rented flat of her own. Her
need for privacy arose from her attitude to sex, which was perhaps
the most distinctive thing about her. She had, since reaching the
age of consent, enjoyed a series of brief but intense
relationships, and as an undergraduate she eschewed her
fellow-students in favour of older men. She found love- or sex- not
in bars and nightclubs but in much more sedate surroundings; a
sailing club, a stables where she worked during vacations, a
reading group, and the art gallery. Her partners included married
men, and all were generally conservative in their tastes, her youth
providing enough novelty for them. She ended most of the affairs
quickly and was fortunate not to encounter anyone who refused to
take no for an answer. The key to her restlessness probably lay in
the contrast between what she felt brave enough to practice, and
what she imagined, read about and watched in private on her laptop.
Her jewellery box contained not trinkets, but memory sticks loaded
with BDSM-themed movies, clips and stills. She never dared to act
on her interest, fearing that she would find herself in a situation
that would spiral out of control, and/or bring public scandal on
herself and her parents.

Then her
life changed when, at the beginning of her second summer vacation,
her parents were both killed in an accident on the M6, returning
from their holiday home in inclement weather. She had the summer to
get through the worst of her grief, so she worked hard in her final
year and secured an upper second degree. Financially secure for at
least the next few years, she did not seek work or a post-graduate
course but hung around the university, justifying her presence by
taking the odd course as an associate student. It was in that
capacity that she became acquainted with Doctor Joan Hall, a reader
in feminine sexuality who also taught more conventional literature
subjects. A good-looking woman who was generally assumed to be
lesbian, rumours abounded among the students of her predatory
nature and exotic habits. To Daphne/Teats her reputation piqued her
interest, for she was only just, after eighteen months, beginning
to realise how much her parents’ deaths had increased her room for
manoeuvre. Her last romance having petered out some weeks before,
she had begun to question both her approach to finding partners and
even her sexuality. Many of her favourite clips featured lesbian
sex, and most of her favourite pornstars were female. Somehow, the
boundary between sexualities had seemed impenetrable, or rather
irrevocable, in the sense that if she admitted to lesbian feelings,
there would be no going back. Now she felt freer to experiment, and
Doctor Hall, like most lecturers, felt freer to form friendships
with associate students who did not have to be assessed.
Nevertheless, events had moved faster than Daphne expected. When
they met for tea earlier that day, when so much had happened that
she could hardly comprehend it, they had had coffee or tea together
only twice before, during the breaks between lectures and seminars.
That had been enough to attract attention from other students, who
saw Daphne as a potential victim of someone they habitually
demonised. That morning had been their only open-ended meeting,
with no more classes to teach or attend, and both, as it turned
out, were ready to come to some kind of arrangement. Nevertheless,
as Teats felt sleep overtaking her, she felt that she had almost
entered a fantasy, that her situation at the beginning of the day,
and that at the end of it, was so different as to be unbelievable.
But the chains were real and they held her firmly as she finally
fell asleep.

Teats
was woken during the night to find Joan’s open vulva descending on
her face. She was on her back now, arms over her head, held in
close by the knees on each side. She was not required to do very
much, but she pushed her tongue in as far as it would easily go and
‘gobbled’ the inner labia with her lips. Joan remained quite still,
working herself up to a climax with her fingers on and around her
clit. When she came she sank lower, smothering Teats’ face in the
wet folds of flesh, but the impression given was that her slave was
an accessory, especially as she simply resumed her position and
went back to sleep afterwards, with no attempt to stimulate or
satisfy Teats. There had been no need to wake her up; she could
have masturbated. A considerate lover would probably have retreated
to the sofa, probably in the other room. Teats had once dumped a
lover for trying to have sex with her when she was asleep, having
woken up to feel his erection pushing into her from behind. She had
accused him of trying to rape her, so he had been relieved to
escape the relationship with his reputation intact. Now she no
longer had the right to object to such treatment. Her body was at
Joan’s disposal. She was restless for the next hour or so, wishing
that Joan had at least fingered her when she had satisfied herself,
and wondering what it would have felt like if, with that ex-lover,
she had woken a few seconds later, to feel his hardness already
filling her cunt. She tried to scissor her legs to get some feeling
into it and tugged on the ankle chain to remind herself of her new
condition, but soon had to desist for fear of waking Joan. There
was no sound from the cage, the occupants having exhausted
themselves and gone to sleep, and eventually, knowing that she was
dripping more moisture onto the sheet, so did Teats.
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When she
woke in the morning, everything was different. There was no sign of
Joan and the cage was empty, its door hanging open. Gerta, dressed
in a latex housekeeper’s coat- or what someone imagined such a
garment to be like- was bustling about the room, tidying up the
bottles and glasses, and wiping the floor of the cage. Teats had
the impression that she was making up jobs to let her sleep longer,
but she was eager to start the day and made it known that she was
conscious. She was uncomfortable anyway, because Gerta had opened
some windows to freshen the room, and in the draught the damp sheet
felt cold. Gerta kissed her, released her from the bedhead and
locked her wrists behind her back before removing the lower chain,
using it doubled to link her ankles. She led her into the other
room, where a small table was laid with a plain breakfast of Honey
Nut Cornflakes, toast and Frank Cooper’s fine cut Oxford marmalade.
The coffee was Nescafe Fine Blend. It was an exact replica of
Teats’ usual daily breakfast. ‘Somebody’s been in my kitchen,
miss’, she exclaimed, trying to keep any suggestion of an
accusatory tone out of her voice.

‘Somebody has been everywhere’, was the reply. ‘Forget about
privacy, from now on. Even if you don’t decide to stay with us,
you’ll be watched and monitored twenty-four-seven. The mistress
ordered this for you as a special treat. When you eat with the
family, you’ll get the same as everyone else. Don’t take all day
over it.’

In fact,
Teats could only eat what Gerta fed her, but she was hungry and
kept asking for more. She drank two mugs (through a straw) of the
instant coffee, which she much preferred to the ‘real’ stuff served
downstairs. Then, when she had finished, it got personal. ‘If we
gave you the right pill, you should be needing the toilet about
now’, said Gerta, and she was right. It was a relief when she was
chained to the toilet and left alone to do her business, but she
had no means of cleaning herself. Gerta made her stand in the bath
and blasted her with a powerful- and mercifully warm- shower head.
Then came the enemas, the nozzle stuffed into her rectum which
resisted painfully despite Gerta’s repeated order to relax it.
Teats had managed to avoid thinking too much about that aspect of
sex-slavery, although it had featured in many of the stories that
she had read. Once she was used to the nozzle it didn’t hurt
anymore, for Gerta did not overfill her. Everything that these
people did, she thought- the bondage, the feeding, the nudity, the
drug treatments, the cleansing- was calculated to reinforce her
feeling of being owned, with no control over any aspect of her
life. It was in some ways like being a pet dog, although a more
feisty slave could be more like a cat. That thought opened the
floodgates and she was convulsed with gales of laughter. When she
could speak again, and Gerta had finished the fourth enema and
pronounced her clean, she was stuck again with the job of
explaining the joke. The response was heroically dead-pan. ‘I often
think that slaves have strange minds, pronounced the housekeeper,
stripping off her clothes as she spoke. ‘But giving a cat an enema?
I’ve never heard that one before, and I won’t be heartbroken if I
never hear it again. The mistress likes original ideas, so she’d
probably have you try it.’

They
moved into the shower stall then. It was easily big enough for two,
and Teats did her best to rub her body against Gerta’s while she
was being washed. It was done thoroughly, with the showerhead used
close-up to force water under the cuffs, collar and ankle irons.
She moaned and closed her eyes when the jet was directed onto her
slit. She was cherishing the hope of a session in bed after the
shower, but Gerta just wanted to change the sheet and the mattress
protector underneath. ‘Go down to the kitchen’, she was told.
‘Don’t keep the mistress waiting for you.’ It was the first time
that Teats had been left to move about independently, and it made
her feel more like a regular member of the household. Without her
hands she was nervous on the stairs, but she took them on her feet,
not on her bottom like some of the characters in the novels she’d
read. She remembered, fortunately, the way to the kitchen, where
Joan was sitting with her tablet and a mug of coffee. ‘Glad you
could join me, she said sardonically. I trust Gerta gave you a good
scrub?’

‘Clean as a whistle, mistress, but to be honest, I liked being
coated all over with your sweat and pussy juice, mistress. I’m
ready for more, when mistress pleases.’

‘You’re quite the slut this morning, Teats. A bit forward,
perhaps, but luckily for you I’m in a good mood. I won’t be fucking
you just yet, however. We’re going for a ride.’

She got
up and attached a lead to Teats’ collar, and took her out to the
back courtyard, where a labour gang had been working the day
before. It was sunny but not particularly warm, so Teats was
pleased to see that their carriage was roofed and enclosed with
glass- or plastic- windows. It was an ultra-lightweight model made
mostly of balsa and basketwork, with thin wheels and running gear
of lightweight alloy. Although the passengers sat inside it was
driven from a bench out at the front, and except that it had four
wheels it bore a passing resemblance to a hansom cab. The other
major difference was not a surprise; it was drawn by two ponyboys,
one on each side of a central pole. They were none other than the
two sex-criminals that she had met the day before, complete with
their spiked cages. They were attached to the pole by an elaborate
harness that left a large area of their backs, and their buttocks,
open to the whip. They had tails on butt-plugs, plumes on their
heads and metal bits in their mouths, connected to the reins. The
driver, a middle-aged free male who seemed to be another family
retainer, was already on his bench and holding his whip. He greeted
them cheerfully, and Joan made the introductions. ‘This is Albert’,
she said. He’s been with me all my adult life, and I couldn’t
manage without him. He won’t touch you without my
permission.’

Teats
was ready to be touched by an orc if nothing else offered itself,
but she climbed demurely into the carriage, skin prickling slightly
as she saw that he was staring at her breasts. She had to keep
telling herself that she was not entitled to privacy or modesty,
and that her growing sexual needs were more likely to be met if she
learnt to flaunt herself in front of any viable user. As usual,
Joan could see what was passing through her mind. ‘Not too old for
you, my dear? I’d let him fuck you, but I had resolved not to give
you to any males this weekend.’

‘That’s entirely up to you, mistress. I’m at your
disposal.’

‘But I’m not at yours. I think it’ll be for the best if I keep
you cock-hungry for the time being.’

By this
time, they were clear of the buildings and on a track that was a
rougher continuation of the one on which they had arrived. The
carriage rattled and shook but stayed together, and the seats were
well padded. As if to compensate Teats for her disappointment Joan
placed her hand between her legs, and slowly worked her little
finger between the outer labia. ‘It doesn’t take much to make you
wet’, she remarked, digging a little deeper. Teats hoped that
boldness would encourage her. ‘Aren’t you wet too, mistress?’ she
asked. ‘Perhaps I’m not desirable enough to be your pleasure
slave.’

The
carriage was on a slightly better stretch of track, and Teats could
hear the whip cracking as the driver increased the pace. Joan
suddenly leant forward and pulled down the windscreen, letting in a
current of cool air. ‘Albert, I’ve decided to take a look at the
old Hanson cottage, so please turn off at the fork just ahead.’ The
new track was very grassy but relatively smooth, and soon entered a
dense patch of woodland that blocked out the light and the sun.
Then, suddenly, they rolled into the courtyard of a chocolate-box
cottage; stone with a slate roof, but perfectly proportioned with
window-boxes full of flowers and shrubs blooming all around them.
‘It’s empty at the moment, but I have it kept nice. We use it as a
holiday cottage for guests with special requirements` There are
posts, pillories, stocks and crosses out at the back, but inside
there’s a full dungeon in the basement with all the equipment you
could possibly want, even a rack. We don’t have time for a proper
tour this time.’

Teats
was not heartbroken to hear that the rack would not be demonstrated
that morning, and in fact she saw nothing but the front parlour,
which was modest in size but nicely decorated in a style
reminiscent of Laura Ashley. Joan wasted no time in pushing her
down onto the sofa and putting herself in the ‘69’ position. They
were on their sides, largely supported by the back of the sofa, and
Joan- an agile woman for her size- wrapped her legs around Teats’
neck to pull her head into her crotch. With an occasional hand to
help it made the task much easier, for with bound hands she would
otherwise have had to rely on her neck muscles. Joan seemed immune
from fatigue of that kind, presumably from long practice. The two
women munched away industriously, Teats having gathered that they
didn’t have much time to waste. She went for the clitoris sooner
than she would otherwise have done and did her best to follow what
Joan was doing to her, and it certainly worked for both of them.
Probably more by luck than judgement, they came together. Although
that was the kind of thing that people boast about it was not an
unmixed blessing, as both found it difficult, in the throes of
their orgasms, to maintain steady and consistent pressure with
their mouths and tongues. For the few minutes after that they took
turns to cum. Teats enjoyed it as much as the more intense
experiences of the previous evening, and this time the heating was
off, so the sofa got only slightly damp.

When
they had finished Teats was not allowed up right away, but forced
to roll her face in Joan’s open sex, wetting it thoroughly with
their mixed fluids. Her mistress, however, went to the downstairs
loo to wash herself, and returned holding a long piece of rope.
‘Lie still’, she ordered. ‘I’m going to tie your elbows together.
We’re going to visit someone who likes to see slaves very strictly
bound. This is just a token gesture. He’s a man, but don’t let that
worry you. He’s as queer as a nine-pound note.’
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The
elbow bondage completely changed the way Teats felt. She was no
longer just a girl who happened to be tied up. Her bondage now
defined her, turned her into an architectural construct, shaped by
her owner. The natural pose, now, was to arch her back and thrust
her breasts out like offerings. Otherwise, she would have to bend
at the waist, and her arms would jut straight out behind her, as if
asking to be put in strappado. In the carriage she could no longer
sit comfortably with her shoulders against the seat, but was
propped bolt upright, and soon felt better perching on the edge. If
she had not wanted to see the landscape through which they were
passing she might have asked to be allowed to kneel on the floor.
It took them a few minutes to get started again, as when they left
the cottage Albert was feeding pellets to the ponies and squirting
water into their mouths. They had not, fortunately, come far enough
to make it worth a proper feeding, which would have entailed
removing their bits, but pushing the food in past the metal bars
caused them difficulties. They could not chew the pellets and even
swallowing was not easy, so it was a slow, careful process. He
stopped when they appeared, but had to wait for the pellets that
were in their mouths to soften and be washed down. He had expected
them to be longer, knowing well his employer’s appetites. When they
did get started he set a faster pace to make up the time, whipping
the ponies into a run, and Joan often had to steady Teats as the
carriage rocked both fore and aft and side to side on the poor
surface. They did manage to talk a little. ‘May I ask, mistress’,
began Teats tentatively, ‘if you own all this land? We’ve covered a
couple of miles now.’

Joan was
happy to answer in full. ‘I inherited the small estate that
includes my own house, but several neighbouring parcels came up for
sale in the few years after that. I was able to negotiate more
purchases to join them up together, so I own several small farms,
larger pastures, some woodlands and this lane that runs between
them. It’s a lot of hectares but not worth as much money as you’d
think. Farming on higher ground isn’t very profitable nowadays.
It’s ideal for my purposes. It’s an easy area to fence and only two
public footpaths impinge on it. We get an automatic warning when
there’s anyone in the vicinity, or if light planes or drones fly
low over us. There are a number of houses and cottages, and I rent
them out to like-minded tenants. We’re on our way to see one now.
He lives in the largest house, apart from my own.’ He’s a personal
friend now; a very ingenious man.’

Teats
would have readily admitted that the ride, apart from the physical
discomfort, was very pleasant. Much of the route was close to the
stream that they had followed from the public road, and there were
many small copses and disused quarries to keep it interesting.
Sheep grazed on the more open stretches and the driver had a horn
to warn them off the road as they approached. If she had not known
about their crimes she would have pitied the ponies, for as the
pace tired them the whipping got harsher and more regular. After a
taxing incline through a narrow ravine and a sudden left turn
through an old quarry, it suddenly became easier as they descended
to their destination, a grim stone house that was devoid of charm
or decorative features. ‘Abandon hope’, it seemed to say to
visitors, but the tenant was already rushing forward to greet them
effusively, helping them out and directing Albert to the stables,
although he must have known where they were. The man was fussy and
camp in his manner, and treated Joan as an equal, and in some
respects a pupil. ‘I see you’ve made an effort for me’, he said,
referring to the elbow tie. ‘She’s a pretty thing, though her
udders are a bit common. Wouldn’t she look better
hogtied?’

‘I thought she would need to walk to the house, and probably to
the stables.’

‘Nonsense. I would have got my slaves to carry her. But come on
now: I expect you’d like to see your ponies covered before you
leave them with me.’

‘That would be amusing. And Teats, this is Merlin. Don’t ask
how he got that name. Merlin, this is Teats.’

‘Yes, yes; I don’t need to know her name. I’m not going to have
serious conversations with her, with those calcium cannons aimed
straight at me. She might be able to fire them herself.’

After
being reassured that Teats was not even lactating, he led them, not
into the house, but around it, following the carriage to a large
stable block. It contained a small car, an open version of their
carriage, a number of goat-sized stalls and an open area for
exercising ponies in bad weather. Albert was already unhitching the
two sex-predators and removing their bits, replacing them with
something that resembled dental gags, holding their mouths wide
open and allowing unrestricted entry. Their tails were pulled out
and their plumes and harnesses removed, and they were both bent
over a long horizontal pole that stood on three trestles about four
feet high. Working carefully to ensure that they were always
anchored to something, their arms and legs were splayed out wide
and locked to staples already sunk deep in the cement floor. Their
bottoms were thus stuck up invitingly, and the two male slaves who
were then brought from their stalls needed little prompting. Their
wrists were locked behind their backs and their ankles restrained
with six-inch chains but they quickly shuffled into place, both
with hard penises. ‘They both have regulators’, said Joan to Teats,
quietly. ‘Merlin’s been training them in gay sex. His usual method
is to tell them they won’t touch a woman until he can pass them as
fully functional.

Both the
young men were white, and both were attractive in different ways.
One was muscular and athletic, and certainly looked straight,
whether he was or not. The other was softer, prettier, and could
easily have been bisexual. Those were, however, not choices for
them to make. When they were in position Albert took one cock, and
Joan the other, and guided them into the waiting bottoms. It was an
easy penetration, for the sphincters had been weakened with plugs
and tails. How the two criminals felt about it was difficult to
assess. It had undoubtedly happened before, and they were probably
mentally prepared for it. The black male, however, soon lost
control of his penis and suffered an erection, whimpering as the
spikes began to bite his flesh. Merlin’s slaves pumped away with
increasing vigour, keeping in time with one another until they both
came in unison. Teats had no idea whether that was deliberate or
not. They withdrew immediately and were led around to the other
side, and the purpose of the gags then became clear. As both
criminals had been rendered speechless it was not immediately
obvious, but now their ravishers forced their penises into their
mouths and waited patiently for them to be licked clean. Then the
show was over, and they were led back to their stalls. The two
newcomers were left where they were for the time being. Albert went
off with Merlin’s two groomsmen, and the host led Joan and Teats
into the house for a buffet lunch. Almost as soon as they entered
the house, where it was very warm, he sniffed at Teats’ face and
turned to Joan. ‘You fucked her on the way over, didn’t you? You
lesbians are like rabbits, rutting morning, noon and night. How far
did you have to come? Two and a half miles, and you couldn’t make
it without a shag?’ He turned to Teats. ‘You’ve fallen among
thieves, my dear. A few days with her lot, and you’ll be a husk.
Drink lots of water, and moisturise, moisturise,
moisturise.’

He was
half-way through that before Teats realised that he was joking. She
shook her shoulders to remind him that her arms were bound. ‘You’ll
have to apply it for me, master’, she said, and he laughed. ‘Find
me a suitable boy and I’ll cover him with it. Then he can rub it
off on you.’ To Joan he added, ‘Shall we let her elbows loose? I’m
sure you only tied them to impress me.’ Joan didn’t reply, but
removed the rope, much to Teats’ relief. Her wrists remained locked
behind her, but she was much more comfortable now.

Lunch was a delight; lots of finger food, tiny pies,
vol au vents, flans and
potted shrimps, with salads and the tastiest cherry tomatoes that
Teats had ever enjoyed. There was white wine on offer but they all
took fruit juice instead, Dessert was also an assortment of tiny
but delicious morsels, bit of cheesecake, lemon meringue,
profiteroles and others. Throughout the meal, Teats was only fed by
Joan. They never saw the cook or any kitchen sluts. They stayed out
of sight in the kitchen, and no other inhabitants of the house
appeared. Much of the conversation was about the two criminals and
the other pair, who were believed to be more venal than vicious.
One was guilty of selling bogus insurance policies to old age
pensioners, and the other had no criminal record, but had been
found selling sexual services to the students of a Catholic
seminary. Several of his customers had been enslaved, but they had
been sent elsewhere for training. ‘I prefer mine to yours’, said
Merlin. ‘I’m not getting the better of this exchange.’

That
meant nothing to Teats until she worked out how the transport
system worked. There were, apparently, four houses on Joan’s land
that were large enough to have stables, and each was supposed to
keep at least two ponyslaves, whether girls or boys. They also had
carriages or carts. When one tenant- or Joan- visited another, the
ponies were exchanged for the fresh ones at the destination, so in
time they experienced life in all the households, and the tastes of
the occupants and their guests. It was Joan, who was a trader, who
had the most difficulty in maintaining a stable of ponies that
others would welcome into their homes, and in this case, for Merlin
it was a poor exchange. She had, however, decided to invite him for
dinner, so he would get his own ponies back almost immediately.
‘Bring your own ropes’, she told him. You can demonstrate your
skills on Teats.’

That
seemed to much increase his interest in her, and he spent a minute
or running his hands over various parts of her body, squeezing the
flesh as if judging the tightness of the knots that he would need
to tie. As a woman she was of no interest to him; as a person she
was only a slave, but as a bondage subject, to be entwined in
ropes, twisted into an infinite variety of shapes, stretched,
hanging or curled into a ball, she was a source of infinite
fascination. ‘I’ll try my new “clock”’, he said, without further
explanation, and Teats was left to wonder what he had in store for
her. She was wet now, as he noticed when he parted her pussy lips
to assess her suitability for a crotch rope. ‘Sometimes I regret
being gay’, he remarked. ‘Many of the boys they send to me for
training have to be whipped senseless before they appreciate what I
have to offer. Slave girls start oozing when I come within twenty
yards of them.’

Teats
had to admit to herself that he was interesting, and she was glad
he was coming that evening even though she didn’t know what he was
going to do to her. They left immediately after lunch, going out to
the courtyard to see the fresh ponies being hitched to the
carriage. Teats had to admit that it looked better with both ponies
being the same colour. They went to take a brief look at the two
sex-fiends, who had, after being covered, been hosed down with icy
water straight from the stream, fed on gruel and pellets
administered through pipes passing through panel gags, whipped for
ingratitude, and chained in separate stalls. ‘These two are the
worst ponies on the estate’, said Merlin. ‘They don’t get enough
exercise. Have you thought of getting a treadmill?’

‘Not worth it’, Joan replied. ‘They’ll be leaving us in a
couple of weeks. A month’s intensive training in buggery and
fellatio, and they'll be auctioned to a brothel. After that they’ll
probably never see the light of day again.’


Conversations like that reminded Teats of how ruthless these
people were, and how far beyond the law they were prepared to go.
Sometimes she felt that she was playing some kind of cosplay game-
in her case without the costumes- and at others that she was in a
particularly exotic adult theme park. She had experienced long
periods of exquisite pleasure and more than a few moments of pure
ecstasy, with only short spells of discomfort and the odd few
minutes of pain. It was difficult to comprehend that some of her
contemporaries faced lifetimes of misery, agony and grinding hard
labour. These young men would spend their lives underground, fed on
grey slurry and bits of cereal, and would be sexually exploited in
ways that would bring them only pain. It was, for Teats, like
trying to photograph a scene with much too much contrast for the
camera’s sensor. If she recorded the highlights correctly, the
shadows would disappear into blackness. If she exposed for the
darker parts of the picture, the highlights would be burnt out. She
had to accept that she was not obliged to understand or justify
everything that happened in her new world, but she did wonder how
easy it was to slip down from the highlights to the shadows,
without the hope of rising again. If she was to be a pleasure
slave, she needed to be a good one, and not to leave a trail of
dissatisfied users behind her. She also wondered what happened when
slaves grew too old to fulfil their original functions. She had yet
to meet an elderly slave.
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The ride
back was pleasanter than the outward journey, not least because
Teats was no longer tied at the elbows. The ponies were better
matched and stronger, and despite the poor surface the ride was
less jerky. It was also quicker, as the trend was generally
downhill, and Albert’s whip remained in its holder for the whole
journey. Teats felt that they were leaving the worst of the
‘darkness’ behind at Merlin’s house, for the two young men were not
undergoing punishment, but were being trained as general-purpose
slaves. As Joan explained, they would be expected to function as
sex-slaves and to please both men and women, but also to remain fit
and strong, ready for use as stop-gap ponies or galley slaves. They
would learn useful skills, developing innate abilities as cooks,
carpenters and joiners, builders, mechanics, etc., and ideally
would make entertaining companions for their owners, guests and
other slaves. Females were often kept in milk, as some households
found it easier to have many slave girls contributing small amounts
than to face the costs and challenges of keeping specialised
hucows. In return for their many and varied services
general-purpose slaves could expect to live long and healthy lives,
enjoying good living conditions and food that was often the same as
that served to their owners.

Joan
talked almost continuously on the return journey, which seemed to
pass quickly with her hand between Teats’ legs. Once back in the
house she broke the news to Mavis that they were to have a guest
for dinner. ‘How would you like him cooked?’ was the riposte, and
Joan laughed. Teats had the impression, however, that the cook
really didn’t like Merlin. Then Joan had to decide what to do with
Teats. She needed to be able to exercise, as she would probably be
tightly bound for the evening, but she had already spent an
afternoon with Gerta, and variety, she thought, was the best
possible training. The final compromise was an hour on the rowing
machine but without any targets that had to be met, and the rest of
the afternoon with the kitchen slut who had spent the morning
recovering from her night in the cage with Cunny. After spending
the morning in the sick room she was ready to go again, but it was
the custom of the house that sluts would be excused kitchen chores
after a night in the cage. Teats was bound to wonder why Cunny was
not in the picture, but had to assume that something else was
planned for her.

Although
Teats did not much enjoy the rowing machine, she did her best,
knowing that it was for her own good. The pills she’d been given-
and there had been another batch with breakfast- made it possible
for her to spend much of her time with her wrists behind her
without any serious discomfort. They did not, however, prevent it
from weakening her muscles, and over a much longer period, causing
them to atrophy. Exercise was therefore essential. The
stretched-out ‘X’ position helped to some extent, as he pulled hard
on the chains during orgasms, but ultimately a pleasure slave
needed longer, more scientifically calculated exercise routines. It
was, in any case, soon over, and without a target she did not have
to fear a whipping if she fell short of expectations. What she did
not know was that her spell on the machine was monitored
electronically and would be automatically transmitted for a full
analysis.

She did
not know what to expect from the kitchen slut, who had seemed,
overnight, to be devoted to Cunny. It was difficult to believe that
she had completely recovered from her evening and night of passion,
but Teats realised that she had probably managed a few hours of
sleep. Nor did she have a very clear impression of what she looked
like, for the light had been dim and she was usually at least
partly concealed by Cunny’s body. When she was taken by Gerta to a
small but cosy bedroom at the rear of the house, she found on the
conventional double bed a slightly plump but buxom girl of roughly
her own age, without much of a waistline and with rather thick legs
and pudgy biceps. Her face was her salvation. She was not
conventionally beautiful, but attractive in a girl-next-door way
with big brown eyes and full lips, and a round, slightly receding
chin. Above all she seemed likeable, smiley, and welcoming as Teats
approached the bed, Gerta having retreated from the room and locked
the door. Teats noticed that the window, just above the bed, was
open about an inch but restricted from further movement. They were
prevented from escaping, climbing down the drainpipes naked and
chained and dragging themselves to the main road despite their
shock collars. On the other hand, it didn’t matter if anyone heard
them from the courtyard or the stables, so rescue wasn’t even
considered as a possibility.

The
slut’s arms were in a square binder; the kind that kept them folded
behind her back. Her legs were free, although like all the slaves
she wore ankle-irons. Teats’ hands, in contrast, were almost but
not quite free, attached individually by foot-long chains to her
collar. The idea, apparently, was to give her a high level of
control over the slut while preventing her from masturbating, which
was strictly against the rules. It made her feel awkward, however,
not knowing quite how to hold herself or what she could attempt to
do. In just one day she had become quite accustomed to leaving the
initiative to others. She lay down beside the slut, who immediately
rolled over to bring their breasts into contact, and kissed her
mouth. That broke the ice immediately, and although Teats could not
hold her new partner, she could knead her breasts, tweak her
nipples, stroke her face, and hold her head to kiss her harder, and
tilt it to reach her throat and apply her lips and tongue over and
under the collar. It was amazing how quickly they took to one
another, and Teats was sure that it was a function of their
situation. When two people met in the ‘free world’, it was assumed
that there would be no intimacy unless a move was made, and it was
tacitly or verbally invited. Many encounters, therefore, ended
without physical contact, even though one or both might have
welcomed it. In the world of owners and slaves, sex was the default
position, and it came naturally, without anyone having to think or
talk about it.

Both
girls spend a fully satisfying afternoon together, much of it in
the ‘69’ position, although both were savvy enough to take it in
turns to climax, instead of cumming together. After a very short
break- there was water provided- Teats took to stimulating the slut
with her fingers, a luxury that had been denied her before. She
took the opportunity to make mental notes of how each part of the
vulva reacted to touch, whether massaged, pressed or stroked, and
the ways in which that changed during the progression towards the
climax. It was a luxury to be able to push one, two or three
fingers deep inside, and afterwards to lick off the salty fluid. As
a free woman she had never had lesbian sex and had masturbated
solely by instinct. She had never seen sex as something to be
studied, refined and perfected. As a pleasure slave, she would have
to do that. For the slut it meant a lengthy period in seventh
heaven, and then she was pulled over onto her stomach and presented
with Teats’ crotch. If instincts were guiding her reaction to that,
they were sound. Teats was finding that every session was
different. The sex was so good that she wondered, every time,
whether everything that followed would seem commonplace, but every
experience, with its subtle variations and nuances, was a new
adventure.

With
hours to spend together they talked quite a lot between the
steamier periods. The slut had no name at that time; she had been
called Melissa until a week ago but Mavis, who named the kitchen
sluts, always waited a week before bestowing a new one. She was
rather jealous of ‘Teats’, feeling that she lacked features that
were distinctive enough to make a name. ‘You have lovely lips’,
Teats told her, and she blushed with pleasure and pride, so they
kissed for a while. She explained that she had come from a very
dysfunctional family, although she had not realised that at the
time. Her father had beaten both her and her mother regularly,
usually for no reason except that he was drunk, or had lost badly
at the bookmakers. When she left home and worked for McDonalds, she
attracted a series of men, most of whom abused her physically or
mentally. It was as if ‘victim’ was branded on her forehead. As her
last boyfriend was gentler and only spanked and whipped her lightly
for pleasure, she was happy to let him tie her up as well. Soon he
was keeping her in bondage for long periods, until she had to give
up her job, but she was content to be treated with kindness, and
the sex was very good. It was a shock when, after what she thought
was a stable and settled six months, he quickly tired of her. She
was vague about what transpired after that, perhaps thinking that
Teats would think less of her because of the decision she had made.
Confronted with the likelihood of being homeless and jobless, and
desperate to avoid returning to her parents, she had agreed when he
offered to sell her as a slave to Joan Hall. Before that she was
not even aware that he had enslaved her, but now she was
transported in a box to her new home, where she was fitted with
cuffs and collar, and stripped of all her clothes and personal
possessions. At some point, probably drugged before falling asleep,
a serial number and QR code had been tattooed on the sole of her
right foot. It was a shock to be labelled a mere kitchen slut, but
in truth she had never regretted her decision. Mavis was a kind
soul and whippings were rare. On one level she knew that, in an
ideal world, women were not whipped at all, but she had always been
beaten. In a sense it defined her, setting a benchmark against
which other pain and distress was measured. She also ate well and
enjoyed the best of health, and received treatments that vastly
enhanced her libido and improved her sexual responsiveness. Despite
her homely looks several of Joan’s friends preferred her to Cunny,
with whom she had discovered the joys of lesbian sex. Mavis was
thinking of asking Joan to replace her in the kitchen so that she
could become a proper general-purpose slave.

Their
hours passed quickly and pleasantly, and when Gerta came to take
her away, Teats was at pains to sing the slut’s praises to her. The
response was non-committal, and she was taken to a downstairs
bathroom to pee, be given an extra enema, a quick shower and a
fresh layer of moisturiser. Although her hands were still
relatively free, Gerta would not let her help, and afterwards
locked them behind her back, which was obviously seen as the
default position. One advantage of being kept naked is that she
could be cleaned in any bathroom, without the need to have clothes
ready to hand. The supply of clean towels seemed inexhaustible, so
she assumed that either there was a laundry room which she had not
yet been shown, probably with at least one resident slave, or that
Joan employed a laundry service, which would presumably involve
giving their vans access to the estate.


Chapter Four –
Clockwatching






Washed,
dried, anointed and restrained, Teats was taken to the front steps
to watch the arrival of Merlin’s carriage, which was simpler and
uncovered. He was the only occupant, so he had set a very fast pace
and whipped the ponies freely despite the predominantly downhill
route. Teats could see how untidy a pair they were. It was not so
much their different colours but more the irregularity of their
strides, and their inability or unwillingness to match them to one
another’s. The carriage tended to weave, and it was impossible for
the driver to avoid the rougher patches. Merlin was obviously glad
to alight, and Albert was on hand to drive the outfit round to the
stables. Gerta explained that this time the ponies would be whipped
first for their poor performance, and then covered before being
chained in their stalls and fed. In the morning they would be hosed
down and brought into the house- or rather the cellars- to resume
their roles as paintoys.

Merlin’s
‘luggage’ was brought in through the back, so Teats didn’t see it
until after dinner. They sat down immediately, and the friendly
kitchen slut was allowed to join them to feed Teats, and herself as
well. She seemed to consider that an honour of which to be proud.
Oddly enough, Mavis had not cooked the food but defrosted several
Thai dishes bought some time ago from a restaurant near the
university. It was Merlin’s favourite cuisine, and Teats had to
agree that everything was delicious. The slut was less keen,
whispering to Teats that her favourite dish was the Big Tasty,
sometimes with a Fillet-o-Fish starter. Ideally, it was served with
a large fries, ketchup and orange juice, with a McFlurry to follow.
They giggled over that until they saw Joan glowering at them. The
‘grown-ups’ were talking politics, for a general election, by then,
could not be far away and a change of government seemed inevitable.
Teats could not resist a slightly mischievous question. ‘Mistress,
master, may I ask whether slaves have the vote?’

Joan
answered with an air of infinite patience. ‘Of course they do, my
dear. We live in a democracy, remember? Their owners help them to
apply for postal ballots and vote on their behalf. It wouldn’t be
fair to expect slaves to understand politics.’

‘Thank you, mistress.’ She struggled to suppress a fit of
giggles as she imagined a kind of suffragist movement, demanding
‘free votes for slaves’ and escaping their owners for long enough
to block the M25, or at least the M60.’ Fortunately, she was spared
having to explain that to her fellow diners.

They did
not take coffee in the dining room. They all walked across the
courtyard, past the stables, and into a large barn that had,
inside, been converted into a multi-purpose building that could
function as a theatre or a music, sports or exhibition hall. For
their purpose its principal merits were its size and high ceiling,
and some comfortable chairs and camping tables had been assembled
so they could sit and drink in comfort. After a few minutes the
remaining kitchen staff joined them, as did Albert. They drank
their coffee and chatted while Merlin put together a remarkable
contraption that looked, when he began, like a pile of old junk. As
it began to come together they could see a large clockface,
probably a relic from a demolished station, and a Heath-Robinson
collection of gears to turn the hands. It was assembled in a
makeshift tower of rusty scaffolding, and by its side was built a
frame of wooden posts, braced with cables attached to anchor points
on the floor. At the top of the frame a big cogwheel was connected
by a long driving chain to the mechanism in the metal tower.
Although he worked briskly and confidently it took him over an hour
to assemble, having refused Joan’s offer of slave labour to help
him. Joan, Gerta and Mavis were deep in conversation, and the slut
had started kissing Teats and fondling her breasts by the time he
was ready to start the experiment, or the demonstration, or
whatever it would turn out to be. He led Teats to a mat under the
wooden frame and started to bind her tightly. ‘I would have
preferred to have removed her metal restraints’, he told the
others, who had now stopped talking in order to watch him, ‘but I
know Joan would need advance notice of that, for security reasons.’
He therefore bound her wrists and ankles by laying the rope neatly
above and below the cuffs, but also tied her at the knees, thighs,
elbows and just below her shoulders. The rope, each winding neatly
below the last, was tight enough to grip her flesh, but did not
seriously impair her circulation. Then he hogtied her, pulling her
ankles right up to her wrists, turning her into a neat, rigid
package. He then applied a panel gag that covered her mouth
completely, but had an insert with a breathing tube.

Teats
had never felt so helpless. She could wriggle her fingers and toes
and raise and lower her head, but that was all. She might have been
able to roll her body by jerking her weight from side to side, but
that option was soon denied to her. No-one could clearly see the
mechanism at the top of the wooden frame, but the big cogwheel was
adjacent to a long, stout rope which terminated on a pulley. He
tied it to a carefully chosen point on Teats’ ropework and hauled
on the loose end, and she rose into the air. He stopped when she
was hanging about six feet from the floor, making little squeaking
noises to signal her alarm. He ignored that and tied it off. He was
not finished yet, however. From another pulley on the ceiling, not
the frame, hung a big concrete weight that had been brought in on a
trolley, and clearly had not come in the hucow carriage. He was
virtually ready now, and told everyone to watch carefully, as they
had started muttering to one another again. He hauled the weight up
high; fifteen or more feet from the floor and just under the level
of the cogwheel. Then, using a hook on a long pole, he snagged
Teats’ ankles and pulled her backwards as far as he could, before
releasing her to swing at breathtaking speed under the frame and up
on the other side; a human pendulum. With every swing back and
forth the weight descended by a notch, all the gears turned, and
the hands of the clock moved. The ways in which Teats, the weight,
the main cogwheel and the series of gears that worked the clock
were connected was indecipherable from the floor, partly because of
artfully placed sheets of plywood, for Morgan was temperamentally
secretive, and there were prizes to be won for original and
creative bondage. Having started the clock he needed to calibrate
it. ‘I’ll let it run for ten minutes in the first instance’, he
told the others. ‘Then we’ll make the first adjustment.’

Teats
would have had difficulty describing the experience. It was not
wholly unlike being on a swing, except that the movements were very
long, very fast and totally out of her control. At first she was
not sure whether the arc was always the same, and since it ended
only six feet from the facing wall she half-expected to slam into
it. She struggled to stay in touch with her surroundings, which
threatened to become a blur, and she kept trying different things;
keeping focused on a single object or allowing her eyes to follow
her movement. She did not feel nauseous but was afraid of becoming
so, especially if she was overcome with vertigo. She had never
liked being above the ground, even to paint the hall in her
parents’ house, so it was a battle just to keep control of her
nerves. Then she had to cope with her bondage. She had never felt
so restricted before, even when stretched out on Joan’s bed, and
that was because of the ropes biting her flesh at so many points on
her body. The pressures they exerted changed as she swung from one
end of the arc to the other, and although she knew that the drugs
she had been given would protect her from cramp, in her
subconscious mind her tightly arched position was a virtual
guarantee of it. She tried closing her eyes and telling herself to
relax, but then she was in danger of losing all touch with her
surroundings. She even felt, as she rose to the forward end of her
swing, that she was turning upside down. Fortunately, as she
reopened her eyes and fought to regain some kind of equilibrium,
the ten minutes expired and he stopped the weight from dropping. As
the arc of her swing shortened he stepped in and slowed her with
his hook, although it still took several minutes to bring her to a
complete stop. ‘It’s just two minutes slow’, he pronounced. ‘That’s
not exactly Swiss accuracy over ten minutes, but considering the
variables involved It’s not too bad.’ He made some adjustments to
the mechanism, climbing up a long ladder to reach it, but the
crucial change seemed to involve a shortening of the rope that held
the weight. Then he started it off again, and Teats had to endure
another ten minutes. This time it felt strangely different, as if
she had dismissed one set of feelings and was exploring another.
Now she was particularly conscious of the way her breasts swung,
affected by gravity at the beginning and end of each arc, and the
force of the slipstream in the middle. She wondered whether he
could make them twist; whether she could jerk her body in its bonds
at the critical moment, and spent a few swings finding out when
that moment was. When she felt she was affecting their movements it
dawned on her that she was beginning to enjoy the experience of
being part of the mechanism of a clock. There were, presumably,
many other ways in which human beings could be converted into
components of machines, and that thought kept her occupied until
the ten minutes were up. This time the clock was only twenty
seconds fast, so after a minor adjustment he pronounced it ready
for an hour-long trial.

Teats
was naturally disappointed to hear that she had to spend a full
hour swinging in the ropes, but she had overcome most of her fears,
and worried only about the marks that the ropes would leave. There
being nothing she could do about that, she thought about how swings
worked. As a child, she knew that the arc was increased if she
swung her legs out at one extreme and leant her body back at the
other. It was, presumably, to prevent such movements that she had
been so tightly bound. She could, however, move her legs back and
forth by an inch or two, and she was free to rotate her head from
the horizontal to almost under her chest. That would affect the arc
by a very small amount, and watchers would probably not notice what
she was doing, but over dozens of swings it might make a
difference. Concentrating on that helped to pass the time and keep
her mind off the more unpleasant aspects of her position. She kept
a close eye on the other members of the party, who occasionally
wandered over to watch closely as she swung past them. She winked
at the slut when she came close, so she was probably not as
surprised as the others when, at the end of the hour, the clock was
five minutes fast. Merlin was dismayed and wanted to try another
adjustment, but Joan would have nothing of it, saying that the
company was bored and Teats’ rope marks would take too long to
disappear. He resigned himself to another long series of tests on
his own slaves and began to dismantle the apparatus. Teats was
completely helpless when she was untied, but with help and lots of
massaging by the slut she recovered quickly. Mavis, Joan and Gerta
drifted off into the house, while Albert helped to load the cart
with some of the smaller items, the rest going into a truck which
was driven round from the barn that was used as a garage. Merlin’s
ponyboys were already harnessed, and it was the work of a few
minutes to get them bitted and in the traces. It was dark now, so
two powerful torches were mounted in lamp irons above the driver’s
bench, their beams passing to left and right of the ponies. It was
as well, thought Teats, that Merlin was taking his own beasts home,
for she wouldn’t have bet on the felons being able to keep to the
track at night.







***






When
Merlin left, he thanked Albert, but was clearly disgruntled. Joan
had not shown much interest in his clock and had not come out to
see him off. He ignored Teats. The demonstration had not gone as
well as he had hoped, and he strongly suspected her of sabotage. It
had not occurred to him that she might be able to influence the
result by nodding her head and pulling at the hogtie ropes, but
that was the only explanation he could think of, and he was already
designing, in his head, frames and rods that would prevent it from
happening again. By leaving in a huff he was missing an
opportunity. Teats had not acted maliciously; she was hoping that
he would discuss his apparatus with her and was expecting to
attract his attention. She had various ideas for improving it,
including the addition of chimes. That could be done by using a
slave, bound to a rod, as a striker on a gong, although other and
more painful approaches suggested themselves. She also thought that
the weight could be replaced by a specially fattened slave, or in
the shorter term, male and female slaves tied together in forced
intercourse. At every swing of the pendulum-slaves the cogwheel
would give them a little jerk which should, if they were fully
treated, result in an endless series of orgasms. It seemed,
however, that her ideas had been born to blush unseen. With her
hands still locked behind her back, but otherwise free, she was
helped across the courtyard by the kitchen slut, and into the
living room where the others were sipping glasses of wine. ‘That
was boring’, said Joan as they flopped onto a sofa. ‘Perhaps not as
much for you as for the rest of us.’

‘I’m sure it could be made more interesting, mistress’, replied
Teats. ‘I was disappointed not to be able to speak to Master Merlin
before he left.’

‘He tends to sulk’, she replied. ‘You’ll probably still get a
chance, but not this time. You’re at a disadvantage, though. He’s
polite to me because I’m his landlord, but he doesn’t really like
being around women, especially slavegirls. It’s something he needs
to get over, if he’s to be really successful.’

The slut
was provided with a glass of white wine to feed to Teats and
another for herself, while the others discussed the menus for the
following day. Merlin and his machine were quickly forgotten,
except insofar as he had complained that the criminals, in their
role as ponyboys, were almost unmanageable. Joan prescribed extra
punishment followed by a week of hard practice. She didn’t buy the
argument that they would not need pony skills as brothel slaves.
She knew of more than one establishment that rented out its whores
as ponies, the clients using them for sex during breaks for picnic
lunches and afternoon teas. It was a hard life, for they were
necessarily in unpopulated areas which were usually hot and hilly.
She admitted that they were more likely to end up in
dungeon-brothels deep underground, but she knew of one such place
where the slave-whores were presented as miners, toiling with picks
under the lash. Customers could choose whichever sweaty and
muscular body they liked and drag him to a nearby couch by a chain
attached to his testicles. As soon as he was finished with, he’d be
whipped back to the face, to toil until he was chosen
again.

Joan,
Gerta and Mavis loved to discuss the torments that would be visited
on the two sex-fiends, but it was also clear that more would be
arriving soon, as well as a pair of highly specialised hucows. The
criminals would then be taken away. Teats was uneasy about them and
would be glad, if she was still there, to see them go. Their
sentences were for life, and however strictly the were restrained
and however carefully their tormentors used double locks and
redundant chains, that was a long time to guarantee that no mistake
would ever be made. They had nothing to lose, and if one got free,
mayhem and murder would be visited on everyone in his vicinity. She
was not bold enough to interrupt the conversation, but to her
surprise, Mavis said almost exactly the same thing. ‘We have to
rely on our skills and our dedication’, replied Gerta. ‘In six
months they won’t be as dangerous as they are now. If their future
keepers use them as ponies their leg muscles will develop, of
course, but we don’t let them exercise their arms. Now you’ve
brought that up, however, we’ll put them in the reverse prayer
tomorrow. That should speed things up.’

 The dispositions for the
night were more urgent, as it was getting late. Mavis called in the
second kitchen slut, whose name was Blondie because- surprise,
surprise- she had natural blonde hair. She was tall- about six ten-
and quite willowy, with small but nicely shaped breasts and pert
nipples, and her face, like the first slut’s, was appealing without
being beautiful. She had a slightly overhanging upper lip which
Teats rather liked, and very pale skin. The absentee throughout the
evening was Cunny who, Teats later found out, had been lent to
another neighbour and collected during the day. Joan started off by
assigning Teats to Mavis for the night, and the rest remained a
mystery as she was hustled out of the room immediately.

After a
quick pee, she was taken straight to bed in a little apartment just
beyond the utility room. It was converted from a series of pantries
and cupboards and was nicely decorated, except that pipes from the
heat pumps crossed the ceiling and served instead of radiators,
making the temperature erratic but generally high. Mavis pushed her
onto the queen-sized bed and stripped immediately, leaving Teats’
wrists behind her back, mounting her face and using her without any
attempt at subtlety. She wanted to cum quickly to get to the next
course of her feast, which was cunnilingus. She seemed to become
more sensitive with every orgasm and her capacity was limitless,
and for the third course she sprawled over Teats’ chest and rubbed
her clitoris with the hardened nipples. All this took some time and
Teats was feeling very needy. Her last orgasm had been with the
nameless slut, but there was another consideration. Joan imposed an
‘early to bed, early to rise’ regime on her household and it was
only half-past eleven. If she could climax with Mavis before
midnight- and there was a big clock on the wall- that would be four
women in two days, or really a day and a half. That would be a
formidable record for someone who had never had lesbian sex before
in her life. It would also make her history with men seem
positively abstemious, although she had thought of herself as
rather loose.

Mavis
was by a generous margin the oldest woman she had been with, though
not the oldest person. Her face was wrinkled only under her eyes,
but her complexion was slightly ruddy, as if she had spent a lot of
time out of doors. Her lips were plump and naturally rosy; no-one
in the house ever wore make-up, apparently. Her teeth were uneven,
which was one reason why Teats guessed that although she was free,
she was not wealthy. Her body was still shapely with good breasts,
but there were some stretch marks and her hips seemed angular.
Nevertheless, she felt just the same as any of the others, and
Teats was getting anxious as she was flipped over to finger Mavis’
pussy with her locked hands. That was a first, but she would rather
have done it later, for it seemed likely that climaxes- some of
them multiple- from five different sources would leave Mavis too
exhausted to reciprocate. Teats was underestimating her, for as
soon as she came she moved quickly to plunge her face into her
pussy, and her tongue and lips were so strong and vigorous that the
first orgasm came just three minutes before midnight. After that
there were many more before she was taken to the little bathroom to
have her teeth cleaned. Mavis was not one to sit up late talking
and drinking. She took a few minutes to undo Teats’ wrists and lock
them to the bedhead as they had been the night before, but she also
splayed her ankles out and chained them to opposite bed posts at
the bottom. She was left with very little free play, but had no
problem going to sleep with Mavis’ head resting on her right
breast. She was woken twice during the night and her mouth used
both times, and again in the morning. As with Joan there was no
reward, it seemed that free persons felt only limited obligations
in that respect. She was in a hurry to get to the kitchen where,
apparently, Blondie could not be trusted to prepare breakfast
alone. The unnamed slut came to get Teats up and took the time to
finger her to a single orgasm first. It seemed odd to Teats that
she had, only yesterday, been the dominant partner but now she was
helpless under her hands and would soon her receiving her enemas
from them. The bottom line was that they were both slaves, and the
slut attended her, as she had used the slut, with her ankles locked
so close together that she could only shuffle. The free women could
stir the pot as they pleased, but Teats and the slut would always
be in the stew.

This
time the slut took her to the kitchen to be fed. Her wrists were
now, inevitably, behind her back, and there was no sign of anyone
else. If Mavis and Blondie were hard at work they were somewhere
else. There was a ‘summer kitchen’ in one of the barns, but
probably they were helping Gerta with the felons. As for Joan, ‘The
mistress has gone to church’, said the slut, as if surprised that
it had not been taken for granted. ‘She rarely misses Matins, and
this morning she’s reading one of the lessons.’

‘Revelation 18?’

‘I’m afraid I don’t know the Bible off by heart, Teats. Do
you?’

‘And cinnamon, and odours, and ointments, and frankincense,
and wine, and oil, and fine flour, and wheat, and beasts, and
sheep, and horses, and chariots, and slaves, and souls of
men. That’s verse thirteen.’

‘Very impressive. Is there a secret to that?’

‘Having a good memory and an interest in the bits that mention
slaves. I know more Shakespeare.’

‘Perhaps the mistress will let you go on reading. You could be
a kind of private secretary for her.’

It was a
big surprise to learn that some of the slaves, at least, were not
allowed to read. The slut seemed more talkative now, so Teats tried
a fishing expedition. ‘That’s looking into the future, but I don’t
know what will happen after Tuesday.’

To her
surprise the slut did not answer that. ‘Let’s go for a walk
outside’, she said. ‘They usually like us to get some fresh air on
Sundays, if the weather’s fine.’

It was
just about warm enough outside, if they kept moving. Most of the
stories Teats had read involved a lot of outdoor nakedness, and she
had always thought them unrealistic. She was now so used to walking
in bondage that she hardly noticed the difference, but the slut’s
shuffling was hard to ignore, and slowed them down. Once clear of
the house and on level paths, however, she started jumping along,
as if competing in a sack race, and progress was much faster. Teats
tried to stay alongside to steady her, but she could not, of
course, offer a helping hand. In the back courtyard they found two
hanging cages, both containing one of the criminals, sitting with
their legs hanging between the bars and their arms drawn right up
behind their backs in the promised ‘reverse prayer’. It was the
strictest possible form, with wrists crossed and bound very tightly
to their torsos, and without the usual drugs it would have been,
after a few minutes, agonising. As it was, they were not
comfortable and must have known that a whole morning of that would
leave them weakened for days. They paused there for a minute, but
the slut was anxious to make more progress and they continued along
an uphill path that led through a shrubbery. It was narrow and at
times steep, and at one point the slut had to sit down to manoeuvre
herself through an outcrop of rocks, and Teats had to be very
careful not to fall. She had no idea where they were going or why,
but after a few minutes they arrived at a flat area with a seat
that commanded a wonderful view over the house and its
surroundings. The slut pointed out the salient features with the
two index fingers of her cuffed hands. ‘Just behind those trees is
a kind of summer house, and Mistress Gerta likes to take Blondie
there for a bit of rest and recreation. Mistress Mavis uses a
shepherd’s hut over there, behind that outcrop, to meet a slave
from the neighbour’s house. She’s hoping to persuade Mistress Joan
to buy him but hasn’t dared raise the subject yet. There’s a lot
happening on this estate that isn’t visible on the
surface.’

‘But how do you know?’ asked Teats.

‘I just keep my eyes and ears open. I come outside more than
they probably know. I like to find places like this, where I can
wait and watch, but nobody else knows or cares about.’

‘But you’ve shown me this place.’

‘I like you, Teats. You treated me well yesterday. I want you
as my friend.’

‘I like you too.’ She leant over and kissed her on the mouth.
‘But as I said, I don’t know what will happen after
Tuesday.’

‘That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. Did Mistress Joan
tell you that you could walk away from her on Tuesday, and be free
again?’

‘Yes. Are you going to tell me she was lying?’

‘Mistress Joan doesn’t lie, Teats. Do you want your mouth
washed out with carbolic soap? If you want, you will be free from
Tuesday. But everything you say and do will be monitored. Your
profile will be available to half a dozen slavers and
organisations. They’ll all be assessing your value to them, and
sooner or later one will take you. One day you’ll lose
consciousness and wake up somewhere a long way away, and as you’ll
have been labelled an unwilling subject, you’ll never see England
again. That’s all I know, Teats. I don’t know what happens in these
faraway places.’

Teats
was taken aback by the change in the slut; yesterday she had seemed
quiet, even timid. Perhaps she was playing a part to please her
mistress; perhaps she was playing a part ordered by her mistress.
Teats had little doubt that her information was factually correct.
It made no sense to think that she could shrug off the weekend’s
experience and return to her former life. Since she didn’t want
that anyway it was not too much of a shock. ‘What do you advise?’
she asked.

‘Mistress Joan would not have brought you here if she didn’t
think the life would suit you, Teats. Trust her and do what she
suggests, and I don’t think you'll regret it.’

‘Did she tell you to tell me that?’

‘If she had, Teats, I wouldn’t have bothered to bring you up
here to do so.’

Teats
leant over for a long kiss then, and a few moments later they were
rolling together in the grass. For Teats the jury was still out on
the slut, but she felt that the advice was sound, whether or not it
had been planted by Joan. Strange as it might seem for a lusty
young woman like her, she had never had an orgasm in the open air,
and even in cars the groping of teenage boys had never borne fruit.
‘Firsts’ were achieved, it seemed, and records broken, almost by
the hour, and that made it very difficult to think in terms of a
return to what she had thought of as normal. That came into her
mind whenever she allowed herself to think about what Tuesday would
bring. The only disappointing feature of the weekend so far was the
acute shortage of cock, and that did not seem likely to change. She
guessed that if she came back for more weekends, or even weeks,
most of her users would still be women.

Teats
realised that while she had come to think of herself as ‘used’, in
the best sense of the word. Much of her sex would be with other
slaves, and she and the kitchen slut were now treating one another
as equals. The ground near the bench was too lumpy for them to lie
comfortably for long and their ’69’ had to be abandoned after one
orgasm each, the slut opening her knees to pull her pussy lips
apart. Then Teats sat on the bench with her legs splayed apart
while she knelt between them, concentrating mainly on her clitoris.
Somehow the view, the surroundings, the fresh air and the novelty
of the situation doubled her arousal, and it was an effort to stop
herself screaming in pure joy and the waves of sensation overtook
her. Although it seemed unlikely that there was anyone close, and
any such persons would be similarly occupied, she still felt
unusually exposed, probably because she was.

It was
more difficult with the slut because of her chained ankles, but she
was also more experienced. The back of the bench was sloping, and
she could lean against it, slouching very low, open her knees and
bring her crossed ankles right over her head. It exposed two lovely
round buttocks to be licked and kissed, the hole and the slit, both
easily accessible to Teats who could stand and push down or kneel
and probe upwards towards the clit. She did both during the
following half-hour, increasingly incredulous that the slut could
hold the position for so long. After the first cluster of orgasm
Teats found it impossible to resist the lure of the puckered
opening, that looked easier to penetrate than most with the round
sphincter muscle leaving a clear black pit in the middle. If she
was going to learn analingus there would never be a better
opportunity, so she tongued around it gently, and the slut seemed
to push it out towards her as if eager for her to press on, or in.
She rolled her tongue right over it, and then made a point and
pushed through, managing only a fraction of an inch. Hands would
have been a great help at this stage, but she tried pushing her
nose against it, and finally thrusting repeatedly with her tongue.
The slut tried to relax her anus as much as she could, but she
could not help with hands as, although they were not locked behind
her back, they were restricted with a short length of chain. Teats
probably got no more than half an inch inside, but there was no
doubt that it was appreciated. She had read on porn stories about
treatments that could turn any part of the body- breasts and
nipples, lips and tongue, toes, buttocks, assholes, ears- into
erogenous zones, but had always dismissed them as fantasy. An
exciting erotic novel requires of its characters a degree of sexual
responsiveness and stamina that is rarely achieved in real life,
and a host of ailments from the trivial but painful to the chronic
and potentially fatal lie in wait for the over-indulgent. Perhaps,
after all, the stories were largely true. Teats had taken a few
pills for two days. It was difficult to ‘score’ the multiple
orgasms, especially when she had been almost unconscious, but she
had undergone dozens of climaxes, far more than in the rest of her
life, not counting masturbation. What was the kitchen slut capable
of, after several years of treatment? What would Cunny be like in
bed? Teats dismissed the last thought; these people were not
monogamists, but she felt she owed the slut an hour of mental
fidelity. Excited though she was, she was not going to reach an
orgasm by anal stimulation with the tongue alone, so the time came
soon to return to the easier entrance. With the slut trying to rock
back even further, Teats was able to use her chin to exert
occasional pressure on the back passage without losing contact with
the pussy for more than a second or two. This time the orgasms went
on until the slut could no longer hold position and shouted to
Teats to move aside as she rolled forward to collapse in a heap on
the ground. They lay together then, notwithstanding the uneven
ground, laughing and kissing for nearly twenty minutes, when they
climbed up to sit side by side on the bench.

Teats
was just beginning to worry about the effects of the Spring
sunshine on skin that was not usually exposed without factor thirty
at least, when they spotted a car on the track in the distance.
‘That’ll be the mistress coming home from church’, said the slut.
‘She won’t expect us to be in the house, but we shouldn’t be too
much longer. It’s been a wonderful morning.’

‘Do you have a special Sunday lunch here?’

‘It’s usually a roast. Occasionally she brings the Rector to
join us, and Mavis makes a special effort. That isn’t happening
today. It’s nice when he does come. We all get the laying on of
hands.’

‘Are you an Anglican, if you don’t mind my asking?’

‘I’m not really anything, but my family, such as they are, are
Methodists. Nature is adaptable though. Anglican cocks fit
Methodist pussies, and just about everything else too.’

Just at
that time, a small group of sheep ambled past on their way down the
hill. ‘Perhaps they think he’s coming’, said Teats.

‘Be careful. She really does have a bar of carbolic
soap.’







***






They
made their way back slowly and carefully, the slut arriving at the
house with grass stains covering her bottom and both needing at
least a quick shower, administered by Joan whose devotions had put
her in the mood for such humble tasks. She was a little rough with
the loofah and there was some unnecessary work with a pumice stone,
both items previously unknown to Teats. ‘Did your lesson reading go
well, mistress?’ she asked, in an attempt to make
conversation.

‘Of course it did’, was the waspish reply. ‘Do you think I have
a stammer, or that I’d be struck dumb for my sins, or be distracted
by the thought of you two fornicating, rutting like rabbits on the
hillside?’

‘Not at all, mistress. I just hoped that you felt reassured
that your household was running harmoniously in your absence,
mistress.’

Joan
managed an impressive glare, but it was spoilt when the slut broke
into a fit of giggles. Fornication among slaves was not only
permitted, but virtually compulsory, and they were certainly not
going to be punished for it. She also knew that the bench on the
hillside was in view of a camera on the roof of the house, and
wondered whether the mistress had been watching them on her phone
from the back pew of the parish church. ‘Mistress, what was the
sermon about’, she asked, suspecting that Joan had not been
listening.

‘Sin, you silly girl. It always is, as you know perfectly well.
You ask me that every Sunday. Why are you so interested? You know
more about sin than the Rector.’

Teats
spotted the double meaning and burst out laughing, only to have to
explain it, red-faced, to her mistress. ‘Did you mean “know” in the
biblical sense, mistress?’, and she gasped as the loofah rasped
across her nipples. A few moments later Joan had them out of the
shower and was rushing to get everyone dry, and herself decently
dressed, before Mavis had the lunch on the table.

Everyone except Cunny was back for lunch, which was, in the
absence of free guests, a roast beef joint that was pre-prepared in
a tin tray and heated up in half an hour. With ready-chopped-up
vegetables that could be microwaved in three minutes and
Tesco’s finest ready-roasted potatoes, it was a very pleasant meal when
served with plenty of gravy, mustard and horseradish sauce. Apple
pie and custard followed. Joan explained to Teats, who was being
fed by Gerta this time, that ‘we are simple Christian folk here. On
Sundays we eat simple food; none of those sticky toffee puddings
and banoffee pies’. She was not so simple, however, as to leave her
emails unread, and most of the conversation was about a series of
missives from Merlin.

On
Sunday mornings, apparently, that worthy usually had himself
buggered by at least two male pleasure slaves, but like a dog with
a bone, he had been determined to get to the bottom of the anomaly
that had plagued his clock’s performance. He had risen early and
set up the machine in his barn, running a series of tests that had
taken all morning. The clock was run for half an hour with a
slave-pendulum who was instructed to remain absolutely still, on
pain of terrible punishment. Then it was run again with him using
his head and leg muscles in the ways that he suspected Teats of
using hers. Lo and behold, there was a difference of two minutes.
He had nailed the villainess, but just so no-one could doubt her
treachery, he ran the experiment again with another slave. The
outcome was the same, and he started rattling his keyboard,
reporting the results in unnecessary detail to Joan. Having sent
that off he began another long email suggesting several possible
solutions, none of which really appealed to Teats when they were
read out as they consumed their apple pie.

By far
the simplest was to give Teats a hundred lashes, spaced out over
her body. The resulting soreness would make the ropes much more
painful, and she would be deterred from struggling in them. She
would still be able to move her neck, which probably accounted for
half the anomaly, so it would be tied back by the hair to her
wrists. There were other suggestions, increasing in painfulness,
with the last being the most drastic and the one he plainly
preferred. It involved major surgery; her back and neck would have
to be opened to allow a steel rod to be incorporated in her spine,
hooking over the top of her head and bonded to her skull under her
scalp. That would solve half the problem, but her leg muscles would
have to be disabled and, to be on the safe side, she would be
hamstrung. She would thus be crippled, but she would still be
usable for sex ‘by those who are that way inclined’.

For
Teats the difficult thing was that she never knew, then or later,
whether he was joking. Those around the lunch table did not laugh,
but neither did they consider carrying out his suggestions. Joan
had no intention of ever seeing his ridiculous clock again, but she
didn’t want to offend him, especially having just returned from
church. It was generally agreed that she could explain that, as
Teats was only guaranteed to be available for one more day, the
spinal surgery was neither practical nor appropriate. It would also
cost more than the average town hall clock. She admitted that the
hundred lashes would be practical and might work, but unfortunately
her schedule was full, and nothing could be done in the foreseeable
future. Merlin was quick to reply, so they got it before they
finished their coffee. He had to agree that further tests were not
possible for the time being, but his suggestions had been
constructive, not corrective. He still wanted to know how Teats was
going to be punished for ruining his demonstration, for plotting
against a free person, insubordination, sabotage, and generally
being a ‘devious and subversive little bitch’. It was easy to
imagine his fingers hammering the keyboard as he warmed to his
theme, but he was clearly trying to contain his rage and remain
reasonable. He knew, he explained, that they would want to go on
using Teats until Tuesday, but believed that she could take fifty
lashes without her performance being affected. Gerta suggested the
answer to that. Whereas Joan had planned to put her in the cage
with Blondie for the afternoon, instead they would devise a
programme of rigorous exercise, which would undoubtedly involve
some ‘corporal stimulation’ and punishment if she failed to give of
her best.

Both
Blondie and Teats were disappointed, but they understood that Joan
could not make an enemy of Merlin. It soon became clear that for
her ‘rigorous exercise’, Teats was going to be tried out as a
ponygirl, something that would probably have happened anyway on
Monday. Albert was summoned and asked to prepare the smallest
four-wheel carriage that was serviceable, and to Teats it was a
revelation that there was more than one, let alone a stable full.
Apparently a two-wheel cart was harder to manage for a raw beginner
despite the saving in weight. Mavis left the table as soon as she
could to prepare a picnic hamper, while Gerta took Teats to her
quarters to be groomed. In this context, that meant rearranging her
hair and fitting her with a feather plume, and inserting a locking
tail-plug into her bottom. That was quite painful as it was her
first ever anal insertion, but it was done quite quickly. The
‘anchor’ was a small ‘pear of anguish’ that expanded when a key was
turned in the handle, so it was impossible for her to expel it.
Below the locking mechanism was bonded the tail of real horsehair
brushed against the backs of her legs when she walked normally.
Unlike most butt plugs it prevented her from sitting, so during
rest periods she would have to crouch, squat or kneel. Then she was
fitted with shoes. In the morning she and the slut had negotiated
the hillside with bare feet, but although it was damp and cool they
were able to keep mostly to grass. On the gritty tracks of the
estate she would have to be shod, and Gerta had a cupboard full of
different sizes, revealing that ponyplay was a major occupation for
the household. She chose a pair that had horseshoe soles but
conventional heels, raised a little but still comfortable.
‘Experienced ponies don’t have heels, but run on hooves alone’,
explained Gerta, ‘but that’s difficult for beginners’.

Teats
was wondering how the bit would feel, but she had to wait for that.
She was led out into the courtyard to where Albert was fiddling
with a small and very lightly constructed vehicle. It was barely
more than a bench, just about wide enough for two, mounted on alloy
springs and in turn on a flimsy-looking wooden chassis. The wheels
were like those of an old-fashioned pram but were made of a hi-tech
alloy more often used on racing bicycles. Behind the bench was a
little platform with fabric straps for holding, for instance, a
picnic basket. There was no provision for a cover, and the only
accessory was a whip holder on each side of the seat. The rear axle
was fixed, and the front one steered, the poles being attached to
it just inside the wheels. Unlike the larger carriage it had two,
curving up and inwards to attach to each side of the pony’s belt,
which was yet to be fitted. The whole effect was delicate and
rather graceful, and looked too fragile for the tracks of the
estate. It had, however, been in use for several years, carefully
maintained, cleaned and polished by Albert and the slaves he could
beg or borrow.


Chapter Five – In
Harness






It was
Albert’s job to get Teats harnessed and hitched. She had watched
ponygirls working in porn movies, and she expected that her wrists
would be released and attached to the poles with shackles. That
didn’t happen. Her wrists remained locked behind her back, and she
was fitted with a broad belt around her waist, and the poles were
attached to that with padlocks. Then, lastly, he produced the bit,
having chosen a faux-rubber example, kinder than a metal bar and
also with no taste or smell. It had a disc at each side to prevent
it from being pulled sideways from her mouth, and metal loops to
which the reins were already attached. Having hitched her up,
Albert led her a short distance across the courtyard and back,
helping her to achieve a gait that held the poles steady. They
swivelled on the front axle to accommodate the change of stance
when she walked, trotted or galloped, but it was considered both
inefficient and inelegant to have it bobbing up and down with each
stride.

The
harnessing and hitching had given Teats a closer look at Albert
than before. On the face of it he was a rough-edged peasant,
middle-aged and stout, but he was younger than her oldest lover,
who had been a misguided attempt to acquire a sugar-daddy. It had
not lasted, but not because of his age. Albert was ruddy and
coarsely dressed in an old sweater and frayed jeans. He took no
interest in his hair and he shaved every two or three days, not
including that morning, but he was not an unpleasant-looking man.
There was a quiet confidence about him, as a man who was happy and
confident in his place. While he was fitting the belt she managed
to lean back against him, moving her fingers over his crotch. He
hesitated while she isolated the bulge of his shaft, seeming at
least partly erect, but then turned her around. The pause was just
long enough to convey that he was taking a rain check; not
rejecting her but respecting Joan’s wish that she remain cock-free
for the weekend. She resolved to find out more about
him.

When
they were ready to go, Joan climbed into the driving seat with the
aid of a single step that folded out from underneath. To Teats’
surprise she was joined by Blondie, and the two whips were placed
in their holders last of all. She did not realise it at the time,
but they were very different, and not, as she had believed,
provided for right and left-handed drivers. The conventional buggy
whip was the more difficult to use and was often just cracked into
the air for effect. It took skill to strike the part of the pony’s
back that was not shielded by her arms or the broad belt, but it
could also be used to strike the upper thighs, curling around the
leg to reach the soft flesh on the inside. The other instrument was
a long, stiff cane with a short, weighted tail at the end, and was
meant for use on the exposed buttocks. Teats was still naked, it
being assumed that her efforts would keep her warm, but Blondie had
been given a kind of full-length poncho which was not very
flattering and could be easily torn off. Joan was wearing a riding
outfit complete with jacket and boots. She thanked Albert for his
efforts and ordered Teats to ‘walk on’, using the bit to steer her
out onto the track. Then she told her to go faster, but was content
with a kind of easy lope that was the rough equivalent of a
trot.

Teats
had no idea at all what it would be like to pull two people, a cart
and a picnic basket. She was pleasantly surprised to find that, on
level ground, it was quite easy. She knew, however, that much of
the track towards Merlin’s house was up a gentle incline, with the
occasional short but steeper stretch. She soon found that the
mildest gradient doubled or tripled the effort required, and Joan
was cracking the whip in the air to remove any temptation to relax
the pace. Teats was soon panting, but the level or nearly-level
parts gave her the chance to recover. She was mainly concerned to
get her body shape right. If she was too upright all the tractive
effort was made by her legs, while the strength of her upper body
was wasted on preventing the carriage from pulling her over
backwards. If she leant forward too far she risked falling forward
if Joan applied the crude and jerky brake. The happy medium varied
with the speed, and so she had to think about it all the time. She
knew that eventually it would be instinctive, like riding a
bicycle.


Thankfully, Joan did not intend to go past Merlin’s home, but
turned off well before it onto a narrow, grassy track. It was a
mixed blessing, for it climbed out of the valley, the gradient
being so severe in places that Teats struggled to keep going, and
for the first time felt the sting of the long-handled whip on her
bottom. The sudden rushes of adrenalin that it caused were enough
to get her through most of the worst parts, but at one point the
track passed through a very narrow defile between two great rocks,
and a recent flood had left deep potholes in the surface. One of
the rear wheels stuck fast, and after two vain attempts to whip her
into motion, Joan told Blondie to get down, push from the back and
stay on her feet until the cart was safely back on the more grassy
and gentle stretch just ahead. Once Teats felt the wheels turning
again she was unwilling to risk stopping to let Blondie back on
board, and mistress’ irritable jerk on the reins was very
unpleasant. Restarting on an incline seemed to her a total waste of
effort, but she had to do it anyway.

Teats
found the bit terribly intrusive. It was curved so the centre part
was deep in her mouth and it was impossible to resist the
temptation to chew and lick at it constantly. It also made it more
uncomfortable when Joan pulled on one side or the other, steering
in a way that seemed entirely unnecessary. Teats could follow the
track and was in a better position to avoid the worst potholes.
There she was mistaken, for she tended to avoid stepping into them,
leaving the wheels to hit them. Joan was better placed to steer the
carriage to straddle the worst parts of the surface, but she found
that Teats was fighting the bit and was constantly shouting for her
to follow it, often striking with one whip or the other at the same
time. When Teats finally submitted to being steered it was much
easier for them both. Nevertheless, it was a relief to reach the
top of the incline, where the track met another that was a
ridgeway, running almost level along the high ground to the west of
both Joan and Merlin’s houses, and doubtless several more. A short
halt was called, and Blondie used a special bottle with a built-in
straw to squirt a little water past the bit and into Teats’ mouth.
She was disappointed that it wasn’t removed, a task that would have
taken no more than half a minute. She knew that humans were often
used for traction, as rickshaw drivers or to carry palanquins, for
instance, or to pull children on sledges. That was no more
demeaning than any other physical labour, but the bit made all the
difference, depriving her of her humanity and turning her into a
beast of burden. She tried to show her disapproval by tossing her
head as they started off again, but realised that it only made her
look more like an equine pony. She found the next run- about half a
mile- quite easy, for although the track was little more than a
sheep trail the wheels ran easily over the short grass, and she
allowed Joan to steer her through or around the few rocky outcrops.
She had no idea where they were going or how far it was, and she
did wonder whether she had the strength to pull the carriage back
to the house. She knew, however, that a picnic was planned, which
would give her time to recover and rehydrate. She could also tell
that, shortly after they restarted, Joan was making a call on her
mobile, which suggested that their destination was not far
away.

When
they turned off the ridgeway the going was downhill, but the track
was barely wider than the carriage and there were a few sharp turns
around and between massive rocks. Steering was difficult, for
although Joan knew the best line to take, Teats could not be made
to follow the bit with absolute accuracy. After having to back up
twice she was getting annoyed and trying not to show it. From what
she’d seen and read, new ponies were trained on level tracks over
short distances, or on oval circuits indoors. What had possessed
her mistress, to take her miles into the middle of nowhere on
tracks that were barely fit for packhorses? Who would take the
blame if the carriage was wrecked? Then suddenly all was well. They
reached a flatter area of grassland surrounded by forest, and near
the middle was a large, jewel-like pond with a small sandy beach,
although it was mostly surrounded by reeds. Elated to have reached
it safely, Joan whipped her up to a run for the last hundred yards
and reined her in abruptly, just before they reached the sand. It
was time, apparently, for afternoon tea.

Teats was quickly unhitched from the carriage, and the reins
were unclipped from her bit and attached to her collar. The other
ends were tied to a stout bench that face the water and looked to
be generations old. To her great disappointment the bit still
remained in place, and she watched in disgruntled silence as two
blankets were removed from the picnic box. One was draped over her
and the other spread on the ground, to be covered with Tupperware
boxes of food. Blondie was doing almost all the work, shuffling
about as quickly as she could with her hobbled ankles. She soon had
help, however. From the other side of the open area came a small
wagon drawn by two ponygirls and driven by an elegant and
self-confident looking woman of about forty. A very beautiful East
Asian girl, possibly from Myanmar, sat beside her, draped in a
blanket. Teats guessed that she was the older woman’s personal
pleasure slave, and (correctly) that her hands were locked in front
of her body, for the cart was laden with equipment that needed
unloading. There were picnic tables and chairs, more blankets, a
little gas stove, supplies of fresh water and milk, and some bags
of what might have been oats. There was also more bondage gear,
although Teats could not yet see that. There were hugs and kisses
all round before the ponies were released. They seemed winded but
not really tired. If the cart had been loaded when Joan had
telephoned, they had probably been driven no more than a mile but
at high speed, fast enough to account for their fresh whipmarks.
The newcomer was not introduced, since obviously she and Joan knew
one another’s names, and she was not too proud to help open the
containers and lay the table. The food- including little sausage
rolls and pasties, mushroom vol au
vents, spicy meats and stuffed chicken
rolls included many of Teats’ favourites, and her mouth was
watering when Blondie and the pleasure slave were told to remove
the ponies’ bits.

A great
disappointment followed. The bit was pulled gently from her mouth
and Teats began to exercise her jaw, but it was a very short
respite. The two girls seemed to have worked together before, and
very efficiently fitted her with a panel gag. It was unusual in
that it lacked a penis insert but instead had a very short tube to
go in her mouth and a screw thread on the outside. To that, and to
those of the other ponies, was attached a right-angle tube which
terminated in a largish funnel, probably big enough to hold nearly
a pint. Teats could not see that I was divided into two, although
she could see a knurled wheel on each side at the bottom. When it
was assembled Blondie spoke to Teats, which was probably unusual,
since ponies are not usually expected to understand more than
simple commands. ‘Listen carefully, Teats’, she said very quietly.
‘You are about to be fed. It helps if you keep your head still and
straight. When the funnel is full a lid will be put on it, but if
you spill any food you’ll be whipped for wastage. If you don’t
finish everything you are given you will be whipped for
ingratitude. When you empty the funnel you’ll be given water before
it’s refilled. Watch the other ponies; they’ve been at it for
years. The food will not fall into your mouth of its own accord.
You have to suck gently to open the valve, but don’t overdo it. If
you choke the funnel will have to be removed, and you’ll be whipped
for causing extra work. Don’t worry, it usually works
fine.’

Teats
was not optimistic, for it sounded all too easy to earn a whipping.
She had no idea what was going into the funnel but it would
certainly not be sausage rolls. Joan and the elegant woman were
already sampling those while Blondie and the other girl were
pouring something grey and granular from a bag into a large bowl
and mixing it with water. It formed a kind of porridge-like gunge
that they poured into one side of each funnel, Teats feeling the
weight threatening to dip her head forward. She was unable to suck
any through the pipe, for Blondie had forgotten to add that they
had to open the valves first. Before then they filled the other
halves of the funnels with pellets from another bag, after which
they opened both valves at once before going to join their
mistresses at the picnic table.

It was
not a total surprise, for gruel and pony pellets had both featured
in the stories she’d read; another fantasy that proved to be
nothing of the kind. She sucked in her first mouthful of the
mixture and swallowed it as quickly as she could, for there was
nothing to chew. The pellets broke up almost immediately on contact
with the wet slurry and the resulting texture was unpleasant. The
taste was rather like porridge flavoured with a very plain beef
stew. She struggled with the stuff at first but finally got into a
kind of rhythm of sucking and swallowing, telling herself that it
was good for her. She had no doubt that it had been formulated
specially for its purpose, and that she would be healthier and
stronger for eating it. When the funnel was empty she felt able to
look around more freely and saw that the other two ponies had eaten
theirs more quickly, already on their first refill. Both were
bigger than Teats, and although they were undoubtedly female they
had almost no breasts at all and thick, unattractive waists.
Insofar as she could see their faces they seemed unremarkable;
plain but not ugly. What was remarkable was the thickness of their
thighs and calves; their legs were immensely powerful. These were
not pretty sex-slaves playing at being ponies; they had been
chosen, fed and trained to pull heavy loads. The little wagon,
driven at high speed, was probably outside their comfort zone.
Teats’ best guess was that their usual task was hauling timber to a
point where motor lorries could pick it up. Her attention was
diverted to the funnel, into which Blondie was pouring some water.
It came through to her mouth polluted with bits of pellet and
grain, but she had no choice but to swallow it. Then came another
funnel of food, but the other two, sucking and swallowing for all
they were worth, finished two before Teats had eaten one.
Nevertheless, Blondie was content. By this time the picnic food was
almost all gone and the water had come to the boil, so the
non-ponies all had tea or coffee, as they preferred. Teats could
just about hear some of what they said. The stranger was saying
that she had something- possibly cream- in the wagon, and that they
could use it to turn Joan’s pony into a treat for hers. The plan
was quickly agreed upon, and the two slaves set about removing all
the funnels. They drove four tent pegs deep into the ground with a
mallet, all brought from the wagon, Blondie had been given the key
to Teats’ wrist cuffs, so after her ankles were safely staked out
she released them and chained them to the other two pegs, making a
very rigid ‘X’. The other two ponies were left as they were, their
hands behind their backs. The other slave girl then brought from
the wagon a large tub of thick double cream, and proceeded,
systematically, to spread it all over the pinioned body, including
her face. When she had finished the two haulage slaves were told to
lick her clean.

What
followed was entertaining for the two free women and might have
been erotic for Teats if the other two beasts had been better
looking. They licked her industriously, one starting from her head
and the other from her feet, and she would have struggled to
describe how it felt. Sometimes it was nice, sometimes it was
tickly, occasionally it was sexy, but mostly it was just weird.
There were a couple of minutes, when one of them reached her pussy,
that were really pleasurable, but it was over too quickly to give
her an orgasm. By the time they had finished everyone else had lost
interest. The two slaves were hard at it on the wagon bed,
scissoring; a technique that somebody had told Teats was an urban
myth. She couldn’t see them so the new truth was lost on her. The
mistresses were on the blanket, stripped and stroking one another’s
bodies, kissing slowly and deeply. Joan was so well provided for by
her slaves that it never dawned on Teats that she might have a free
lover. She badly wanted to join one couple or the other, but had to
wait, staked out, until they wanted to go back home. Even the two
other traction-slaves, having licked her clean, were now taking
turns eating one another out. She lay looking at the sky which,
luckily for her, had clouded over.







***







Eventually, the orgy came to an end, the leftovers and the
rubbish were loaded into the wagon and the empty picnic basket onto
the carriage. Teats and the other beasts were restored to their
functional configuration, but before she was hitched to the
carriage she was dragged into the pond to be washed. The stranger
had even thought of bringing something that she didn’t know was
still made; old-fashioned kitchen soap that was sold in chunks cut
from a huge slab. Smelling like a school kitchen she moved off
again, feeling reasonably strong once she had managed to loosen her
leg muscles. The wagon led the way and the track was better than
higher up, so she jogged along easily, relaxing enough to let Joan
guide her easily on the sharper bends. Compared to the
funnel-feeding process, wearing a bit seemed a relief. They paused
after a mile in the courtyard of a large farm and timber yard for
Joan to say goodbye to her lover, and after that the lane was in
very good repair.

With a
keen eye for the lie of the land, as soon as they left the forest
Teats realised that they were heading away from home. On a track
that ran parallel to the main thoroughfare they were climbing
gently again, but Joan wanted to keep up the pace and encouraged
her with light but stinging strokes of the long-handled whip. After
another two miles or so they reached an isolated cottage, climbing
steeply to reach the front door, and Joan disappeared inside for a
few minutes, Teats sinking to her knees to rest her legs as best
she could. Blondie squirted some water past her bit, and
surreptitiously, slipped in a couple of sugar cubes that she’d
managed to keep from the picnic, having secreted them in the picnic
hamper. She then massaged her breasts until the mistress returned,
and off they went again into the gathering gloom. It was getting
darker, not because it was that time of the day, but because of
thickening cloud, with the distant columns of mist that signalled
the approach of heavy showers. A short track took them to the main
‘road’, and they turned for home, exploiting some gentle downward
inclines to make the best speed that Teats could sustain. As the
temperature dropped it was quite exhilarating, but she was far from
sure that she could keep it up for long enough. She was no
long-distance runner; she was not a runner at all. The hoof-shoes
were beginning to rub on parts of her feet as well. But they passed
the turning to Merlin’s establishment and entered the narrow defile
between the rock faces and the quarry workings, slowing a little
over the rougher surfaces. After that the way was very
straightforward and she was confidant of reaching home, even if she
had to slow down as the downward trend levelled out. Then, sooner
and more suddenly than she or Joan expected, it began to rain
heavily. In the distance they could hear thunder, but it was not
close enough to threaten them with lightning strikes. The rain got
heavier and heavier, pouring off Teat’s body while Joan retreated
under Blondie’s poncho. It soon leaked through that, and the
mistress’ only recourse then was to go for home as quickly as
possible, holding up the sodden material with one hand and playing
the whip with the other, handing the reins to Blondie who just left
the steering up to Teats. It all got very ragged then, with Teats
struggling keep to the track as she was half blinded by the rain
and stung by the lash. They were very close now, however, and she
put her head down and ran for the outline of the buildings. Albert
saw them approaching and ran out to meet them, grabbing the bridle
and steering Teats towards the open door of the nearest barn, and
finally they rolled inside, and Joan managed to grab the brake and
bring them to a shuddering halt. Seconds later, lightning struck
the ground that they just passed over. There was a deafening clap
of thunder, all the lights went out, and Teats fainted dead away.
She woke up in Mavis’ bed with everyone looking anxiously down on
her in the dim light provided by a bank of solar-charged lithium
batteries. She was on her front with the unnamed slut spreading
ointment over most of her body, which was covered in whipmarks.
Otherwise she was fine. She had collapsed through exhaustion,
stress and pain, but now recovered very quickly. Once she was able
to stand they moved to the sitting room, except Albert who went to
his own quarters. They all drank wine while Teats was given some of
the leftover picnic treats that had been kept in the kitchen
refrigerator. The last few hours- especially after they had left
the clearing by the pond- now seemed a distant dream. She had never
thought of herself as a potential pony slave, but now she never
would. She was not sorry to have tried it, but she still blamed
Joan for setting such ridiculous targets for her first attempt. The
ointment had removed most of her pain, but her ankles ached and her
left foot was very tender. For the moment her wrists were padlocked
to her collar and her feet were close together, but that did not
affect her wellbeing.

Joan,
perhaps, was trying to make amends by showing how much she valued
her slaves. ‘You did well today, Teats. I know you’ve become fond
of the kitchen slut, and It’s a pain having no way to address her.
On the other hand, I had intended to keep her nameless for a full
month, and It’s only been a fortnight. Can you suggest a name that
will not make her too full of herself?’

Teats
really had to think about that, but she did not want to pass up the
chance to do the slut a favour. The mistress having referred to the
slut as ‘nameless’ gave her an idea. ‘Mistress, in the Lake
District there’s a body of water called “Innominate Tarn”. It means
“nameless” or “unnamed”, mistress. I suggest that we call the slut
“Innominé”, ending with an “e-acute”, mistress, pronounced
“Innominay”, mistress.’

‘That’s a very strange name, Teats, but since I asked you, and
you’ve suggested it, we’ll try it for a month.’ She turned to the
slut. ‘Your name is now Innominé’, she said. ‘Don’t worry if you
can’t spell it.’

The girl
was beaming. ‘Thank you, mistress, and thank you, Teats’, she
gushed. Not having a name had taken its toll on her self-esteem as,
of course, it was meant to do.

The
power was not restored, and with thunder and lightning crashing and
flashing outside, Joan and Gerta decided that it would not happen
any time soon. It was only nine o’clock, but they decided to put
Teats in the cage, where Cunny was already sleeping, having been
used very thoroughly for much of the day and walking home just
before the rains came.







***






Cunny
was the only designated pleasure slave that Teats had encountered
so far, except possibly the Burmese girl with whom, unfortunately,
she had not been able to speak. In the very dim emergency lighting-
there were no separate LEDs in the cage- she was something
other-worldly, a figure carved in ebony. If Teats watched carefully
she could just about see her body move as she breathed, and the
restraints also broke the spell to some extent. Both girls had
their wrists locked behind their backs, and Teats realised now that
they would stay there for the rest of the evening and the whole of
the night. Both had their ankles linked by six-inch chains,
hampering their movements but enabling them to open their vulvas by
bending their knees. In the cramped confines of the cage their legs
had limited functions. Neither girl was gagged or blindfolded, or
wore a chastity belt or butt plug. They were there to provide a
background display, like an aquarium, and once the bedroom was
occupied they needed free access to one another’s private parts.
Teats was tempted to wake Cunny but she knew that they were both
tired and sleep-deprived, so she lay down near her and dozed off
almost immediately. She dreamt that she was one of a dozen
pony-slaves dragging a huge cart up a very long incline, while the
driver, the passenger on his bench, and at least ten men and women
in uniform who were walking alongside, whipped them constantly and
mercilessly. She was exhausted and struggling to go on, knowing
that ponies who foundered were left by the roadside for the wolves
that roamed the landscape. Not all her fellow beasts were unhappy,
however. The stallion-slave who laboured next to her had a huge
erection, and after an overseer rained a particularly vicious
series of whip strokes on his back he ejaculated, some of his cum
spraying onto the bottom of the pony girl ahead of him in the
traces. Then she felt the sting of leather on her own back and
cried out, to wake up with Cunny’s lips kissing her forehead
gently. ‘Shush’, she said quietly, her voice deep. ‘You were having
a bad dream.’

Cunny’s
face was just a dark mass hanging over her in the semi-darkness,
but her lips felt so soft and comforting that Teats just tilted her
head back. The invitation was accepted and their first French kiss
together began slowly and sensuously, their tongues stroking one
another and Cunny’s head tilting from side to side to maintain some
friction between their mouths. Teats knew that Cunny’s lips were
bigger than hers, and as they continued she began to explore them,
sucking them between her own and shifting her emphasis from the
bottom to the top and back again. Their tongues became more
aggressive, both seeking to plunge deeper into one another’s
mouths, and finally taking turns to do so. When Cunny finally broke
it off she did not raise herself, but wriggled and squirmed until
she could lay her head on Teats’ ample bosom. ‘Sorry’, she
murmured. ‘I can’t hold my head up any longer.’ It was only then
that Teats realised how much of an effort it had been, with no arms
to hold herself up. Cunny had been able take some of the strain by
resting her mouth on Teats’, but to overdo that would have been to
lose all mobility and to sacrifice her skills as a pleasure slave.
‘Thank you, Cunny’, she said, also very quietly. ‘I needed that,
and I’ve wanted it ever since I saw you. Why are we both so
strictly restrained? It wasn’t like that when you were in here the
night before last.’

‘Mistress Joan regards us both as pleasure slaves’, Cunny
replied. ‘When two are put together the bondage is always more
restrictive. We’re supposed to have the skills to manage.
General-purpose slaves need their hands to peel potatoes, wipe
bottoms, and so on.’

‘But last time, Cunny, your hands were free, not
Innominé’s.’

‘Who the hell is Innominé?’

‘You haven’t heard yet? Mistress Joan asked me to think of a
name for the kitchen slut who was last in here with you. “Innominé”
means “unnamed”, so I suggested that.’

‘I hope I can remember that. She’s a nice girl and very
willing. The answer to your question is, that the designation of
the slaves is a general guide to the standard of bondage that the
guidelines suggest. It doesn’t dictate which slave is in which kind
of bondage; indeed it doesn’t dictate anything at all. The mistress
decides that sort of thing. It might have been my turn to have my
hands free tonight, but she probably thinks I’ve been gadding about
too much for my own good. She doesn’t like slaves to get used to
too much freedom. She obviously wants you to get used to being
strictly restrained.’

‘I didn’t feel much like a pleasure slave this afternoon’, said
Teats. ‘I felt like a beast of burden.’

‘And so you were, Mistress Joan will want to try you in as many
roles as she can. Personally, I think you’re born to be a pleasure
slave. This is one of the most comfortable pillows I’ve ever had.’
She turned her face and kissed the nipple, sucking it for a few
moments.

Teats
was tempted to respond in kind, insofar as she was able to do so,
but with the bedroom still empty she wanted to learn as much as she
could. ‘Cunny, why did you say you’d been “gadding about”? I know I
haven’t seen much of you since I came here.’

The
mistress lends me out a lot. I’ve just come back from one of the
farms on the east side of the valley, and they let me walk home on
my own, although my wrists were locked behind my back, as they
usually are. I didn’t mean that, Teats. Sometimes I’m away for a
week or more at a time. The mistress doesn’t really like
that.’

Cunny
started nuzzling and nibbling at the breast again, and Teats
realised that she couldn’t just lie there interrogating her. She
made a big effort to turn them over, and Cunny helped without
knowing what she had in mind. Teats was simply changing places.
Cunny’s breasts were less like pillows than hers but the nipples
were very long and stiff, and she began to draw at them, closing
her lips around the base of one and pulling up very slowly. She
guessed that as an experienced pleasure slave, Cunny would be able
to talk and accept some stimulation at the same time. ‘So tell me,
Cunny, why are you away for so much of the time? You’re Mistress
Joan’s property. Surely she doesn’t need to allow that?

‘That means going back to basics, Teats. I like the name she
gave you, by the way. Keep sucking. If I answer your question,
there’ll be no more until you’ve eaten me out at least twice.
Agreed?’

‘Agreed. Believe me, I’d rather fuck you than talk, but I need
to know.’

‘Keep sucking my tit. The mistress runs a kind of
semi-independent colony here, with some bits of property further
away. She’s big enough to matter, but not really big enough to have
all the connections she needs, especially to protect her from the
law and from the media. She negotiated a special deal with a
national body called the Organisation, which claims jurisdiction
over all slave-related activities in the UK and Ireland. Normally
they require that members share their resources, taking slaves to
social events and entering them in competitions, and trading only
on their terms with their currency. The mistress isn’t as sociable
as most of their members, but they agreed to compromise. She agrees
to abide by their codes of behaviour and register her property with
them, but her social obligations are limited. She doesn’t have to
attend events and meetings herself, but she agrees to send at least
one slave to five events per year, and to a fixed number of
exchanges with other slave owners, not including her own tenants.
She’s never kept more than two pleasure slaves; she sees them as an
extravagance, and recently I’ve been the only one. That’s why I’m
away from home a lot. The exchange slaves don’t always come at the
same time, and she’s owed a few at the moment. I’m here for a week
now, but then I’m off to a huge estate called Underhill Manor. It’s
like a cross between a theme park, a hotel and spa, a sports
ground, a film studio and a kennels. I didn’t get to see much of it
last time I was there. Time for your dinner.’

Teats
started to work her way slowly down Cunny’s body, but hoped to get
away with one more question. ‘Why was that, Cunny?’

The
pleasure slave giggled as Teats tongued her belly button. ‘The
drive is over a mile long, and they don’t allow visitors to take
their cars to the house. They get picked up at the main gate by a
pony-drawn omnibus, but sometimes they wait more than half an hour.
At peak times the manor keeps one or more pleasure slaves chained
in the gatehouse to keep them happy. I did a week of that. The
guests often arrive in groups, so there were quite a few gangbangs.
Go under my legs dear, it’ll be easier that way.’

Using a
strong pair of hips, Cunny lifted her legs to the vertical, and
when Teats struggled into position she lowered them with her knees
wide open. Teats was now between her thighs with her face right
over her slit, which was pulled ajar and bubbling fluid. She pushed
it right open with her face and nose and started used the skills
that she’d learnt from the others. Cunny did not seem to want
anything different or original, but contributed a stream of
exhortations, all of them well-worn but sounding heartfelt. ‘Eat
me, eat me, drink my juice!’ was a typical example, and ‘get that
face in my cunt!’. A little later it was ‘Use your tongue, woman!
Fuck my clit!’. Although she was aware of the phenomenon, Teats as
Daphne had never encountered a male who wanted her to talk dirty,
or who did so himself. Presumably they existed, and Cunny was the
person to recommend to them. She seemed to do it with genuine
enthusiasm- in Teats’ experience slaves never had to fake their
sexual responses- but there was also some method in the madness.
Teats was never in doubt about what Cunny wanted.

Almost
as soon as Teats began to give her cunnilingus, Joan came into the
bedroom with both the kitchen sluts. After rather cursory ablutions
she locked them together, back-to-back, by joining Innominé’s left
wrist to Blondie’s right, and the same with their ankles. Their
collars were also locked together at the back. She was ready by the
time Mavis arrived with supplies of wine and snacks, and they both
settled down to use the slaves, changing sides at seemingly random
intervals. Teats could not see or concentrate on the details, as
Cunny was beginning to buck and twist under her face and it was an
effort to hold position. ‘Cumming, cumming, fuck me harder, bitch!’
she shouted, and ‘Drink!’ as she squirted into her mouth. These
were unnecessary instructions, thought Teats, and probably intended
to urge the two mistresses to greater efforts. It would be
interesting to see what would happen if they had sex while the four
on the bed were asleep.

Despite
the harangue Cunny seemed happy with the service she received from
Teats’ mouth, and reciprocated immediately, and with consummate
skill. She was probably more capable than either Gerta or Joan,
except that she could not use her fingers. Later, Teats hoped, they
would try back-to-front positions to make that possible, but much
would be sacrificed in the process. After taking care of one
another they were both limp and exhausted. They had been put in the
cage already tired, and scrambling about in the cramped space with
locked wrists and ankles took a further heavy toll. They both had
to work themselves over the hole in the floor to pee afterwards,
although they helped one another by pushing with their feet.
Afterwards Cunny demonstrated the use of the water pipe. By
reaching up with the legs and prodding it, about a minute’s flow of
tepid water was obtained. It was drinkable, but it flowed directly
into the hole, so by positioning themselves carefully they could
rinse their pubes. When they had finished they moved against the
bars to provide a kissing display, their bodies writhing slowly
together and glistening in the dim light. The four on the bed were
still fully active but seemed limited by the bondage that Joan had
imposed. Perhaps they had not tried it before. At that time the
mistress was trying to scissor both the slaves at once, while Mavis
was taking cunnilingus from Innominé with her fingers in Blondie’s
mouth. Given their enhanced libido it was bound to work, but it was
no breakthrough. It would, perhaps, look good in a porn film, and
it was quite possible that one or both of the mistresses wrote
scripts in her spare time.

Teats
was fascinated to watch the sluts led back-to-back to the bathroom
for their last pee of the day, and how the foursome settled down
for the night. She could imagine a race being held for double-bound
slaves; perhaps the poorer performers would be punished by being
left like that for two or three days. It would also be a good way
of displaying them, kneeling with a thin but strong post between
their backs, as oral and intermammary whores. She put such thoughts
aside as, looking over Cunny’s shoulder, she watched them chained
by their hands to the foot of the bed, to sleep ‘wrong way up’, so
to speak. If Joan or Mavis wanted relief in the night, she only had
to slip down the bed a short way to place a slave’s mouth on her
pussy. If they both used one at the same time they could change
sides afterwards. They could also use the nipples, but that seemed
too subtle for the middle of the night. As the slaves were not
splayed out they took up very little room, so there was plenty of
space for the mistresses to make love together if they so wished.
If anything, the back-to-back system was a better arrangement for
sleeping than for a proper, creative foursome. What needed
attention was a tendency of the slaves to grope for one another’s
privates, both colluding in what, if they were seen as a single
entity, was masturbation. As they slept very soundly, she was not
even sure that Joan and Mavis had noticed.

Teats
and Cunny did get some sleep, but not as much as they would have
liked. The former was still dreaming fitfully and never kept still
for long, while the latter insisted on using her breasts for
pillows but kept slipping off them. At 3.37 am the power was
restored and, as is so common in such circumstances, virtually all
the lights in the frequented parts of the house were switched on.
All six people in the room woke up, blinking at one another, until
Mavis went to put things right, and she and Joan each took
cunnilingus from both slaves before they settled down again. Teats
and Cunny felt obliged to put on a performance while they did so,
lying back-to-back, as the former had planned earlier but lying in
in a ‘reverse 69’, with their heads to one another’s feet. With
their locked hands they struggled to grope one another, feeling for
whatever they could reach, and Cunny got two fingers deep into
Teats’ bottom. Although it hurt a little at first, she soon began
to like the ‘stuffed’ feeling which was much nicer than that
provided by the ponytail plug, which was inert and unyielding. What
she really needed was a mouth on her pussy and a tongue deep inside
it, but as that was not available she did not cum. Cunny was
luckier because Teats managed to reach her vaginal tunnel and
clitoris with her fingers, possibly because her wrist cuffs rode a
little up her forearms as she struggled in them. Although they were
a very good fit, Cunny’s had been made a surprising difference. Her
biggest challenge was to avoid pulling away as she convulsed,
during what was for her the best series of orgasms of that evening
and night.


Chapter Six –
Fresh Milk

 


In the
morning Teats’ arms were weak and she felt generally listless, but
she was nevertheless surprised to have spent so long, and with so
little discomfort, with her wrists locked behind her back. She
remarked to Cunny that, if the period in harness was added, she had
been in strict bondage for seventeen or eighteen hours. ‘You’ve
adapted very well’, replied the pleasure slave. ‘But you need to,
because that’s quite normal. Make sure you use your time on the
exercise machines well.’ In the daylight Cunny’s beauty took Teats’
breath away, and they were still kissing passionately when the
sluts, now released but also sluggish and weary, took them for
their morning cleansing, inside and out. It was Monday, and Teats
was acutely aware that it was her last full scheduled day in
slavery. Although she felt very nervous and had many unanswered
questions, she had no intention of going back to her old life. She
was on tenterhooks waiting for Joan or Gerta to say something about
the future, but like the day before she was taken for a walk
outside by Innominé. This time the slut had a longer chain between
her ankles but her wrists were locked behind her, and Teats had
more freedom again with hers joined by a short chain to her collar.
In the courtyard they passed the two felons, who were hanging on
crucifixes to which they were attached by their cuffs and ankle
irons. Both were struggling, and they stopped to watch for a few
minutes. If they hung from their wrists their arms would soon start
hurting badly and they would have more and more trouble breathing.
Their legs were bent sharply, so it took a great effort to keep
much weight on them, and that tended to throw them forward, bending
their arms back at the shoulders. It was interesting to watch their
different reactions, the child-molester preferring to hang for as
long as he could, the rapist constantly pushing with his feet. ‘How
long will they be on those crosses?’ asked Teats.

‘Only three or four hours’, said Innominé. The mistress can be
very merciful.’ Then she added, with some emphasis, ‘I would leave
them up there to die.’ That surprised Teats, for her friend seemed
the mildest and sweetest-natured woman that she’d ever
met.

Slightly
flushed and breathless with emotion, Innominé led them in a
different direction, on a narrow but level path that wound its way
through shrubs and groups of stunted trees. They walked further
than the previous morning but eventually reached a spot where a
stream tumbled down the hillside to their left and right and
crossed the path ahead under a huge flat stone that served as a
bridge. On the other side was an old but well-kept summerhouse,
built mostly of timber on a stone base, and well maintained
generally, if the paintwork was peeling a little. Innominé
quickened her pace. ‘We must get a labour gang to spruce this up a
bit’, she said, and led the way inside, for it was not locked.
Inside it was very bare, with a plain wooden bench and nothing much
else. That was an anti-climax, for in the stories she liked so
much, summer houses always had comfortable beds, mains electricity,
and refrigerators stocked with wine and soft drinks. She had been
hoping for a place where she and Innominé could make love until
lunchtime. The latter, however, was leading the way out and further
along the path. It soon turned out that the summerhouse was in the
grounds of another house, not Joan’s. It was another of the
chocolate-box cottage type, originally a plain rectangular building
but with pretty but inappropriate additions, that she used as a
holiday home for paying guests who brought their own slaves or
rented them from other residents of the estate. ‘The mistress
doesn’t mind us using it when it’s vacant’, said Innominé,
‘provided we don’t make a mess.’ She led the way to the smaller of
the two bedrooms, and there they had sex together for the last time
that weekend. There was real feeling between them now, and for
Teats it was stronger than anything she had ever felt for a
boyfriend. She had liked all her lovers so far; Gerta, Joan, Mavis,
Cunny and Blondie, and she would have welcomed the chance to get to
know the lovely Burmese girl. She realised that, for a slave, there
was no such thing as fidelity, and jealousy could never be
tolerated. A bus driver might become very fond of a particular
vehicle and treat it with respect and care, but would be of little
use to an employer if he or she refused to drive anything
else.

Back at
the house, Joan seemed mildly amused to see them together again,
and she and Blondie were the only ones to join them for lunch, the
latter mainly to feed Teats. Innominé now had the use of her hands
again and seemed to wonder why she had not been given the job
herself. She, however, was the first subject of the conversation.
Joan disliked her new name, even though she had accepted it at
first. ‘It doesn’t sound the way it looks’, she complained, ‘and it
isn’t easy to remember. I think we should change it slightly, to
“Innominata”. It puts it in the same family, so to speak, as
“Assumpta” and “Annunziata”, and much easier to
remember.

Teats
thought that it might be easier for Irish Catholics and eccentric
toffs to remember, but for everyone else it would make little
difference. It was certainly not worth arguing over with her
mistress, so it was agreed immediately. Innominé/Innominata was not
consulted. The incident had more significance than Teats realised,
for she had now twice been asked her opinion on a matter that
concerned only the mistress. It suggested that, perhaps
unconsciously, Joan was leaning on her for advice, however trivial
the matter. It was soon forgotten as she went on to more important
subjects. The two hucow guests would be delivered in the early
afternoon, and Teats was welcome to watch their installation. Their
owner, apparently, was losing interest in them and thinking of
moving abroad. ‘He might put them up for auction, but the entrails
tell me he’ll leave them with us for quite some time. You can come
too, Innominata. You’ll be involved in finding uses for their milk.
They’ll produce too much for our usual daily needs. You’ll also
have to read up on feeding hucows; it’s more complicated than I
thought.’

‘I thought you’d had hucows here before, mistress, since you
have the shed ready for them’, said Teats.

‘We’ve housed unmodified hucows for short periods. These are
different. Wait till you see them.’

Teats
accepted that, but for her it was more important that Innominata
was being viewed as more than just a kitchen slut. She was being
given the opportunity to acquire special skills, and might, if she
played her cards right, find herself running a dairy. The mistress
sounded enthusiastic, and even if the two hucows went home soon,
she would probably be looking for replacements.

There
was no mention of Teats’ future, and no explanation for the absence
of Gerta and Cunny, although Mavis was known to be in her
apartment. They talked about rising food prices and general
inflation, and the dreaded ‘shrinkflation’ that had turned kitchen
paper into little more than toilet rolls. They left the dining room
to go outside, through the yard where the felons were still
struggling on their crosses, to the barn that was set aside for
human livestock, the four hucow stalls being grouped at one end.
The wooden partition between the inner pair had been removed to
make a larger space, but apart from that everything was normal,
freshly cleaned and in order. The milking frame itself was unusual,
but Teats had no means of knowing what was usual. Porn clips often
showed women chained to horizontal bars, forced to lean well
forward to let the suckers hang from their nipples, but another
approach was to tie or chain them supine on a table, breasts
hanging through a wide slot. As it turned out, what Teats was
looking at was no more than a kind of kit that would be assembled
around the hucows when they arrived. That event was still half an
hour in the future, so Joan decided to pass the time by taking her
to see Albert’s domain, in the last of her impressive range of farm
buildings. Part of it was a fully equipped workshop, and part was
partitioned off as storage space, including a cold room. The far
end of the barn, however, had been turned into an apartment on two
stories, and they went in, without knocking, to admire his
lounge/diner and kitchen, which were roomy and furnished with old
oak chairs and tables, plus a comfortable but obviously well-used
three-piece suite. There were anchor points everywhere, and in the
kitchen a pretty young slavegirl, chained to the floor by her
ankles, was chopping vegetables for a huge casserole. Two chicken
carcasses were bubbling in a pan on the stove, presumably for the
stock. ‘That's a lot of food', Joan remarked to the girl who was
now kneeling before her. ‘Up you get’, and to Tears: ‘this is Cosy,
my dear. She's Albert's general-purpose slave. I gave her to him as
a birthday present, when he'd worked for my family for twenty
years.’

That
was, presumably, not very long ago, because the girl didn't look
much over nineteen. She also had a pronounced foreign accent. ‘If
mistress pleases, most of it will go into the freezer. Master likes
to have a lot of meals ready to heat up, in case I don't have time
to cook, mistress.’

‘How often does that happen?’

She
flushed. ‘Most days, mistress. Master Albert usually stops work for
the afternoon at four, and we eat at half-past six,
mistress.’

That,
presumably, was why he was not over-anxious to use the other girls,
thought Teats. Perhaps he didn’t take enough medication to need
several sessions every day. If Cosy felt deprived she would be
happy to help, for the girl was very appealing, with an open,
friendly face and a fleshy, slightly plump body. She could cook,
evidently, and along with the aromas of fresh vegetables, chicken
and herbs, the smell of fresh bread was emanating from a machine on
the counter. Teats’ assumption that the casserole was for that
night turned out to be incorrect, for a steak-and-kidney pie was
defrosting on a shelf nearby, with some corn-on-the-cob. Cosy
belonged to the school of thought that held that meats in sauce,
and casseroles in general, were better on the second or third day.
‘We'll take a quick look upstairs’, said Joan. ‘I’m sure Albert
won’t mind.’

The
remark was probably rhetorical, but Cosy curtseyed deeply. ‘Master
would be honoured, mistress. May I get you a cup of tea or coffee?’
She flashed a smile at Teats, including her in the
offer.

‘That’s OK, Cosy. We only have a very few minutes.’

Cosy curtseyed again as they headed for the stairs. They were,
like the ones in the house, broad and shallow, well suited to
slaves in bondage. Teats felt awkward to be invading a
near-stranger’s privacy, but presumably he was used to it. She
suspected that he was more like a serf than a free man, although
dearly loved and highly prized. The ambience upstairs was very much like
it was downstairs; plain, inexpensive and comfortable, his main
indulgence being a king-sized, iron-framed bed. Chains were laid
neatly on the sheet, one from each corner and one from each centre
point, so there were many possible positions in which, when he
returned home that afternoon, Cosy would be held fast for his
pleasure. Teats wondered whether she was ever bored with her
routine, and Joan seemed to read her mind. ‘When I gave her to him
I imagined that we’d swap her for a kitchen slut, or even Cunny,
from time to time, or we’d lend him one of them to keep her
company. That’s never happened, but she seems to have settled in
with him. She was out of line back there, acting like a wife or a
hostess. It wasn’t her place to tell us that “master would be
honoured”, but it wasn’t the crime of the century, so we’ll let it
pass.’

‘I felt, when he was harnessing me, mistress, that under the
right conditions I would be able to seduce him,
mistress.’

‘That isn’t your place either, but it might be helpful,
nevertheless. But you won’t have time this weekend.’

The
small second bedroom contained a strange contrivance. A single bed
had a cage lid of lightweight metal bars that was hinged up at the
moment but could be lowered and locked to imprison the occupant.
‘He’s quite a craftsman’, remarked Joan. ‘I approved the purchase
of the aluminium bars but I had no idea what he wanted them for. I
suspect that Cosy spends her mornings in this. No wandering about
the grounds for her. Innominata and Blondie- and you for that
matter- don’t know how lucky you are.’

‘We do’, replied Teats. ‘We know what a kind, indulgent
mistress you are.’

That
earned her a suspicious look, but she said nothing and led the way
back downstairs. She used one of the staples in the kitchen floor
to anchor Teats while she locked her hands behind her back, and
they left Albert’s home to return to the hucow stable. In the
courtyard, Gerta was helping Albert to take the felons down from
their crosses, probably to give them their gruel. He seemed, as
always, cheerful, confident and respectful, happy in the knowledge
that his personal slavegirl was toiling in his kitchen. Teats,
however, had noticed what Joan had certainly not seen. When they
met Cosy she was chopping a carrot. When they came downstairs she
was also chopping a carrot. It was the same one. The shortages
since Brexit had resulted in many misshapen and half-rotten
vegetables that would have been fed to cattle, now being sold to
for human consumption. It made them very recognisable, for those
with a keen eye for such things.
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In the
hucow stable they found Innominata, her wrists now locked together
but in front of her body, and her ankles joined by a foot of chain.
Doubtless Mavis had decided that it would be her standard bondage
for working there. They all walked or shuffled out to a parking
area between the main track and the barn, just in time to see a
small horsebox arrive, accompanied by a smaller van. Three men
jumped out, all roughly the same age, all both rugged and handsome,
one of them black. They all shook hands with Joan and ignored the
two naked girls. Teats had a moment of acute embarrassment, but
overcoming it quickly, tried to be subtle in the way she pushed her
breasts forward, hoping that one of them might give one of them a
squeeze, or tweak a nipple. But they were all business, opening the
van doors and checking that the way to the stalls was clear and
wide enough. The first hucow to be brought out was the smaller one,
although it took Teats a few minutes to realise that. Most of her
was normal, a stout woman with a homely but pleasant face and
short, dark hair. She was of course naked and had a clear waistline
that was girded by a steel belt. She was collared, of course, and
her wrists and ankles cuffed, the former being behind her back, her
forearms almost horizontal because of the width of her body. No-one
watching her was likely to linger over the minor details. Her
breasts were gigantic, fully half the bulk of the rest of her body.
Although they drooped down to below her crotch they stood out far
in front, with the oversized nipples facing forward. They were not
wholly without support, for a kind of half-bra was supported by a
structure of whatever now substituted for whalebones. Broad tongues
like stretched shoehorns were braced against the front of her
thighs, running up to the roots of her mammaries and bending
sharply to form part of the bra. They were better than nothing but
caused the great protrusions to flatten and shake when she walked,
which she did with extreme difficulty. She would never have made it
into the stable, but the two drivers walked backwards in front of
her, each taking the weight of a breast. The black co-driver went
behind them, guiding them verbally and then helping to manoeuvre
her into her stall. She was positioned on a padded bench, leaning
forward, udders resting on a softer quilted shelf. The teat cups
with their inflatable jackets were applied immediately, for after
her journey she was engorged with milk, and in a minute or two it
was flowing freely into the freshly sterilised churn. The men went
out to the horsebox, and Innominata moved in to wrap sleeves, which
inflated and deflated rhythmically, around the breasts. They
increased the flow by about thirty percent but were supposed to be
much more effective towards the end of the milking. Once they were
fully in operation she started on the feeding tubes, but there was
a great deal more plumbing to be done before the hucow was fully
installed.

Feeling
like a spare part, Teats followed Joan back outside to watch the
unloading of the other hucow. That was a very different operation.
The woman who was wheeled out of the horsebox was actually smaller
than the other, but her head and body were mere annexes to a truly
monstrous pair of mammaries. Together they made up at least
three-quarters of her bulk, and there was no question of her
walking, or doing anything much under her own steam. She did not
present as human, an impression that was reinforced by her having
two nipples on each breast, a second one having been grown from
stem cells and implanted. She was in much modified wheelchair that
had a long extension in front, holding the breasts off the ground.
It was difficult to steer, and all three men worked to manoeuvre it
down a ramp from the vehicle, to the shed, and finally to the
double stall. Then the arrangement was like that made for the other
hucow, except that the supporting shelf was much lower, there were
four and larger teat pumps, and as well as the inflating sleeves
there were a number of pads that delivered mild electric shocks,
designed to stimulate the production, as well as the flow, of milk.
It would take Innominata some time to set everything up, but Mavis
had promised that Blondie would help with the plumbing. The meal
tonight would have to come from the freezer.

The
three men, once the hucows were in their stalls, had done their
duty, and although the owner had paid them Joan wanted them to
think well of her establishment. ‘If you come to the main house’,
she told them, ‘my personal pleasure slave will be privileged to
entertain you.’ What she meant was that Cunny was waiting for them,
hands tied behind her back with rope, expecting at least an hour of
continuous gangbanging. The men would take pills to keep themselves
erect, and she expected to enjoy every minute of it. Men were in
short supply because all the free women were lesbians. Joan led the
men away, her rather haughty demeanour seem seeming to say ‘you’ll
never fuck me’ although they probably knew that already. She gave
no instructions to Teats, who assumed, therefore, that she was
supposed to stay with the hucows and Innominata, although with her
locked wrists she was of no practical use. She watched the milking
process very carefully, fascinated by the way the teat cups, held
in place by suction, pressed the nipples and relaxed, each set
synchronised, every two or three seconds. Looking at the hucows’
faces and listening to their breathing it was difficult to tell
whether the milking was giving them pleasure or pain, or a mixture
of the two. It seemed likely that these machines felt different to
the ones to which they were used, and it would take them several
cycles to adapt to them. Both were voiceless, so there was no point
in asking them how they felt. Having watched bovine cows queuing up
to be milked, Teats guessed that it was better than being weighed
down with a full load, even though the larger one had the electric
shocks to contend with. As far as she could tell, the inflating
bands were very gentle, their purpose being to massage the udders
near their bases, gently urging the liquid to flow down towards the
nipples. She kept thinking of them by different names. The common
terms- knockers, tits, boobs etc. seeming inappropriate, while
their internal structure was somewhat different to that of
conventional breasts. ‘Mammaries’, ‘udders’, ‘milk tanks’; all
seemed to fit, but as the hucows were supposed to replace their
bovine counterparts, she guessed that ‘udders’ was most often used.
Standing by the smaller one she succumbed to the temptation to bend
down and rest her head on one of hers, feeling the steady rhythms
of the pumps as the flesh under her cheek hardened and softened to
two different rhythms. She imagined the folds of tissue inside
deforming, rubbing against one another, forcing the milk from its
little voids to escape through the swollen glands into the plastic
tubes. It was just her imagination, for she had no idea at all what
was going on inside. She did expect to be told by Innominata to
leave the hucows alone, but the opposite happened. ‘Affection and
stimulation are good for them, and good for their milk production’,
she heard her say. ‘If you want to play with the big one, there’s a
foot switch on the floor just here’- she tapped it with her own
toes- ‘that stops the electric shocks. Don’t forget to turn it back
on when you’ve finished.’

The
pumps had finished for the time being, so Innominata removed all
six suckers and let them hang loose on hooks provided for the
purpose. There was a portable steam-cleaner just outside the
stalls, so they would all get a quick blast before being applied
again. ‘Do they have names?’, Teats asked.

‘There are some nameplates here that haven’t been fitted yet.
One is called “Bags” and the other “Jersey”, but I’ve no idea
which. It probably doesn’t matter. They’ve both milked well and
we’ve already got enough for twenty-four hours normal use.’ She
slapped the smaller one’s bottom as a sign of approval. For obvious
reasons the large hucow remained untouched while the shocks were
switched on, and Teats stood on the button to stop them. Looking at
the vast slopes she hardly knew where to start, but noticed that a
little milk was seeping from one of the four nipples. She bent down
and licked it up; her first taste of the unprocessed human product,
at least since she was a baby. It had a different flavour that she
could not quite identify, and it was very creamy. Accustomed to
semi-skimmed, she wondered how easy it would be to digest, and how
fattening it would be to use it all the time. She understood that
Joan had already cancelled her regular order for bovine
milk.

Teats
spent a few minutes exploring the great udders, noticing how, now
that they were empty, they were subsiding onto their bench, the
flesh now much softer and folds appearing where most women develop
stretch marks. Soon they would start reinflating, and the
difference between their shape when full and empty was much greater
than with ‘normal’ breasts. She went around to stand behind her
left shoulder, the horizontal bars making it impossible to get any
further forward. Both women had been cuffed to the bar that held
them bent over. They could move their wrists from side to side
within the limits of the brackets that held the bars, but their
most natural position resembled children playing at being
aeroplanes. Teats found that it was almost impossible to reach
their faces except by ducking into the confined space between the
bars, and as their collars were locked to one of them she still
failed to get face to face with either. They clearly welcomed the
attention and turned their head as far as they could, so she
managed a brief kiss with both at the cost of much clambering about
and twisting of heads. It was not the most erotic experience of her
life as they both had rather bland, uninteresting faces. Great
beauties, or even average ones, were not chosen for conversion into
hucows. Teats soon felt she was getting in Innominata’s way as the
latter began to set up the feeding apparatus, and she expressed her
regret at not being able to help. ‘Oh, but you can’, was the reply.
‘Come out from there and see what I’ve got.’

What she
had was a cart, about the size of a large wheelbarrow but
rectangular and on four wheels and designed to be pulled or pushed
by its T-bar. That was how Teats would do it, but crudely tied to
it by the waist with a spare length of rope. She pulled the cart
out to the vans, and they found that the smaller one was virtually
full of equipment, while the horsebox contained a few bags of dried
feed and pellets. These were hauled in first. It was easy for
Innominata to lift them into the cart and take them out again, but
she was spared having to carry them into the barn with shackled
ankles and wrists. Teats did not have to do any heavy lifting, but
the cart had not been made for ponygirls and weighed as much as the
carriage, and the axles had no proper bearings and had not been
lubricated for years.

It took
them several trips back and forth, and when they had moved
everything Innominata had to set up the devices while Teats, still
curious, was trying not to get in the way. She was interested in
finding out whether she could get underneath to give the hucows
cunnilingus, seeing that they were chained with their legs well
apart. Unfortunately, there was a two-foot-wide hole in the floor
to allow their wastes to fall into a channel underneath, which
could easily be flushed clean every few hours. Thinking, a little
mischievously, that she was finding opportunities, not problems,
she sat by the edge, lay back on the straw and propped one leg on
the other, determined to find out what she could achieve with her
toes. She had chosen, pretty much at random, the bigger of the two,
and she was astonished to find her extremely responsive. No-one had
told her that specialist hucows were, mainly by hormone treatments,
kept in a permanent state of semi-arousal. Arrangements would be
made to give them enough orgasms every day to keep them sane, and
among the equipment from the vans were two dildos that were adapted
with pumps and filters to harvest their pussy juices. They were
used in a variety of ointments and moisturisers, and pint for pint
were more valuable than their milk. Once Teats got into a groove,
therefore, and had one leg well supported with the foot’s big toe
against the clitoris, it was astonishingly easy to produce a
climax, and Innominata complained loudly when, as she was fitting
the feeding mask, the mass of flesh in front of her started heaving
and shaking ‘like a jelly in an earthquake’, as she put it. ‘I’ve
never seen that’, replied Teats, pushing more strongly. ‘You’ll
have to wait until she’s finished.’

Both
were fascinated by the hucow’s struggles, which because of the
cuffs being locked to the metal bars produced a loud and continuous
rattle. Teats kept it going as long as she could, and then moved to
the other one, first reaching her leg over the bench for her to
lick her colleague’s juice off the toes. As the two hucows could
not speak and were kept in separate stalls it was not at all clear
whether there was any feeling or relationship between the two. She
tongued the toes happily enough, and afterwards Teats scrambled
underneath to a slightly better position, propping her back against
one of the brackets that were set closer to the hucow in the single
stall. The result was the same. It took her a little longer to get
there but the result was, if anything, even more impressive in both
scale and duration. Afterwards Teats’ right leg was stiff, and
Innominata helped to haul her to her feet to watch the feeding
apparatus being fitted and tested.

To
produce the quantity and quality of milk that was expected of them,
hucows needed to consume prodigious quantities of carefully
balanced and formulated food. That took the form mostly of a dried
and reconstituted formula; a gruel to which cereal or ‘pony’
pellets were then added. Chopped-up vegetables and fruit- raw,
cooked or even leftovers from the meals at the house would be
thrown into the mix, the proportions not being very important. The
milk was tested frequently and supplements added to the gruel when
necessary. The hucows also needed to drink a great deal of water,
sometimes with added fruit juice or glucose to speed up
rehydration. No alcohol was ever allowed, or any strong-flavoured
herbs or spices that might flavour the milk.

Because
of the quantities involved, food and water could not be fed through
a conventional gag, and funnels were impractical because the
hucows’ heads were usually inclined downwards. They could usually
be relied upon to feed voluntarily, especially if a quota was set
and extra lashes added to the regular whippings if it was not met.
When the installation was complete, two tubes hung in front of each
mouth, close enough for them to lean forward a little- as far as
the collar chain allowed- to grasp one between pursed lips. The
water tube was a plain, flattened pipe like the mouthpiece of a
clarinet, and gentle suction would open the valve and release a
measured flow. The feeding tube was more like the mouthpiece of a
snorkel, and suction again started the slurry moving. Because it
was going uphill, however, it was kept in the container under
pressure. When it was loaded into the hopper and the lid closed, a
handpump compressed the remaining air. That was considered easier
and safer than setting up an electricity supply, but it did mean
that the flow declined as the level of food dropped.

The
purpose of all the equipment was to semi-automate the care of the
hucows, enabling a slave to visit them every few hours instead of
having to wait on them constantly. If that was important to their
owner it was just as much so at Joan’s establishment, where
Innominata had many other duties. Their collars were an essential
part of system, capable of sending an alarm to her own and all the
free residents’ phones if, for instance, a hucow choked on her food
or fainted in her stall. When they were left unattended the suckers
would be left on their nipples, which on rare occasions would slip
out. If left unmilked, even for a short time, an udder would
produce less for a day or two before getting back to normal. For
the time being Innominata decided to remain in the shed to make
sure that everything had been set up properly, but Teats felt that
she would be wanted back at the house. Leaving the shed by a door
in the back of the stalls she found something that she had not
previously noticed. There was a fruit and vegetable garden in which
all the ground-level plants and shrubs were in raised beds. It was
well-kept and Mavis was there picking rhubarb and gathering
‘cut-and-come-again’ salad leaves, but it was obvious why the beds
were raised. Less extravagantly developed hucows would sometimes be
free to leave their stalls and graze in the garden, feeding
directly from the plants with their wrists locked behind their
backs. It was of no use to the present incumbents, but there was
still room in the stalls for another one.
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Teats
walked back to the house with Mavis and they had tea and a cake in
the kitchen. All the others, apparently, liked to watch Cunny being
banged in a special room that, unknown to the men, had a one-way
mirror. The spectacle would probably inspire the two mistresses to
use Blondie, so they should not be expected any time soon. Teats
took the opportunity to ask some questions. What happened to giant
hucows, she wondered, when their milk dried up? ‘It won’t be soon’,
answered Mavis. ‘Their expected working life is twenty-five years,
and possibly a bit more given the care they get. Then, I suppose,
some heroic surgery to make them more or less normal, and five or
ten years as broodmares. They have some special genes that made
them suitable cases for that treatment, and perhaps their daughters
will inherit them. After that, they’ll work in hucow sheds, looking
after their younger counterparts.’ She laughed at Teats’ rather
worried expression. ‘Don’t worry; we don’t have knackers’ yards.
They won’t end up as handbags.’

Teats
gave a little smile. ‘That’s reassuring, mistress, but I wasn’t
thinking that. I was told, Miss Mavis, that slaves were not
supposed to be modified to the extent that they could not appear in
public. Those two would turn a few heads in a supermarket, pushing
their tits in shopping trolleys. I was also told, mistress, that it
was against the rules to breed slaves.’

Mavis
was laughing so hard at the supermarket image that it took her a
while to answer. ‘There are rules, Teats dearest, and there are
rules. Those two are rescue slaves from Eastern Europe. If the
authorities can be persuaded that their welfare would be improved
by sending them home, that will be allowed, and they'll be bred
abroad and their children raised in slave farms. Then they’ll be
re-rescued. Rules are very important, Teats. Everyone should learn
when to use them, how to use them, and when do adopt another
approach.’

‘I see, mistress. Thank you, Miss Mavis.’ She couldn’t remember
the proper form of address, but the cook did not seem to mind. ‘I
hope, Miss Mavis, that my questions aren’t keeping you from your
work?’

It was
meant as a hint and taken as one. ‘Dinner’s already made’, Mavis
replied. ‘I’ll have you for starters, if you’ll join me in my
humble abode.’

Teats accepted the invitation/summons with alacrity and
enjoyed the next hour. They lay in the ‘69’ position and she used
her tongue constantly, having learnt a lot during the weekend. She
was much better at alternating between the vaginal tunnel and the
clitoris, timing it to give Mavis the best and most numerous
possible orgasms while at the same time husbanding the strength and
stamina of her tongue. She appreciated that, if she had had the use
of her hands, she would not have learnt those lessons. Mavis had no
need of them but used her fingers to give Teats the first climax,
then her mouth, and so, or so it felt, ad
infinitum. She had also learnt to accept
all but the most Himalayan orgasms with without neglecting her own
duties. It was a delightful time because Mavis was an unassuming
bedmate who took her pleasure as she found it, not bothering, for
instance, to revise her bondage. It left more time for pleasure,
although afterwards she was drained and badly needed water. That
was now her usual condition after sex. It was usually bliss, and
sometimes hard work, and she would never tire of it, but it was
probably time to put what she had learnt that weekend into a
virtual package, keep it for future use, and start learning
something new. All the men in the world were waiting for her, and
her back passage was still unexplored, and still as tight as
ever.

The
household was complete for dinner. Innominata had returned from the
hucow shed and the delivery men had gone, leaving Cunny to be
helped to the table where she sat on a cushion, to be fed by
Blondie. She had been the subject of what was known in Organisation
quarters as a ‘rolling gang-bang’, in which all three men
ejaculated into all three of her apertures. As Joan told them,
often such events were exciting, memorable, and enjoyed by all the
participants, but this one had not been wholly successful. The
males had taken very quick-acting but short-lived stimulants, one
of several Viagra derivatives that were designed for short but
intense encounters. All had been well until the last ‘round’, when
the drug was wearing off, Cunny’s vagina and bottom were very wet,
and all three men had to go at it hammer and tongs to generate the
friction they needed to ejaculate for the third time. They had not
been intentionally cruel- quite the reverse- but she had,
nevertheless, been left battered and bruised by their efforts. She
had been promised a rest after dinner, and had asked to spend the
time with Teats, even though they would probably just sleep. It
suited Joan, who had paperwork to do. It was a surprise to Teats
that Gerta, who had introduced her to lesbian sex, did not seem to
want her again, but the German woman was very difficult to read,
and seemed to enjoy, above all, watching and enhancing the
sufferings of the two criminals.

Dinner was moussaka that was obviously Tesco’s
finest, with a hastily
assembled salad to go with it. Teats guessed that with Innominata
being otherwise occupied and Mavis not being the most committed of
cooks, home cooking was a thing of the past at Joan’s
establishment. The dessert that Mavis announced as ‘rich fruit
gateaux’ was obviously Christmas pudding, complete with brandy
sauce. Nobody commented on this travesty of menu planning, and
Teats felt partly responsible for distracting Mavis from her
duties, even though the latter was a free woman. But they enjoyed
their desserts; seeing no obvious reason why Christmas pudding
should be eaten only at Christmas.

After
dinner Cunny led Teats up to the second floor of the house, which
she had never visited before. The stairs were still easy, which was
appreciated as both girls still had their hands locked behind their
backs. The floor was used mainly to store visiting slaves, with
each room having both a conventional door and a lockable steel
gate. At that time the only visitors were in the barns, so the best
of the accommodation was available for resident slaves who had been
given some leisure time. The beds all had chains, so masters or
mistresses could come up to find a vacant body, if they so wished.
Cunny led the way into the best of the chambers, which was more
like a small apartment with a queen-sized bed and several smaller
couches. ‘When we’re busy’, she explained, ‘this serves as a kind
of common room for slaves. There’s an audio system for summoning
individuals. It also serves as the gang-bang room, and they did me
here this afternoon.’

‘Did they hurt you badly, Cunny?’

‘How bad is bad? I quite like it rough, and it was fantastic
for the first half-hour. I’ll be back to normal tomorrow. The fact
is, Teats, that with good male slaves being in short supply, and
the mistress being a lesbian, Blondie, Innominata and I tend to get
cock-hungry. I’d have been very disappointed if those three had
left without fucking me, although I’d have been willing to share
them with the others.’

Teats
was admiring the view from the window, imagining a knight in
shining armour spotting her from the track, a bound princess
looking for a rescuer, bare breasts pressed against the glass.
There were plenty of ladders in the barns, so Joan had probably
overlooked that security risk. She went to join Cunny on the bed
and they lay facing one another, rubbing their breasts together and
relishing the sensations when their nipples touched. After a long
kiss, Teats asked why male slaves were in short supply.

‘Until recently they weren’t very popular. In a state of nature
a male is unreliable. If all goes well he can be used half a dozen
times a day at most, and the “horse to water” analogy applies. If
he doesn’t want sex there’s damn all his mistress can do to make
him perform. It’s only recently that the Viagra derivatives and
hormone treatments have gone a long way to solving that problem,
but the advent of cheap and easily installed erection regulators
was the real breakthrough. Males can be kept erect twenty-four
seven if need be. That’s resulted in a sudden increase in demand,
and prices, so owners who don’t want them for their own use are not
going to splurge on them. I think better use could have been made
of the two criminals, but there I’m speaking out of
turn.’

‘I wouldn’t be keen on shagging rapists and child molesters,
Cunny.’

‘With the right physics and chemistry, they could be almost
like robots, Teats. They’d just be warm, hard cocks without any
personalities.’

Loveable though Cunny was, Teats knew that her
Weltanschauung was very
different from her own, and it was better to let the subject drop.
The black girl’s experience of (or assumptions about) men ‘in a
state of nature’ was also at odds with her own. She had no problems
with solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and
short, but six times a day? Of course, she
had never tried chaining her boyfriends down and whipping them. If
she’d married one she could have fed him a better diet. Lots of
oysters were rumoured to be beneficial, but she still couldn’t
believe six times a day. The time for such experiments was past,
however, and she had other things she wanted to talk about. She
snuggled up closer to Cunny and kissed her. ‘Cunny, I can’t picture
what it would be like to be born into slavery. Would you tell me
your life story?’

‘I’d love to, but it’ll have to be executive summary. There are
slave farms scattered in the jungles in the least accessible parts
of sub-Saharan Africa, and doubtless other parts of the world. I
was born in one that specialises in supplying the European and
North American market, which was probably lucky for me. I never
knew who my parents were; slaves are mated blind with the woman
held by the waist in a wooden partition. Fertilised eggs are
removed and implanted into dedicated broodmares; no marketable
woman ever gives birth. We were brought up in family groups of six,
mostly four girls and two boys. We were kept in a camp behind an
electric fence and never allowed out, but it was a big area with
lots of facilities, even if some were a bit crude by western
standards. We were taught mostly practical skills but we were
allowed to study anything in our spare time. The library was
surprisingly good and we all had limited access to computers, the
internet, and western TV programmes. We always knew that we were
slaves and were brought up to believe that it was a natural,
hereditary condition. Our carers and teachers were generally kind
and gentle people, and we were hardly ever punished.

Cunny paused for breath, and to push her thigh up between
Teats’ legs, but soon continued. ‘As we grew up the sexes were kept
almost separate. The camp was inspected from time to time by
European slavers, and the owners were keen to impress on them that
there was no sexual contact before the age of consent.
Hear no evil, see no evil, and so on. Countries have different ages of consent, so they
compromised. From sixteen we got intensive sex education, but it
was all either theoretical, or on dummies, or on ourselves. At
eighteen, all restrictions were lifted, except for a very few girls
who were to be sold as virgins. I wasn’t one of those. We were
moved into a different compound so the younger stock could pretend
not to know what we were doing, but life was a continuous orgy,
with some of the staff joining in on the pretext of teaching us to
do it better. It didn’t go on for long. I went to auction three
months after my eighteenth birthday. That was scary, and cold! I’d
never left a very small bit of central Africa before. The auction
was in East Germany in January, and on top of that, I’d never been
touched by a white person before. They claimed to have turned the
heating up to maximum, but my skin crawled with goosebumps right
through the viewing. “Groping” would have been a better word. The
auction itself was better; it was in a hangar but they had some
space heaters.’

‘Did you fetch a good price, Cunny?’

‘I was told I did, but I didn’t understand the currency units.
The bidding went on for a few minutes, so several buyers wanted me.
I was bought by an agent for a chain of brothels in Bulgaria, but
the owner took me as his pleasure slave, and I was never a
prostitute. He was a strict master but I usually managed to please
him, so I wasn’t punished much. He was a cold man, and often lent
me to his associates and for the whores to use during their breaks.
That improved my lesbian skills a lot. He had a hard and fast rule
to prevent himself getting too attached to his slaves. He always
sold his personal pleasure slaves after six months. My German was
never very good so he had me smuggled to England, and an agent
arranged for me to be sold second hand- “preloved” they call it
now- to Mistress Joan. So I’ve only ever had two
owners.’

‘Since most of the population have never had any, that makes
you something of a veteran, Cunny.’

‘I know that some slaves have the same owner for all their
working lives, but others often change hands, and some are owned by
syndicates of ten or a dozen people. There isn’t really a typical
“life-cycle” with which one can compare one’s own experience. I’d
prefer to stay with Mistress Joan now, although I would like a
regular supply of cock.’

Cunny’s
cock-hungriness featured regularly in her conversation, and Teats
could not help wondering whether it was some kind of signal,
warning her against competing for the limited supply. She also
noted that her grammar and pronunciation were as good as her own.
Perhaps she’d had good teachers, but most Africans had a
recognisable accent. She was a natural linguist, had a wonderful
ear and, perhaps most importantly, she knew that it mattered. It
seemed now that the conversation was over, although she would have
liked to have heard more details of the breeding process. Cunny was
slipping down her body and very soon had her face in Teats’ crotch.
Soon her warm tongue was inside, the tip wriggling as it pushed
deeper, while the full lips were rubbing kissing and sucking at the
surrounding area, so she felt the tugging on her clitoris which was
soon touched by the tip of her nose. It was another demonstration
of how bondage enhanced a pleasure slave’s skills, rather as losing
one of senses tended to amplify the others. The first orgasm was
explosive and short, but after that they were longer and almost
continuous, and went on until tiredness forced Cunny to taper off
her efforts. When she came up for a thank-you kiss Teats asked if
she could do the same for her, or was she too sore down there?
‘Just keep to my clit’, she replied. ‘They hardly touched that.’ It
made it easier for Teats, who only had to decide how long to circle
the growing bud before paying direct homage to it, and she tried
curling her tongue to bring more of it into direct contact. She was
happy with the result, and so was Cunny. ‘I’ll miss you’, she said
quietly afterwards. ‘I hope you come back.’

‘I can’t imagine not doing’, replied Teats, deliberately
falling short of an absolute commitment. After all, if she decided
to accept permanent slavery the mistress might sell her immediately
or keep her on another property. Cunny was, however, a kind of role
model for her; a life utterly devoted to the giving and receiving
of sexual pleasure. Kissing again, they lay with their lips
touching until they dropped off to sleep, to be awakened by
Blondie, who told them that they were expected for drinks and
snacks in the living room. She brought the means of revising their
bondage, and they went down with their hands locked to their
collars. Teats’ had been behind her back for so long that she had
almost forgotten about them, and now her arms felt stiff and weak.
She suspected that the drug that had enabled her to withstand
strict bondage was beginning to wear off, and there would be no
more pills tomorrow morning. She was still not allowed to hold her
own glass or food, and as soon as they reached the lounge her
ankles were locked close together, as were Cunny’s. Gerta and Mavis
were both present, and she had the impression that they had been
discussing her case, like a kind of selection committee. Cunny’s
function, whether she knew it or not, had been to keep her out of
the way.







***






Joan
inspected Teats’ body at close quarters, looking for whipmarks
surviving from her trial as a ponygirl. Apparently it would cause a
delay of some kind if they were not healing quickly, but she was
given a clean bill of health. A few were still visible, especially
on her thighs, but they would be gone by Tuesday night. The
inspection was a relief, because in her reading matter, provisional
slaves in her position had been whipped quite severely, just so
they would not make an irrevocable decision without knowing what it
was like. If she had to be unblemished, did that mean that they
could no longer punish her whatever she said or did? Then she
remembered the crosses, and decided to behave herself. Even if they
eschewed such excesses they could deprive her of sex, or just make
her eat hucow gruel for her last breakfast with them. Her musings
were interrupted by Joan, who began quite a long briefing, and
Innominata, who had no need to hear it, slipped out to check on her
charges.

‘Tomorrow morning’, began the mistress, speaking slowly and
distinctly as if slaves always had difficulty with instructions,
‘I’ll take you home after breakfast. You will have until five pm on
Thursday to make a final decision about your future. If you do not
wish to remain a slave, do nothing, and when the clock strikes five
you will be a free woman. Be careful after that. Others will take
an interest in you, and they won’t all be as scrupulous as I am
about keeping to the rules. I will leave with you a bag, with full
instructions, and it will contain a sealed package.’

She took a sip of wine, leant forward and spoke even more
distinctly. ‘If you decide to remain with us, open the package
before five o’clock. It will send a signal; we will know that
you’ve done it. The act of opening the
package will be your irrevocable decision. It does not depend on
your obeying the instructions contained within. You must obey them, of course, because they come from your
owner. If you do not open it, or open it too late, it will be
collected from you along with the rest of my property. You will get
instructions by email. Is that all clear so far?’

Teats
nodded and answered with all the solemnity that a naked and
shackled girl can muster. ‘Yes, Mistress Joan, it is very
clear.’

‘Are you sitting comfortably? Then we’ll continue. Until five
o’clock on Thursday you’ll be on your own, but remember that you
are still subject to my authority. You will avoid unnecessary
encounters with other people, but you should make sure that bills
are paid, subscriptions cancelled, etc. You will not have sex with
anyone and you will not masturbate. You will leave your home only
for exercise and essential shopping. You will not wear any
underwear. You will give yourself an enema every morning, as we
have done it for you here. All these instructions are in the bag.
You will wear a locked wrist cuff, although it will look like an
ornament, and you will wear a chastity belt. It will allow you to
urinate and defecate, and to clean yourself. You may eat and drink
what you like, but be careful not to make yourself drunk or sick.
You will be provided with pills to take, and there’ll be a list of
proprietary medicines that they are not compatible with . . .
sorry, with which they are not
compatible. I trust that’s all clear,
Teats, darling?’

‘Thank you, mistress. You could not have made it clearer. Am I
allowed to drive my car, mistress?’

She
looked mildly embarrassed. ‘I forgot. You may drive your car, but
don’t leave the county. It’s important that you try it, because it
must be in working order on Thursday afternoon. See that the petrol
tank is at least half full.’

That was
interesting, suggesting that she would be sent on a journey of up
to a hundred miles, assuming that she’d be driving back as well.
Could Joan have sold her already, or loaned her to one of her
friends? Was there any way to tease more information from her?
‘Mistress, I usually do my washing on Fridays. I never had any
classes then. Should I do it sooner, so I can pack some clothes to
take?’

It was
far too obvious. ‘Nice try, Teats. You’ve really hammered the
wardrobe this weekend. If you’ve a clean blouse or shirt, and a
skirt or pair of shorts, you’ll be fine.’

‘Now I think about it, mistress, I don’t have any clothes for
tomorrow.’

‘We have plenty to spare. You aren’t going to a ball. That’s
enough of fussing over details. We’ve all had a busy day, so we’ll
all sleep in our own beds tonight. You can be the duty mouth, since
you don’t have to do much tomorrow.’

Teats
had read enough to guess what a ‘duty mouth’ was, and so did not
reply. Joan seemed surprised, but Innominata came back at that
point and they sat talking together for a few minutes. Teats was
left digesting what she had been told while Blondie fed her wine
and little cheesy balls that she didn’t like very much. Joan had
made sure that she knew as little as possible about what was in
store for her. She was expected to take a leap in the dark, and the
obvious conclusion was that if she was not prepared to do that, she
was not suitable for life as a pleasure slave.

Being
the ‘duty mouth’ was pretty much what she expected it to be. In one
of the rooms on the first floor she was stretched out in an ‘X’
shape on a double bed, leaving no room for anybody to sleep next to
her. She was left with a very dim nightlight and an open door,
which like a toilet, had red and green ‘flags’ to show when the
room was ‘occupied’ and ‘vacant’. She was told, when Blondie was
chaining her down, that no-one ever used that. The slaves weren’t
allowed to, and the free residents were not shy.

In some
ways it felt like the first night, when Teats had been chained down
on Joan’s big bed, but this time she was alone to start with. With
no distractions she had time to think more about what she had been
told by the free women and the slaves during the weekend. No-one
seemed to doubt her suitability to be a pleasure slave, although
the session as a pony girl had been an undoubted success. Perhaps
she should not have tried so hard, but the remaining whipmarks were
testimony to her lack of choice. The hucows showed just how much a
slave could be modified. If Joan wanted to turn her into a monster
she could do so. She was a member of a group that had rules against
that sort of thing, but it turned out that she regarded those rules
as no more than serving suggestions. With that thought she drifted
off to sleep, but only for about half an hour.

There
was no clock in the room, at least where Teats could see it, but to
her it felt that she had slept for seconds rather than minutes. She
woke to feel wet flesh pressing on her mouth, and her instinctive
move to turn away was blocked by thighs pressing on her cheeks.
Someone was kneeling over her face, looking towards the top of the
bed, and she was expected to deliver cunnilingus. If she delayed or
failed to cooperate the vulva would simply be forced down hard onto
her lips and mouth, its owner just rubbing herself off. There would
probably be a whipping afterwards, so she opened her mouth and
pushed out her tongue, finding that the woman had positioned her
tunnel right over it. The routine was familiar then, the only
innovation being that she had no idea who she was eating out. She
had not yet learnt to recognise the women of the house by their
pussies, especially in near-darkness and at point blank range. It
was probably not Cunny; she had been douched after the gangbang and
her juice had been very slightly spicy, and there probably was
enough light to recognise her dark skin. Then Teats realised that,
if she could work out how the woman was balancing herself she would
narrow it down to three, for the slaves would be in bondage. If she
could detect two separate hands, they were ruled out. Time was
running out, however, because when the woman moved a little to
offer her clitoris she started cumming almost immediately, and
seemed in a hurry to fit as many climaxes as possible into a short
time. That was another clue, for the slaves would have to give way
immediately if one of the free women wanted to use her. She also
detected that sideways movements were corrected by pushing a knee
down into the mattress, not with splayed-out hands, so by the time
she got up and walked quickly from the room- just a shadow in the
darkness- it was narrowed down to either Blondie or
Innominata.


Chapter Seven –
The Decision






Teats
got very little sleep that night. Joan’s rule was that, on ‘resting
nights’, the resident women all slept alone, and sex between them
was forbidden until at least nine the following morning. However,
as it was unusual for them to go all night without relief, they
could visit Teats at any time, using mainly her mouth. Whether they
offered her any satisfaction in return was up to them, but it was
not considered polite to spend more than twenty minutes with her,
and as she had surmised, slaves had to leave if a mistress
appeared. They usually waited, however, as unlike the slaves they
had access to the read-outs from Teats’ collar and knew when she
was not alone. Occasionally a second person arrived and would be
invited in to kiss Teats or use her breasts and nipples while the
first finished off.

It was
testimony to the impression that Teats had made that none of the
women, free or slave, wanted to miss the last opportunity to have
sex with her, however anonymously. It was considered common to
identify oneself, although in the early morning enough light was
seeping around the blinds for her to make much better guesses. The
last user was definitely Mavis, needing her second relief of the
night before preparing breakfast. It was a wonder to Teats that she
seemed to work harder than either of the sluts, although
Innominata’s new task would keep her well occupied. Mavis was the
eighth user of the night, and four had lingered to give her at
least one orgasm. Her mouth ached and she was suffering the effects
of having had, probably, no more than an hour’s sleep, and her
wrists and shoulders were beginning to hurt. It was a relief to be
released by Blondie and taken to breakfast, although her wrists
were locked behind her back. Most of the company was present,
although Innominata was in the hucow shed. She was fussed over and
fed everything she wanted, and afterwards Joan took for her morning
ablutions, not stinting on the enemas. Afterwards she produced a
box containing a set of three butt plugs in three sizes. ‘These are
ordinary plugs and you can remove them yourself’, she said. ‘But I
strongly advise wearing the largest that you can take without it
hurting. It’s in your interest. Think about what happened to Cunny
yesterday, and what it would’ve been like if she’d been as tight as
you are now. Put this one in.’

Teats
being still helpless, she bent her over and pushed in the smallest,
having wet it with moisture from her own sex. Teats felt a sudden
stab of pain as it slipped inside, and then she closed onto the
narrow waist, and that was reasonably comfortable. Joan then fitted
her with clothes; a short skirt and a blouse with hidden Velcro
strips holding it together, so it could be put on without undoing
her wrists. It felt strange to be dressed after four days of
nudity, especially as it was just as warm in the house as always.
She was taken downstairs and everyone except Innominata was there
to kiss her goodbye, all hoping to see her again soon, and she
asked for permission to see the missing slut. Joan agreed that they
would leave via the hucow shed, and there they found her, labouring
with a huge wooden spoon to mix the morning’s ration of gruel. A
jug of pellets stood nearby, and a pile of chopped vegetables from
the beds behind the stalls. Both hucows had their suckers attached
and the milking machines were making a churning, pulsing noise as
the product flowed through the transparent hoses into the
reservoirs. The larger beast was both sucking up water from her
pipe and pissing into the void below, and the douche spout and
juice collector were hanging by her, ready to be inserted when she
was ready. It was a lot of work for Innominata but she looked
happy, and they were allowed to spend a couple of minutes kissing
and hugging before Joan decreed that they had to leave. Teats was
put in the back seat of the car with a kind of poncho over her,
concealing her bondage from anyone who tried to get a good look
through the tinted windows. The journey was the reverse of
Thursday’s and did not feel too strange until they reached the
outskirts of town where the traffic was heavy, it being the morning
after a bank holiday. Teats felt that the occupants of the
surrounding cars must be staring at her, that an accident might
happen at any time, or that a police patrol might pick on Joan for
infraction like a non-working brake light or an under-inflated
tyre.

In the
event they reached her home without incident, and Joan was able to
position the car on the drive where it would hide them from the
very few pedestrians who passed that way. She opened the front door
and hustled her inside, exposing her for no more than a few
seconds. Then she brought in the luggage, which was more than just
one small bag. For a while it seemed as if nothing much had
changed, for she began by taking Teats to the toilet for a pee,
grunting at the state of the towels. She stripped her and pulled a
chastity belt from one of the larger bags, let her take a good look
at it, and locked it around her waist and under her crotch. Teats
had wondered what it would be like, never having seen one with her
own eyes. Pictures and videos online had shown a ring that
surrounded the rectum, pressing into the flesh, and she had always
wondered how easy it would be to clean. She had never believed that
the belts were worn when voiding solid waste. This was different.
The cage that guarded the vagina was attached permanently to the
belt at the front, but instead of passing right under the body it
split and was locked to rubber-lined cuffs that encircled the tops
of her legs, fitting snugly but not uncomfortably. Expanding metal
straps, resembling watchstraps, provided extra security, crossing
the buttocks diagonally to be locked to the waistband. They could
be pulled away from the skin to aim a shower head underneath.
Cleaning the front part and the public area was accomplished more
easily, by aiming the water jet through the grille.

Having
been stripped, Teats half-expected that Joan might ravish her one
last time before leaving. Her mouth was willing and available,
although the belt would make it frustrating for her. Instead, Joan
left a key on the table. ‘It’ll take you a few minutes to get your
hands free, and I’ll be well away by then.’ She kissed Teats and
left immediately. Teats was bemused. Did she seem so dangerous that
her wrists could not be freed in the presence of a mistress? There
seemed to be protocols for dealing with someone who was on the
threshold of slavery and no-one had told her what they were. She
started trying to unlock her wrists, and dropped the key several
times before she managed to make the padlock accept it, It took her
ten minutes to free herself, and then she had to contemplate the
chastity belt for which she had no key; the ultimate symbol, she
felt, of her servile status. Her sex was covered by a shield of
gleaming steel, a dozen small holes allowing the egress and ingress
of liquids. It was a beautifully made device, the edges padded but
the hinges and joints of heavy-gauge metal, so she would have
needed a powerful bolt-cutter to free herself. She did not want to
think about the consequences of that. She went to find some simple
clothes of her own, remembering the ban on underwear, but when she
saw her bed her sleepless night caught up with her, and it was
early afternoon before she emerged.







***






Despite
the trouble that Joan had taken to explain the rules of the
‘interregnum’, it was only two days long at the most. Teats was
almost certain that she would opt for slavery, but she wanted the
time to put her affairs in order and recover from the exertions of
the weekend. She needed food, for Joan had caught her on the day
she usually shopped for groceries and the freezer was virtually
empty. The thought of venturing out in public with no bra, no
knickers and a chastity belt make her very anxious, but she thought
the local Lidl would be reasonably quiet and less daunting than
Tesco’s or Morrison’s. She could visit the latter to fill up the
car, and with luck would not have to be out for more than an hour.
She made a list to cut down on the time she usually spent browsing,
and allowed herself a very light coat despite the warm weather.
Someone was smiling down on her, for there was almost no wind,
almost removing the danger of Marilyn Munroe moments provided she
kept an eye open for draughty grids. She managed very well,
although a disappointing number of the items she wanted were on
bottom shelves, forcing her to look around furtively before bending
low. She positioned herself carefully to empty her trolley and fill
her bags, and for some reason she felt very conspicuous standing at
the till. She was a very pretty girl and attracted attention for
that reason alone. Men’s eyes tended to rest on her face for a
moment and then drift down to her chest. She usually felt safe
behind her bra, but now, as her coat flapped open her top was, in
her imagination, virtually transparent. She felt quite flushed and
trembly as she left the store with her two days of essentials and
ready meals. There would be very little cooking in her future, so
there was no point in spending the time learning to stuff
mushrooms.


Morrison’s petrol station was nerve-wracking, as it was very
exposed and the breeze seemed fresher, so she had to hold the
filler on one hand while using the other to hold her skirt against
her bottom. She used the ‘pay at pump’ option but felt that all the
other drivers on the forecourt were watching her intently. It was a
relief to get back home, to eat her pizza and spend the evening
watching TV. She found it easy enough to flush herself through the
grill in the belt, and spent a few minutes setting up the enema
tube for the next day. While she was doing that she realised that
she hadn’t thought about the butt plug for several hours, and
resolved to use the next size up tomorrow. She settled down to
sleep naked, but after a few minutes she found a cord to wrap
around her wrists, twisting them two or three times to tighten it.
Complete freedom felt strange, but in self-bondage she dropped off
in a very few minutes.

Teats
often had vivid dreams but rarely remembered them in detail. Many
of her dreams had some sexual content. The experiences of the past
few days created the ideal conditions for blockbuster wide-screen
production with Dolby sound, every detail of which would be
remembered for the rest of her life. She was one of a small party
of women- not only free but wealthy- visiting a health spa in
Scotland. Why Scotland? She never worked that out, but it didn’t
really matter. After watching a display of caber-tossing by very
well-endowed males whose kilts kept flapping open, and losing some
of the group to sword-dancers who took them as prizes for the best
performances, they made their way to the sauna, which they entered
naked. It was a women’s only sauna; she only realised that when she
was inside. There were, however, many men present, built into the
fixtures and fittings. In her dream, each male slave formed a
double bench. Lying flat, his penis was perpetually erect and his
lower body formed part of a lounger, with a back at a forty-five
degree angle over his stomach. He was strapped firmly to the wooden
frame, so one of the women could lounge on his lower body, his
penis in her vagina, while she sipped Champagne and chatted to her
friends. If she felt the need of further stimulation she could ride
up and down on him until she had had enough. Behind the seat the
male’s upper body lay flat, also strapped down firmly and available
to any woman who wanted to sit on or squat or kneel over his face.
There were half a dozen men installed in the sauna, and Teats’
party, now twelve in number, was ready to use them. In her dream,
however, Teats was transferred, temporarily, to the men’s sauna,
where slave girls were presented hanging in a row from their bound
wrists, waiting in pain to be chosen. They were not doomed to wait
long, for it was a busy time and the men, doubtless having been
dosed with something, all had iron-hard, rampant erections that
long outlasted their first ejaculations. It seemed to be a kind of
‘dream-within-a-dream’; one of those rare occasions when the
dreamer knows that she is dreaming. Then she was transferred back
to the ladies’ sauna where a place had been kept for her, and she
positioned herself carefully before sinking onto the upright shaft,
leaning on the cushioned back. Her bottom was wider than the male’s
hips, but the lounger was built up around his body to form a
continuous surface. It was, she surmised, a two-part structure that
closed around the slave one he was installed, which would probably
be for an eight-hour shift, given the need to close the facility
while the changeover was taking place.

Teats
had often had sex kneeling, but never sitting, and the shaft felt
longer, deeper, than any that she had felt before. It was extremely
satisfying just to recline and enjoy the sensation of being full,
knowing that the erection would never flag or fail however still
she remained. What it was like for the male she could not imagine,
but to her he was no more than a tool, existing only from the hips
down. She knew that another woman was sitting on his face, which
was held upright by another shaped cushion that also took some of
her weight. Three of the installed males wore dildo gags with
penises inside and out, but this one had to use his tongue. If his
rider was dissatisfied with his efforts she could press a button to
shock him into trying harder, but she had to remember to lift
herself clear as she did so.

One
thing from the dream that lodged in Teats’ memory was the extreme
heat and steaminess of the room. The sauna unit was fed
automatically with fuel and water and was on its highest setting,
and the women were gradually working themselves up to orgasmic
levels of arousal. Teats found that if she wanted that she had to
lean forward, releasing herself from the gentle grip of the cushion
and bouncing, twisting and rocking on the hard shaft inside her.
Several of the women were doing that, and sweat was pouring off
them onto the male bodies and the couches, finally dribbling onto
the floor which was periodically flushed with warm water.
Dehydration was an obvious possibility, and every ten minutes or so
a slavegirl came in with a tray clamped to her waist, steadied with
thin chains to her tight metal collar. Her hands were locked in a
strict ‘reverse prayer’, so she had to bend her knees to offer the
customers water, fruit juice and other rehydrating drinks from her
tray, and would be severely punished for any spillages. Several of
the women squeezed her breasts or groped her crotch, and one even
got up to give her a long, tongue-intensive kiss, leaning in from
the side of the tray. Luckily there were no accidents while Teats
was in the sauna, but there was evidence elsewhere that slaves were
often given punishment assignments. In the foyer, to get clients
into the right frame of mind, two or three were kept bound in
contorted but provocative positions. One young male was mounted on
a Saint Andrew’s cross, sandwiched between two sheets of glass. His
erection protruded through a ‘glory hole’, and passers-by were
welcome to give it a tweak, tease the tip or stroke it two or three
times. Above his head was positioned a transparent tank holding,
when full, about three litres of semen. It seeped down into his
mouth via a tube gag, and if he sucked hard he could increase the
flow slightly. One might well wonder why he would want to do that,
but his punishment would last until the tank was empty, and without
extra help from his mouth it took about twelve hours. If he worked
hard he could be free of the cross in six, and, he hoped, back to
his more congenial assignment, which was giving breast massages to
mature ladies. Teats knew, however, that it would be far from the
end of it; his clients had given him a string of three-star ratings
on their feedback forms. The spa was in a leisure complex that also
included a brothel, and before being let loose on the ladies again
he was going to spend three weeks on the sodomy racks, learning to
be grateful for the station in life that had been assigned to
him.

How
Teats knew all that remained a mystery, for in dreams the narrative
can make random twists and turns that never have to be explained.
In the sauna, the orgasms had dried up and she was having to work
harder and harder to keep herself aroused. That was making her more
and more anxious, especially as the other women were enjoying
almost continuous ecstasy, howling, shouting, sometimes screaming
until the noise in the room was deafening. The dream was no longer
sweet, and as she began to panic she suddenly woke up, drenched in
perspiration and hands clamped on her chastity belt. She threw off
the cover, untied her hands and lay still for a few minutes,
working out how the various parts of the dream found their origins
in what she had experienced, what she was experiencing, and what
she expected to experience.

She
found it easy to clean under the chastity belt, and the enema kit
included a tank, so without having to connect herself to the taps
she was in no danger of over-filling herself. The thought of the
man of her dreams being sodomised day in, day out prompted her to
use the second butt plug even though it took her ten minutes to
work up the courage to push it inside. Although it looked
formidable its main significance was the thicker stem between the
insertion and the handle. Her rectal muscles would clamp themselves
around it, and worn for twenty-four hours it was supposed to train
them to relax in a looser, more open position. She was determined
to graduate to the last plug on the final day. This, of course, was
her last full day, and she had to decide what to do with it. She
was strongly tempted to open the sealed envelope and fire the
starting gun on the rest of her life, but she thought better of it.
Instead, she took a pork pie and some cherry tomatoes that she had
bought the day before, put them in a little backpack with a map and
a compass, put on her strongest shoes and went for a long walk on
the moors nearby.

She had
not really thought about any problems that she might encounter. The
weather was fine and warm but it was quite breezy, and her little
coat was too short to protect her from embarrassment. Being a
Wednesday, it was very quiet in the countryside, but she did
encounter two groups of elderly ramblers. She was bound to attract
attention, for very few women go hiking in short skirts and without
proper boots. She just about got away with the first group because
she met them in a wood near the road, but when she saw the second
approaching she hid in some ruined farm buildings until they
passed. When she met individuals or couples she sat down and
pretended to eat her sandwiches, which were therefore consumed a
bite at a time over several miles. These were minor problems, and
she was glad that she’d decided to come out. The Lancashire moors
were among her favourite places and she knew that she might never
see them again. Her imagination supplied various scenarios; a slave
trader from Preston might be whipping a coffle of slaves across the
hills for sale in Bolton, for instance, or she might be released,
hands behind her back, with an hour’s head start before being
hunted down with dogs, the prize for the winning hunter being her
body for the night. Joan would probably not know that they had made
a pact amongst themselves, to share her whatever the
result.

When
Teats got back to her car the belt was beginning to chafe on the
insides of her thighs, but she knew there was some ointment in one
of the bags and she was not intending to take any more exercise.
She had a pizza for dinner, spent an hour on her laptop settling
bills and closing accounts, and settled down to watch television,
this time tying her hands first. Living free was like having to
breathe air from a tank: the longer it went on the more uneasy she
became. For the night she devised a more secure tie to ensure that
she did not twist her wrists free in the night, and this time,
although she was aware that she had dreamt, she remembered no
details when she woke up. She then found that she had tied herself
so well that she could not get loose, and had to make her way to
the kitchen to cut the cord with scissors, which took her at least
ten minutes. Apart from that, it was a repeat of the previous
morning, except that she had no plans of her own.
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Teats had not even decided when to open the envelope. She
understood that she had to do so before five o’clock, but if she
was then going to be sent on a hundred-mile journey it seemed silly
to leave it until then. She decided, finally, to spend the morning
tidying-up, drive to McDonald’s for lunch and come home to open the
envelope. Having a plan made her more confident, and there were no
hitches. She felt obliged, over her Big
Tasty meal, to weigh up the pros and cons
of what she was doing, but it was a far from exact science. The
cons were unfathomable: in theory she could be sold to a tribe of
savages to be boiled alive and eaten, but from what she had been
told, it seemed that such a fate might be more likely if she did
not open the envelope. The biggest pro was that she would not have
to return to her humdrum life, with the additional stress of
knowing that she might at any time be kidnapped by total strangers.
She went home and, at precisely two o’clock, she opened the
envelope, carefully, with a paper knife. It contained a single
sheet of paper.

The
first surprise was that it was addressed to ‘Puss’. It would have
been a bizarre error to give her the wrong letter, but then it
dawned on her that her name had been changed again. After that it
was very straightforward. There were words of welcome from Joan,
followed by brief instructions to drive to a destination near
Macclesfield, and to be there by midnight. She was given the
postcode and the address for a GPS system. Her elderly car did not
have one of those but she kept one in the glove compartment. It was
made clear that she was welcome to arrive at any time during the
day or evening, so she saw no point in driving there in the dark or
waiting for the rush hour. She went for a pee and cleaned out the
chastity belt, checked that everything was switched off and plugged
out, and went to her car. She expected the journey to take less
than two hours, so she did not need any food and there was water in
the car. She lingered a moment as she left, wondering whether she
would ever see her little house again.

The
journey was quick and easy, with no traffic problems and the fine
weather persisting, and she reached the address before five
o’clock. Her reading matter had often featured a clinic in that
area, but this did not answer the description, being no more than a
glass door set in a windowless brick wall. Masses of shrubs and
climbers made it impossible to see what kind of a building it was,
or how large, but there was plenty of parking space in front. To
walk a few yards she did not need her coat, and she assumed that
they knew she was coming, and would be wearing a chastity belt.
Although she was shaking and struggling to control her breathing,
she tried to look brisk and confident as she strode to the door,
finding that it opened automatically. It was not a dungeon, then,
and there were no slaves on display in the light, airy entrance
hall. Instead, a solitary man in a white coat, clean-shaven, quite
handsome and about thirty-five, was there to greet her. ‘You must
be Puss, my dear, and welcome to my facility. Your mistress, Joan,
knows that you’ve arrived safely. If you’d just turn around and
give me your hands, please?’

His
manner was friendly and unthreatening but very confident, and she
obeyed without hesitation. She was surprised when he restrained her
wrists, not with cuffs but with a simple length of cord that he
took from a pocket. ‘This is only for a few minutes’, he said, ‘but
I’m good with rope and knots.’ Indeed, the bondage felt very snug
and secure without cutting into her skin or stopping her
circulation. ‘Follow me, please’, he added, and walked through a
door, holding it open for her She walked behind him, but he
gestured to her to catch up. ‘Did you have a good journey?’ he
asked, probably just breaking the ice, and she answered that yes,
there had been less traffic than she expected. It did make her feel
better to answer his questions, however banal. The passage was very
long and at one point there was a downward incline, so she began to
suspect that she was in an underground complex. Then he ushered her
into an office and sat her down, placing himself opposite. ‘I’m
going to put you in a studio’, he said, ‘and I want you to
masturbate. I want you to do it slowly, sensuously, making a
performance of it. I want to see how long it takes you to reach the
first orgasm, and how long you can keep them going after that.
You’ll find that the studio is completely empty, but don’t worry,
I’ll be watching and you’ll be recorded, both video and
sound.’

It was
an astonishing demand, especially as slaves were not usually
allowed to masturbate, but she had prepared herself for anything
and managed to accept it without comment, just nodding and saying
‘yes, master’. He seemed hesitant, as if expecting something more,
but he approached her, pulled up her right sleeve, and gave her an
injection that she barely felt. He did not explain what it was for,
and she stood still and compliant while he removed her clothes. The
truth was that, although she had no objection to masturbating, she
would have preferred him to have tested her himself. He had a key
to her belt, which he now removed, looking carefully for any marks
and finding none, as the ointment had done its work. He felt the
skin around her public mound and grunted with satisfaction at its
silky smoothness, for she had shaved that morning against just such
an eventuality. Then he untied her wrists and led her into a very
curious space; a kind of capsule with no sharp edges and large
areas of bright LEDs, like a light box designed for photographing
products for advertising. There was a huge white cushion on the
floor near the far end ‘It doesn’t really matter where you place
yourself’, he told her, but over the far side is ideal, keeping
away from the wall. You don’t have to use the cushion if you don’t
want. Feel free to take a few minutes to relax. There’s no pressure
of time but you could aim for about forty minutes.’

With
that he left her, and the opening- more a membrane than a door-
disappeared completely, leaving her in a totally blank white space.
As the cushion offered the only reference point she reclined on it
with her legs splayed open and her hands behind her head, closing
her eyes and trying to ease away her nerves. She thought of why she
was where she was. The man had not introduced himself, but his
purpose was to prepare and train her as a sex-slave, which was what
she wanted to be. She let her right hand drift down to her pussy
lips, remembering as she did so that her name was now ‘Puss’, and
she started to stroke them gently with her fingers. Her left seemed
to move automatically to her breast, and she brushed her nipples,
one by one, until they were fully erect. The fingers slipped
inside, and she used both hands then to pull herself open, widening
her legs more and raising her bottom to give the hidden cameras a
‘Dartford Tunnel’ shot. Whether that was necessary or not, she had
no idea. She couldn’t see any cameras but assumed that the shell of
the room was not a solid wall but was one-way glass, in which case
they might be mobile, or so numerous that her position didn’t
matter, as the man had implied. Nevertheless, she would be a better
spectacle if she was flaunting herself; offering her sex to whoever
was watching, then or in the future.

After
ten minutes she was approaching her first climax. She had used her
juice to wet her breasts and was pulling quite firmly at one nipple
or the other, and the fingers of the other hand were working on her
clitoris, trying to reproduce the weight and timing that Gerta had
used, and that Cunny had shown her with her tongue. Her eyes were
open but she had managed to use the blank whiteness of the studio
to remove it from her mind as a distraction, feeling herself almost
suspended in a void where nothing was real except her own flesh. As
she detected the advent of the first orgasm she tried to play
herself, slowing down put pressing harder as the feelings welled
up, holding them in until the explosion was inevitable and all the
more massive for having been delayed. She let herself cry out
freely as her body writhed and undulated like a racing snake,
trying to force herself down harder onto her own hand. That was
futile, of course, but it made for good video and showed her what
she needed to do, which was to press much, much harder. Bringing
herself off was the easy part. Making it last was harder, and she
wished that, at least, Mistress Joan had allowed her to practice
masturbating during her ‘free’ days.

Puss
managed a triple orgasm lying on her back on the cushion, and was
able to maintain her state of arousal as she turned over to present
her bottom to the cameras, showing the protruding handle of the
butt plug, the third and largest of the set that Joan had lent her.
She was getting very much into the spirit of the exercise now,
filling her mind with pictures of roomfuls of sweaty males and
predatory lesbians, frigging themselves or using slaves as they
watched her image on a screen in steamy private cinemas. The
thought crossed her mind that it was a shame that such rooms were
no longer smoke-filled, and certainly never had been during her
adult life. She began by repeating the performance the other way
up, and this time her multiple orgasm was longer and stronger, but
then she had a more creative idea, if not an original one. Holding
her bottom high she started to remove the plug, turning it with her
fingers while the other hand still worked on her other opening. She
made a show of tugging and gasping with pain, giving up and trying
again, until it finally came out with an audible ‘pop’. Then,
entering relatively unknown territory, she plunged two fingers deep
inside and thrust them in and out. It felt nice but was not going
to start her off again, so she reached under her front with her
other hand and used the fingers on her other hole. The idea was to
cum from vaginal or clitoral stimulation, as before, but to make it
look as if she had buggered herself to orgasm. She could not know
how successful she was, but she came again and it felt deliciously
debauched. After that she turned over again and relaxed for a few
minutes. She was willing to go on, perhaps trying it on her knees
on the floor, but she had really had enough. It had gone better
than she had expected, and she wondered whether the injection had
something to do with that, working much faster than Mistress Joan’s
pills. She had indeed done enough, and the man came in to lead her
back to the office. With her still weak and shaky he tied her hands
again and sat her on a couch at the side of the room, pulling up a
chair to sit near her. ‘You did very well, Puss’, he said warmly.
‘Suitably edited, it’ll sell like hot cakes. Better in fact. I
don’t think I’ve ever had a hot cake in my life.’

He had a
way of keeping the conversation light, and she smiled despite her
bewilderment. ‘Are you going to sell it, master? I thought it was
important to keep things discreet, secret in fact.’

‘There'll be nothing to show that you’re a slave; the net’s
awash with that kind of solo porn. The thing is, that people who
know you need an explanation for your disappearance. If they think
you’ve become a pornstar they won’t come looking for you. We'll
make sure a few of the most gossipy students and staff get free
samples. It’s important. If anyone gets too inquisitive they will
have to be enslaved, and they might not be pleasure slave material.
They're likely to disappear into the Cornish lithium mines, or
worse, and that starts another cycle. You will leave a wound
behind, and we cauterize it with an MP4 file. No-one has to
suffer.’

She
absorbed that, wondering how many other well-known faces, breasts,
pubes and bottoms were actually slaves. They were probably the ones
who were not on Facebook advertising their company for afternoon
tea, dinner or even a night out, or in. She smiled as she pictured
some of her ex-boyfriends encountering the file online and watching
it, and was surprised when the man failed to ask her why. It was
probably not the first time he’d had this interview. She tried to
take the initiative. ‘Master, can you tell me why I’m here?
Obviously I was sent by Mistress Joan, and perhaps that’s all I
need to know, but it would help me to know what’s expected of me,
master.’

‘You can ask, and I’ll tell you what I can. This is a clinic;
you probably already know that. A lot of our work is innovative,
and we try our best to keep it from prying eyes. It’s also very
costly. Mistress Joan wants you to have the very latest implants,
to make you the most advanced, the most desirable pleasure slave in
the UK. The technology she wants won’t be generally available for
at least five years, but it’s safe and ready to be implanted. We
get a demonstration model; she gets the best pleasure slave in the
UK. You’ll be her most treasured possession, and masters and
mistresses will compete for an hour with you. We’ll keep you
sedated while we work on you. In our clinic no-one, slave or free,
suffers pain.’

His hand
was in his pocket now. A naturally talkative and rather vain man,
he wanted to tell her as much as he could, but felt that it was not
in her interests to think about it. He was not making her an offer,
and if she got scared she might have to be forced, and might be
hurt in the process. That was against everything he believed in, so
his hand emerged holding a syringe gun, the type that made the
injection when it was held against the skin. He was sitting close
to her, and before she could react he pressed it against her upper
arm. Puss was just mulling over what he’d told her and wondering
whether to regard it as good or bad news. She was going to be an
experimental subject, but the possible benefits sounded worthwhile.
She never saw the syringe but thought that he had just tapped her
on the shoulder, perhaps as a gesture of reassurance. Then, for
some reason, he was counting, in a strange, distant voice. She
heard ‘one, two, three, four, five’, and then she was just barely
conscious as she fell forward into his arms. She knew nothing more
for at least three weeks.
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