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One

The manor house arose out the mist - a vast Georgian pile of honey coloured stone. Tom had never seen anything like it.

"Don't mess this up," said Frank, his uncle, bringing the car to a stop in the huge gravel forecourt. "I pulled more than a few strings to get you this chance."

"Yeah you've said." More than once, thought Tom.

"Like I said, no funny business. You get in with the Rathbone's you've a chance at a job for life."

"Okay Frank." Tom opened the door and made to get out, but was tugged back. "I mean it Tom, this is the last favour from me."

Tom looked at him directly and nodded. Frank let go of his arm. Backpack slung over his shoulder, he watched his uncle's rusty blue Volvo disappear back into the mist, then pressed the large doorbell that chimed gothically. He was about to press it again, a minute later, when the huge black door opened. A distinguished grey haired man, with bushy eyebrows and owlish features - dressed in the whole butler garb - looked him over.

"Yes," he said, though it sounded more of a "yahs."

"Yeah," said Tom, tugging at the zipper on his parka jacket self-consciously. "I'm here about the groundsman position."

The butler eyed him warily for a moment.

"Tom...Tom Baxter," he said, holding out a hand.

The butler ignored it and remaining silent, gestured with a white-gloved hand for him to enter. Tom was soon following him through what felt like a never ending hallway, doors left and right, vast paintings, big old antique pieces against walls.

"The lady of the house wants to see you," said the butler, stopping outside a closed door.

He'd raised his fist about to knock, when a cry came from within. It was so shrill and high-pitched, Tom wasn't altogether sure it was one of ecstasy or pain.

"Everything all right in there?" he asked.

The butlers withering glance told him to zip it. "We'll wait," he said, lowering his hand.

A few minutes passed before a young blonde haired man slipped from the room - another butler Tom presumed from his smart outfit. The young man swiped a hand across his mouth, then and only then seemed to spot the two waiting men. He opened his mouth as if about to say something, but closed it just as quick, and hurried off down the corridor. Tom sensed the older butler wasn't overly enamoured with the younger man, though, maybe he was imagining it given his permanently morose expression. The butler knocked on the door.

"Ma'am I have one of the groundsman trainees here for appraisal."

"Very well," came the reply.

The butler opened the door for Tom, who stepped inside ahead. A woman stood with her back to him - glossy dark shoulder length hair, a tall slender figure contained in a white silk blouse, a long leather skirt.

"And you are?" she asked in a smooth voice, every bit as silky as the blouse she had on.

"Tom..." Tom began.

"Thomas, Mr Thomas Baxter," said the butler stepping forward, drowning him out.

"And you want the groundsman position, that's right?"

Tom observed her reflection in the mirror through which she observed him. Her angular face was model like - she had lipstick rouge red lips, flawless pale skin - if someone had told you she was in her late forties, you'd have told them they were sorely mistaken.

"Yes," Tom spluttered, not before time.

Ms Rathbone smiled. He watched transfixed as she put her second pearl earing into place, ran two hands down her leather skirt, then turned.

"Well, Mr Baxter, let's get a good look at you."

Somehow Tom knew she wanted to see him without his winter coat - he handed it to the butler and stood subject to her gaze. Ms Rathbone didn't say anything. Stiletto heels clicking over the varnished dark wooden floorboards, she moved with an elegance and poise towards the Chanel handbag on a nearby chair.

"And you think you have what it takes?" she asked.

"Yes," said Tom.

"Ma'am," whispered the butler, nudging him from behind.

"Ma'am," repeated Tom.

"We'll see," said Ms Rathbone, glancing into her handbag, before zipping it and placing the silver chained strap over a shoulder. "Giles I'll be gone for the entire day, I'll be using Oliver as my driver. I want everything in order for Isabel's arrival." Her cut glass vowels were precise, exact and authoritative.

"Of course Ma'am," said the old butler, Giles.

"Take Mr Baxter here out to Brian. As far as you're concerned," she said, now addressing Tom. "What Brian says goes. Believe me if there's any problem, I'll know, he answers to me." She said this with such utter authority and command, Tom felt impelled to drop his gaze. When he looked up again her heels were clicking out the room.

Giles, seemingly much to his irritation, led Tom along a path between manicured lawns to a rough stone building - pretty in its way - about four hundred yards from the main house.

"Your lodgings during your stay, Mr Baxter, and your fellow trainees." Giles gestured palm up at two boys stood by its front door, then turned swiftly and headed back the way they'd come.

"Well he's a barrel of laughs. Tom," said Tom, introducing himself to the two boys waiting.

Will was stocky with a freckly complexion, Ritchie, his opposite, tall and gangly. Both seemed likable enough; working class lads who Tom suspected were coming at this from a similar angle to himself.

"Jesus has anyone got a key," said Will, trying the lock of the lodgings. "I'm dying for a piss."

"Oh yeah," said Ritchie, putting on a poncey voice and pretending to withdraw a key from his pocket. "The lord of the manor himself gave it to me. No you stupid berk."

Will ignored him peering in through one of the windows. Tom smiled. "You know if you're that desperate you could just go over there."

No sooner had he said this than the sound of a motor could be heard. Out the mist came a red quad bike. On it was Brian - a blunt Yorkshireman with a solid, weathered appearance. Over the next six weeks he'd be training them in everything that came under a groundsman's jurisdiction - if they proved themselves, well, they might just land a permanent role.

"So this is what I've got to work with," said Brian, hopping down from the quad. "You ain't much to look at I'll give you that. Which one of you's Will?"

"Me," said Will, shifting one foot to the other.

"And Ritchie?"

Ritchie held up a hand.

"So that makes you Tom."

"Yep," said Tom.

"All right," said Brian, looking them over, recognising the challenge ahead. "First things first, let's get you're stuff inside."

The lodge was basic; stripped back furniture, not much in the way of mod cons. Three bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs, a shower-room handily located by a back entrance.

"You're lucky, pretty little digs," said Brian, seemingly not noticing any of its drawbacks. "But it won't matter," he continued cheerfully, once they'd dumped their bags and stepped back outside. "You'll be out here most of the time."

Great thought Tom, looking into the damp mist. Brian looked again at the three boys hunched in their winter coats. "I'll make something of you yet I will." He was already bounding off when he turned and said, "Time for the tour."

Tom looked at the quad. "Don't we get one of those?"

Brain laughed like it was the funniest thing he'd heard all year. "Three lads like you tearing around the place, you must be jokin'."

They followed a still chuckling Brian, as they set off on foot.

Tom dropped onto the larger of the two sofas next to Ritchie, while Will puzzled over a black boxy TV (pre-millennium) that he was trying to get working. They'd just cleaned off a brothy stew sent over from the main house, and all three were knackered. They'd been walking the huge grounds all day - if Tom had ever walked as far in one day, he couldn't remember it.

"Great," said Will, banging the TV as he flicked through five fuzzy channels. "Only terrestrial and the receptions crap."

"Same with the Wi-Fi," yawned Ritchie, putting his phone aside.

"Woohoo, this place rocks. Not," said Will, giving up on the TV and sinking into the other sofa.

"Guys I think it's intentional," said Tom. "What time did Brian say he wanted us outside tomorrow?"

"Seven!" shrieked Will in horror. "He's having a laugh mate."

The three sat in silence for a moment, each contemplating their fate and what had brought them here, and a few other things.

"That Ms Rathbone's a bit of all right," said Ritchie, perking up.

"A bit of all right...she is fit!" said Will. "Proper fit. I'd do her. Don't care if she's twice my age."

"She's out of your league son," said Ritchie.

"She's out of all our leagues," said Tom. "What's her story anyway?"

"Me Dad said she divorced her husband," said Ritchie. "Took him to the cleaners for forty million."

"Forty million," said Will, wide-eyed.

"Maybe fifty, sixty," said Ritchie. "It was somin' like that."

The three of them pondered such a vast sum.

"Anyway, she's rich, and extremely fuckable," said Ritchie.

"You seriously think she'd look twice at any of us," said Tom.

"Yeah, I do. Posh types can't resist a bit of rough like us. Why do you think she's hired us. She loves us."

Tom and Will burst into laughter.

"You've got some whacked out theories," said Will.

"Yeah and she hasn't hired us yet," said Tom.

"Oh she will," said Ritchie smugly. "Mark my words."

The laddish banter continued, until eyelids drooping, they slumped off to bed one by one.

The following morning the mist had cleared and the truly enormous scale of the grounds was visible. There was manicured lawns, streams and ponds, rougher woodland bordering the estate.

"Let's have ya then," said Brian, as the three lads slumped from the lodge sleepy eyed. "I hope you've had a good breakfast, we've a long day ahead."

Not really thought Tom, he could have done with a nice fry up rather than the two pieces of toast he'd have to make do with. Ritchie, the last to emerge, pulled the lodge door shut and yawned. Brian shook his head.

"You young 'uns are all the same - molly coddled saps. Well, you're gonna have to learn some grit if you wanna be true groundsman of Rathbone Manor. Come on, follow me."

Throughout the morning Brian put them to work trimming hedges and branches of trees on the long avenue that led to the main house. A quick break for lunch in the servants quarter of the manor, and they were back out at it for the rest of the afternoon. It was already dark when they got back to the lodge.

"Same again tomorrow," said Brian, seeing them off.

Exhausted, the boys finished off a stew sent over from the manor, before sloping off upstairs. They were all in bed by nine.

The day and week to follow saw a similar pattern of waking early, returning late - doing odd jobs - learning Brian's ways. The lure of a permanent position and pay packet, lack of skills and credible employment elsewhere, all factored into the three boys adjusting to this new work ethic. Tom for one knew alternatives were practically non-existent. As his uncle had made clear - no more favour's - and after the many he'd already received, he believed him. Besides, it wasn't so bad was it, he was out in the fresh air all day, he had lodgings, decent company. And spring was approaching, the dark days of winter receding.

No thought Tom, taking in a lungful of fresh air, pausing momentarily one sunny afternoon as he raked one of the huge ponds on the estate, things could be worse.

"Oi, back to work you," called out Brian, watchful as ever.

Some things could always be better mind, thought Tom, bemoaning the hard taskmaster that was Brian. He swirled his net in the dark water, pulling a load of mossy sludge to the edge. It was as he raked the pond again that the sound of plodding of hooves turned him.

The girl couldn't have been much older than himself: eighteen, nineteen at the most. She had long wavy raven black hair, bewitching blue eyes, marble smooth white skin - powder pink at her cheeks from the cold. She was delicate looking, though commanded the chestnut brown horse with an authoritative nonchalance; sitting straight backed, chin raised high, had a prissy, superior, even regal air about her. Depending on your perspective she could have be an angel or the devil. Tom was smitten from the off. In fact, he couldn't take his eyes off her.

"Isabel Rathbone," said Brian, suddenly by his side - as she rode on, Will and Ritchie turned towards her every bit as captivated as Tom. "Pretty little thing ain't she. Wouldn't get any ideas there mind, what is it they say - a pauper never looks at a prince?"

"Yeah," said Tom, still watching as she headed into the distance.

"Come on," said Brian. "This ponds not gonna dredge itself."

Spell broken, Tom got dredging. Brian shook his head - they were all the same these young'uns - one thing on their minds and generally it weren't work.

"Anyone get a look at the hottie on the horse," said Ritchie, as soon as the three of them were alone.

"Did I...I almost creamed my pants there and then," said Will.

"Yeah," laughed Ritchie. "And I thought the mother was hot. What about you Baxter?"

"She was all right," said Tom, some part of him stubborn to acknowledge just how beautiful he'd found her. "If you ask me she looks a bit stuck up."

"That's because she's Lady Rathbone blah blah blah," said Ritchie. "Anyway, like that'd stop you."

Tom felt a lump in his throat as he swallowed, partly because he knew it was so true.

"I don't care what she is," said Will. "I'd do her."

"You'd do her would you?" said Ritchie.

"Yeah."

Tom and Ritchie could look at him and only laugh.

"In your dreams," chortled Ritchie.

The boys saw little more of Isabel over the next few days as they went about the work Brian had allocated them. Little did Tom realise it then, but he was about to see more of Isabel than he ever could have anticipated.


Two

A week into his arrival, Tom was high up on some ladders, clearing the muck from the gutters on the west wing of the manor, when he accidently spied Isabel through the door of a room. She stood facing a mirror, brushing glossy dark locks that fell like a waterfall down her back: naked except for white lace underwear that emphasised every crevice and groove of a pert, perfect behind. Tom was transfixed - eyes slowly moving across creamy white skin to two pert mounds topped with delicate pink nipples. She was the most beautiful, most exquisite thing he'd ever seen.

"Everything all right up there?" came the call from Brian below.

Tom almost fell off the ladder as he ducked below the window line. 'Damn it,' he muttered inwardly, biting his lip, waiting a moment before replying.

"Tom?"

"Yeah, everything's fine?"

"Good. When you're finished up there, I've got some more dredging for you out back...You hear me Tom?"

"Yes," he called down.

He waited until the sound of Brian's footsteps crunching over the gravel, receded, then raised his head. The door was now closed - and with it no sign of Isabel.

It was as they were on their way back outside after lunch in the servant's quarter, that butler Giles discretely stopped Tom. "Miss Rathbone requests a word."

"Why?" asked Tom, defensively.

"Lowly staff do not question their superiors, you'd do well to remember that Mr Baxter."

"Oi, Tom, you coming," called Will, who'd stopped further along the hallway.

"Tell Brian I'll be a minute would you?"

Will shrugged, and headed outside.

"Wise choice," said Giles as Tom followed.

The huge room was like nothing Tom had ever seen. Huge portraits and high walls lined with bookcases full of big old books with faded green, red and maroon spines and gold lettering. A crystal chandelier hung from the high ceiling. Giles and he walked beneath it, over the varnished floor to a huge desk facing one of the large windows - where one Miss Isabel Rathbone sat writing. Several steps away Giles stopped and held out a flat palm, indicating for Tom to stop too.

Giles cleared his throat. "One Mr Baxter here for you my lady."

"Leave us," said Isabel, without glancing from her writing.

"As you wish." Giles footsteps reverberated off the varnished floor - the door echoed shut.

Still Isabel kept on writing. A reddish brown cat sat on the desk - its paws tucked under its body comfortably - looking at Tom who stood growing increasingly uncomfortable, should he speak? He decided to keep his mouth shut. After what felt like an eternity, Isabel finally spoke, but only to increase his unease.

"Nothing to say have we?" The cut glass accent would have pleased royalty. It was delivered in that utterly commanding, yet deliciously playful way only such an upper crust accent can be.

Tom straightened his back. "I'm not sure what you mean," he said in his rougher, flatter, northern twang.

Isabel, who'd remained writing all this time, finally put her pen down and leant back, staring out the huge sash windows to the lawns beyond. She still hadn't looked at him.

"Did you or did you not observe me dressing this morning?" Her authoritative tone belied someone so young.

Unsettled by this and her sheer directness, Tom stuttered, "I...I..."

Isabel shook her head. "If I doubted it I don't now. How dare you."

For such a slender thing she certainly had some force behind her - her voice was still echoing as Tom responded.

"I'm sorry, it was just a glance, nothing more than..."

"Oh mama would love to hear that," Isabel cut him off.

The room was silent again.

"But you're not going to...tell her? I can't afford to..."

"Shh!" Isabel hushed him.

She reached forward for the pen and started writing again. When she'd seemingly finally finished whatever she was doing, she put the pen down, folded the paper and placed it in a gold envelope, licked the seal and placed it in the drawer.

Tom watched her all the while - fate dangling by a thread - even in his dire position he couldn't but marvel at her beauty. There was an erotic poise to everything she did. Now standing for the first time, she looked him in the eye.

"I should have you dismissed for your behaviour." She paused. "But I'm not averse to giving the deserving a second chance. Do you think you're deserving?"

"I do," said Tom, not missing a beat.

The cat on the desk yawned widely. Isabel looked at him with those cool eyes. "Prove it...strip."

Tom chuckled nervously. "What?"

"Take your punishment and strip. Fairs fair. You've seen me now I see you."

The way she said this made it sound like the most reasonable thing in the world. Tom glanced behind him, then out the broad windows - what for, who knows:  inspiration? Someone to rescue him?

"Isn't there some other way?"

"Either you take off your clothes or I tell mama."

This is crazy, but Tom slowly unzipped his coat. Isabel, meanwhile, retrieved another piece of white paper from the desk, sat back down and began writing. Slowly, gradually, questioning it all the time in his head, Tom removed an item of clothing until he was down to his boxers.

"Those too," said Isabel somehow knowing they were all he had on, despite not having removed her gaze from her paper.

Tom thought about arguing, she'd had her underwear on after all, but weighing things up, thought better of it. Let's get this over with. With a deep inward sigh he slid off his boxers.

And there he stood - stark naked - and yet still Isabel kept on writing. The cat on the other hand sat on in its hind legs eyeing him intently. Finally, Isabel put down her pen, folded the paper, placed it in another gold envelope, licked it and put it in a drawer. Another piece of paper came out and the process started over. Tom watched her growing both enraged and aroused. She wore a short black denim skirt, a thin grey sweater and white converse trainers. Her bare crossed legs were slender and smooth, and was it his imagination, or were her nipples hard beneath that sweater. It was all too easy to imagine them as such - just as it was to imagine that pert bottom of hers perched on that seat.

Much to his embarrassment his cock grew stiff, ramrod stiff - he looked to the window grateful nobody was cleaning out the gutters now, nor could see him. A show-reel of turn offs flickered through his mind as he tried to regain some semblance of control, it was to no avail, his cock remained resolutely hard.

The cat jumped down and brushed against his calves, its tail flicking his inner thigh - seemingly a smile on its little mouth as it stared up at him. Tom watched it saunter back to the desk and take up position once again on its surface. His gaze returned to Isabel.

"Peeping Tom by name, peeping Tom by nature." He looked up from her legs to see Isabel staring at him - all of him - if she was impressed by his size or girth, or athletic physique, she didn't show it, but for the first time, the merest smile flickered on the edge of her lips.

"Do you think that's appropriate?" she asked, eyes directly on his cock. "This is supposed to be a punishment after all."

"No," croaked Tom.

Tutting, Isabel took out a pair of black leather gloves from a drawer and strode towards him. She stood right beside him and put on each leather glove. The cat licked its lips. Tom's breathing was heavy, his cock twitchy. Without warning or hesitation, she reached down and grasped it. He almost exploded there and then.

"My, my, my, you are a desperate thing aren't. And oh, would you look at that, you're drooling." She pinched his foreskin - drawing the trail of pre cum onto a finger. "Open your mouth."

Tom looked her in the eye - she wasn't serious?

"Are you stupid boy, open your mouth," she said sternly, giving his ball sack a little squeeze.

Tom had never felt so vulnerable, never been talked to or taken hold of in such a way. Blushing, he opened his mouth and she trailed her sticky finger over his tongue, slowly - before returning her grip to his throbbing cock.

"You're not going to cum are you?"

Tom didn't know, his mind was broken into a thousand tiny pieces right now - he was on the edge, beyond the edge. Isabel removed her hand, walked back over to the desk and sat.

"You'll report to me now," she said. "As and when I want you. Don't worry I'll give Mr Atherton prior notice. We wouldn't want you getting into trouble now would we." She said this with a sarcastic smile - as if he wasn't in trouble enough. "Is that understood?"

She'd picked up her pen and was writing again now, talking like this was so normal - him stood here like this throbbing. She licked an envelope, eyes drifting to his. "Well, is that a yes?"

"Yes," he somehow spluttered.

"Yes what?"

"Yes Miss Isabel."

"Good, then put on your clothes and get out."

She'd already placed the envelope in a drawer, started on another piece of paper as Tom did his best to slide his boxers over his erection. After he'd quickly dressed, he stood awkwardly and looked to Isabel. He opened his mouth about to speak, but his mouth was dry, and he had no idea what to say.

"Get out," said Isabel evenly, eyes not lifting from paper.

Tom turned and cheeks still pink, swiftly made his way across the vast room. He opened the door and glanced back to see Isabel sat writing, just as she had been when he'd entered. He closed the door behind him. Many would have fled the manor there and then, but Tom, well, all he could think about was when he'd see Isabel again.


Three

Over the next couple of days Tom returned to his jobs within the grounds of Rathbone Manor alongside Ritchie and Will. He reflected on what had happened still a little miffed - dwelling on the fact that Isabel had still had her panties on when he'd seen her, and how it was nothing, nothing compared to what she'd now seen of him, not to mention have him do. Of course, he mentioned none of this to the two other boys, and he had no intention of doing so; where would he begin anyway?

The fact that he wasn't prepared to speak about it in no way stopped it being fixed right there at the forefront of his mind, however. A glimpse of Isabel galloping her chestnut steed off on the horizon, and he felt temporarily winded with a conflicting knot of desire and borderline distaste. Who did the prissy little bitch think she was anyway, part of him cried out. Yet another part of him was prepared to submit whole to whatever she demanded. And so he returned to whatever job he was doing with that push and pull inside, awaiting her summoning with both dread and relish.

When it came he was raking soil beds near the rear of the manor. He'd watched Isabel return from her daily ride and hand over the reins of the chestnut horse to stable boy Nile. Now, the crunch of her boots on the white gravel drew closer, then stopped altogether. Tom had his back to her, pretending as he was he hadn't been aware of her presence all day and indeed everyday, since they'd first locked eyes.

"Been behaving yourself have we?" Her playful clipped tones immediately had him on the back foot.

"Yeah, I guess so," said Tom.

"I'll be the judge of that," she said walking on, and then clicking two fingers at her side, adding, "Come, come."

Tom felt like an animal being called to its owner. Nonetheless, he laid the rake against a wall and followed. Isabel's pert behind was all too alluring squeezed into the tight cream jodhpurs - Tom couldn't help but stare. When she looked behind suddenly, he was caught in the act. Isabel shook her head and tutting walked on, crunching over the gravel that circled the manor. Finally, coming to a bench on the east side of the house, she stopped and sat.

"Well," she said, drawing her dark locks with her leather gloves so they spilled over one shoulder. "Sit."

Tom made to do so.

"Ah, ah, not there...here." A finger pointed to the ground in front of her.

You cannot be serious thought Tom, hesitating.

"Yes I am serious," said Isabel, sending a chill down his spine.

Tom looked left then right, checking there was no sign of Ritchie or Will, or anyone else for that matter. Satisfied they were alone, he dropped his backside onto the path.

"Well isn't this wonderful," said Isabel, leaning back on the bench and stretching her arms along it.

She wore a chequered green brown riding jacket. Probably some designer brand, probably over two hundred quid, thought Tom. Isabel noticed his look of distaste.

"Aww what's wrong, uncomfortable down there?"

"Yeah it is actually."

"Good." Isabel smiled, tossing her shiny locks from one shoulder to the other.

There was a gentle gust and then the type of silence only found in the deep countryside. Legs crossed, Isabel drew Tom's attention to a boot, circling it in small rotations in the air.

"Dirty isn't it...if only I had a boot boy to lick it clean."

"Uh-uh, no way," said Tom. He was looking away, as if doing so would somehow discourage her.

"I suppose mama will love hearing about your peeping...Tom."

He faced her. "I already paid for that, you can't hold that against me forever."

"Can't I?" She raised the boot within touching distance of his mouth. "Get licking."

Tom looked her in the eye - and something passed between them; an understanding, a recognition that nature and its laws could not be denied.

"Get licking," she repeated, slowly and firmly.

Tom flicked out a tongue, wincing at the earthy taste. Isabel let out a throaty laugh. "Come on you can do better than that."

He flicked out his tongue a second time. Before he knew it, he'd done so a third, fourth and fifth time.

"That's it, I want them nice and shiny," said Isabel perched primly on the bench - directing where she wanted his tongue with a leather finger.

When she crossed her legs, Tom thought the ordeal was over, but she was having none of it.

"Boy get back over here."

Tom shifted on his knees uncomfortably. "Why are you doing this?"

"Why does a cat play with a mouse?" Isabel smiled a closed smile. "Because it can."

The answer to that question would play on Tom's mind for as long as he could remember it.

"Now," said Isabel, tapping and then pointing to the unclean boot. "Get licking."

She leant back and relaxed. Tom, knees hurting - keen to get this over with before someone should stumble upon them - licked with ever longer strokes.

"Now you're learning," said Isabel.

When she was finally satisfied, she pushed his mouth away with the sole of the boot and stood. "I suppose that will have to do," she said, inspecting the wet leather sheen.

As she did so, Tom felt deep within his gut, a churning knot of resentment and irritation and yet, almost desperate, primal need to please. Isabel began walking away.

"Come, come," she said, with that same click of her fingers. "I'm not done with you."

Tom followed up a sweeping wooden staircase - Isabel's juicy behind more pronounced as the thin material of her jodhpurs stretched with every step. She walked across a landing in the same way she seemed to do everything; elegant and poised, with shoulders back, head high and straight as a spirit level. Tom trod on after her, his gait heavy and uneven in comparison. They entered a sort of lounge space, grand, yet feminine, with dark wooden furniture and pastel shades. Isabel closed the door behind Tom, then headed to another door at the wall to her left.

"Get your clothes off. I want you naked on my return," she said, neither loudly or severely, but nonetheless with the utter confidence her order would be met.

Tom made to speak, but hardly had a syllable left his lips when Isabel shut the door behind her. He stared at the back of it for a good thirty seconds, a small act of defiance, before he glanced at the window, let out a sigh, and began undressing.

And so he waited - catching sight of himself in a thick gold framed mirror - his cheeks reddening a little. What the hell was he doing here? And then he thought of Isabel and realised a line had been passed. He didn't quite know when, but he was completely at her mercy, and his cock began thickening at the thought.

When Isabel casually opened the door and strode into the room, a full five minutes later, she was out of her riding gear and wore a thin strapped, glittery silver and black mini dress, long black satin gloves, sheer tights, and shiny black heels. She let out an amused snort, seeing Tom - not only was he not wearing any clothes, but his cock stood truncheon straight.

"You boys are all the same, one track minds." Isabel stood hands on hips.

Tom gulped.

"Come here," she demanded.

He walked over, cock bobbing ridiculously in front of him.

"You should be on your knees when you greet me."

He bit his lip and shook his head, a pitiful show of resistance, before dropping to the hard wood floor.

"What was that?" asked Isabel, noticing his small act of rebellion.

Tom looked up at her innocently. "What?"

"Do it again without the face."

He stood, then knelt once more.

"Much better," said Isabel perching herself on the end of a sofa, dangling a black heel teasingly. "Yes, this how you'll greet me, just like this." She caught Tom's eye, making sure he saw her smile. "You look like a puppy, a lost little puppy. In fact, that's what I shall call you from now on...puppy. Yes, I like that."

Tom's cheeks reddened further.

"Up doggy," said Isabel clicking her fingers above his head, as she strode to a cabinet in one corner of the room. "Right there." She pointed, directing Tom where she wanted him.

He watched her as she bent from the hips retrieving something, and quickly averted his eyes when she turned. Whatever she'd taken from the cabinet, it remained invisible to Tom - she approached both hands behind her back.

"I don't think the other day was a punishment at all for you, if anything I'd say you rather enjoyed it, didn't you?"

"No," said Tom.

"Well this thing said otherwise," she said looping a satin finger around the hard shaft of his cock, before letting it spring back to his abs with a slap.

Tom grimaced - as much from the pleasure of her touch as any discomfort.

"Now let's see if we can change that." Isabel withdrew the riding crop from behind her back and slapped the palm of a hand with it.

She looked deeply into Tom's eyes, relishing the little explosion of realisation at what she was about to inflict. Tom's jaw clenched - he didn't speak. Smiling to herself, Isabel circled to his rear.

"Now," she said, with several light flutters of the crop on each cheek - as if priming them for what was to come. "Thirty's a nice round number. I want you to count, each and every last stroke."

Isabel raised her arm and the crop. Tom's ass clenched anticipating the hit. She waited a split second longer - then thwack, she brought the crop down hard.

"One," said Tom faintly, a little taken aback by the force of the blow, a little taken aback that this was really happening.

Isabel drew back the crop - thwack.

"Two," said Tom, absorbing the stinging hit - feet remaining planted - staunchly determined not to show any sign of hurt.

And so on it went: 'three, four, five, six, seven, eight....'

Halfway, at fifteen, Isabel stepped back placing hands on her hips, gazing at Tom's now pink backside. "It's very peachy isn't it? And reddens up nicely too." She grabbed a cheek with one hand - Tom almost gasped - despite his macho bravado, a sensitive ache had kicked in.

Isabel removed her hand and stepped in front of him. Her perfect cheekbones all the more defined as she smiled, observing that he was harder than ever. He couldn't have hidden the fact that Isabel's position of supremacy was a massive turn on, even if he'd wanted to. Isabel reached out and, with thumb and forefinger, peeled back his foreskin, exposing his bulbous head so not an inch was hidden from her intent gaze. As if his erection was all the tacit approval she needed to continue, she returned to his rear, rose her arm and with it the crop.

"Isabel," came the tuneful, singsong call from out in the hallway.

"Quick," said Isabel pushing Tom in his stricken state behind the open door of the room in which she'd changed, just as that which led to the hallway opened.

"Isabel there you are my dear," said Maria, striding into the room elegant as ever. "I'm on my way out to pick up a few things for the gathering, thought you might like to join me."

Isabel leant against the edge of the door. "Actually mama," she said, reaching out an arm invisible to her mother, and cupping Tom's balls. "I've rather got my hands full."

Tom bit his lip, trying not to make so much as a squeak. It was the first time he'd been in the same room as Maria since their initial meeting, and he was pretty damn certain she wouldn't take too kindly to him being up here with her daughter, like this! He only prayed the two big Alsatian's he'd often seen trailing her around the estate weren't around.

"As long as you're not bored," said Maria. "I do know how dreadfully mundane you can find the place."

"Not at all mama," said Isabel, trailing a finger up Tom's hard shaft causing him to twitch with pleasure. "I'm more than enough entertained."

Maria smiled her curved red lip white-toothed smile, and strode towards Isabel. She put a hand on Isabel's cheek. "You're glowing my dear, the country air does you so much good. And it is so wonderful having you around."

"Thank you," said Isabel, pinching Tom's nipple.

What the fuck - he let out a silent gasp. Isabel smiled at her mother, who all smiles headed back across the room.

"Oh mama," said Isabel, stopping her whilst simultaneously trailing a finger back down Tom's abs and over his twitching cock. "Would it be okay if Kitty came to the party next week."

"Why of course, you know you needn't ask."

Maria made to go, but was stopped once more by Isabel, who now had Tom's balls firmly in her grasp.

"Mama I have a question...about the new trainee groundsman. They're safe to be around aren't they?"

Maria folded her arms. "Why ever would you ask such a question?"

"Well, it was rather the way one was looking at me." She squeezed Tom's balls a little harder.

Maria revealed her perfect white teeth as she smiled, and raised her head a little. "Ah, I see. Trust me darling you have nothing to worry about. They're a little rough around the edges - but harmless."

Isabel's gaze drifted to Tom's wide expression and then back to her mother.

"Is that everything my dear?"

"Hmm," mused Isabel, one finger on her cheek, the other delicately tickling Tom's shaft. "I suppose it is."

Maria smiled - strode back over. She placed a loose lock of Isabel's hair behind her ear, kissed her on the cheek, then headed for the door.

"Believe me," she said on her way out, "those boys have reason to stare." Smiling, she closed the door behind her.

"You're crazy," said Tom, breathing in a lungful of air. "Do you even know how much trouble I'd be in if she'd seen me?"

"Did I ask you to speak," said Isabel, leading him by his cock back into position, picking up the crop she'd hidden by the side of the sofa along the way.

"But it's so...."

Isabel lifted the crop to his lips. "But nothing." Having hushed Tom, she stepped behind him. "Now where was I?"

The second half of the caning commenced, and it was doubly painful. Tom was soon squirming and gasping at each hit, only encouraging Isabel all the more. When she reached thirty, she stood back and admired her handiwork - Tom's bum was a rosy red. She moved forward and placed a hand on it - her touch was cool and soothing - Tom felt like he could melt right there into the floorboards. Hand still clasped on his backside, Isabel stepped to his side and looked to his front.

"Well that didn't work." Tom's cock was fit to burst. "I think somebody enjoys being punished, isn't that right puppy?"

Tom shook his head, that whirlwind of arousal, humiliation and pride, swirling within.

"Aww, is puppy in denial," said Isabel, slapping his ass.

Tom's hips jerked forward. Finding his voice he muttered, "No," deeply and defiantly, yet his cock dribbling pre cum betrayed him.

Isabel stepped in front of him, brought the crop to his cheek and looked into his eyes. "Dog's don't speak," she said, tapping his face.

Tom's cock twitched with every hit, leaking all the more. Isabel stepped back and placed the crop behind her back.

"Bark for me..." She raised her eyebrows expectantly.

"No, no way," said Tom.

"I said Bark for me." Isabel's voice was stern, measured, and utterly authoritative.

Tom closed his eyes.

"If you're not going to bark like a good puppy, then I think more punishment's in order."

Tom opened his eyes as she tapped the underside of his ball sack gently with the crop.

"Bark," she repeated.

Tom looked her in the eye, his arousal beyond anything he'd ever experienced, his mind a wreck of conflicting emotions. "Woof," he said, flatly.

Isabel threw back her head with a snort and a chuckle.

"I want a bark," she said, meeting his eye once more. "A proper doggy bark."

All the conflicting emotions Tom was feeling rose to the surface in one loud: "Ruff," as he cracked.

"Again," said Isabel.

"Ruff."

"Again."

"Ruff."

Tom's whole body was shaking now, he was at fever pitch, his shame, humiliation and submission, coming to a head.

"One...more...time," said Isabel.

"Ruff!" Tom's hips bucked forward, his cock twitching from its base to its thickened glands, without so much as a touch, convulsing, then erupting wave after wave of thick pearly white cum onto the floor with a loud splat.

The moment came and then passed. And then Tom opened his eyes. Isabel stood arms folded, a triumphant smirk on her face.

"Get on your knees...puppy."

No way, she isn't going to make me? Tom knelt - the last of his resistance long gone.

"Lick," said Isabel.

Tom looked up at her.

"You can either clean up your mess or I can bring mama up here and show her what you've done. You'd love that wouldn't you."

Tom lowered his head. Isabel crouched and grabbing hold of the back of his hair, gave him the extra push needed. "Now lick."

Tom winced, as tongue outstretched, he slurped up the salty streams of cum. Once and only once he'd hoovered it up, a satisfied Isabel let go of his hair and stood.

"No more masturbating for you," she said, looking down at his pale face. "You need to learn some self control. You'll cum only as and when I say you can."

Utterly ashamed, Tom nodded.

"Now get dressed and get out," said Isabel, sauntering into the other room and firmly shutting the door behind her.

Tom stared at the closed door - Because I can, because I can, because I can - her words echoed through the depths of his mind.


Four

However humiliating and shameful his experience had been - Tom was under Isabel's spell now - and felt a deep desire to be with her. He waited his next summoning with increasing anticipation for the rest of that second week, yet the call didn't come. Instead, it was Ritchie or Will who disappeared at various intervals of the day. Sensing his frustration as Will was summoned one afternoon after lunch, butler Giles leant to him, whispering: "Don't take it personally, Miss Isabel has an insatiable appetite for new things."

Whatever went on during their encounters with her, the three boys never spoke of them to each other. And so Tom's imagination ran wild. As much as he tried to distract himself with the work Brian tasked them with each day, Isabel and what she might be doing returned to his thoughts without fail.

Late one morning he was out on the boundary of the estate, repairing a section of stonewall just as Brian had shown him. In the distance he could see Isabel on horseback. He watched her grow closer and closer until, realising she was heading his way, dropped a knee to the stones and the wall he was working on. His eyes remained on the stone, but he heard the neigh of the horse, the metal clang as Isabel unsaddled, and the tread of her boots. Then there they were in front of him - straddling the low row of stones.

He felt the tip of her crop firmly on the underside of his chin. Tom raised his head. "Yes my lady, can I help you?"

Isabel gave a snort of derision like the question was too ridiculous to warrant a response.

"I take it you've managed to control yourself since I last saw you?"

Tom nodded. Isabel removed the crop from under his chin, stepped over the wall, and headed for the sparse trees beyond.

"Over here...show me."

Tom looked around and then followed. By the thick trunk of an oak, lowered his trousers. He felt the cool breeze between his legs, and then the gentle tap of Isabel's crop as she lifted his heavy balls. His cock reacted instantly, thickening under her gaze.

"Turn around," said Isabel, without a glimmer of approval that Tom had followed her order, despite the difficulty these past seven days.

"Why?" asked Tom, a stupid question if ever there was one.

Isabel merely looked at him. Without anything said, he turned to the tree. Just as it had done a week ago, the crop came down hard.

"You know how this works puppy..." Isabel paused.

Tom shut his eyes. "One," he said, faintly.

"I can't here you."

"One," he said more loudly.

Isabel smirked. And so, Tom counted them off, all twenty hard thwacks, until rosy cheeked and sore, Isabel told him to turn back around. Tom's cock was pointed skyward, its engorged helmet glistening with a dewy lustre. The merest hint of a smile played at the edge of Isabel's lips, before she turned swiftly.

"I'll expect you in my quarters after lunch," she said, already walking away.

Tom watched as she stepped over the wall, mounted her big horse, and rode off back towards the manor. Only then, realising he was still half naked, did he quickly pull up his trousers.

Up the sweeping staircase they went, across the grand second floor landing. At a door, butler Giles knocked twice, seemingly out of protocol than any expectation of reply - as the door was immediately thrust open and he took up position beside it. Tom stepped past him into the room.

Isabel sat on a pastel green sofa dressed immaculately in a short-sleeved frilly satin white blouse, black mini, and shiny black knee high boots. Tom turned hearing the door shut behind him. When he turned back to Isabel - who held a phone to her ear - she beckoned him to her with a finger. Tom walked over the dark wood floorboards, recollections of his earlier actions in this very room, blazed on his memory.

"I know, it's just so utterly hilarious isn't it?" giggled Isabel as Tom went and stood beside her.

She briefly lifted the phone slightly away from her cheek, as if it was an afterthought, loudly told him to strip.

"Oh, sorry about that Penny, just one of the new staff. Anyway what was that about Rupert...Noo!"

Tom began undressing, off came his shoes, socks, top and trousers, and finally his boxers. Isabel momentarily glanced at him whilst continuing her conversation.

"What a wretch...I hope you taught him...I bet you did."

Tom felt like a spare part - he listened to Isabel's conversation, peppered with giggles, sharp intakes of breath and "Oh really," a dozen times - but soon found his mind drifting as his gaze wandered over her smooth legs. His cock reacted accordingly - inching upwards as it stiffened. Isabel gave a girlish giggle. Tom initially thought it was him she was laughing at, but she'd barely given him a glance. Instead, it was Penny on the other end of the line who seemed to have her undivided attention. And it stayed that way.

Tom glanced at a silver clock on the mantelpiece - five minutes, ten minutes, fifteen minutes went by. And the more Isabel ignored him, the more turned on he got. The foreskin of his rigid penis peeled back to reveal the throbbing helmet growing a deeper shade of pink by the second.

"Yes, well, they're a simple species...men," said Isabel, lifting her gaze to Tom for the first time in what felt like an age.

He felt a drop - almost lost control - but somehow held back.

"Okay Penny, see you soon. I know it will be. Yes, I do...I've got some treats lined up for you too." Isabel laughed. "Yes, yes, of course. Okay Penny...I will, bye bye now."

Isabel finally put the phone down on the sofa beside her - arched her back as she raised her arms and yawned.

"Oh," she said lowering them, and almost dismissively, "I forgot you were still here."

As if. Tom, who stood rigid in every respect, averted his gaze. Isabel rose from the sofa and strode to the cabinet in the corner.

"What does every good puppy need?" she said rummaging around in a drawer.

Tom remained silent.

"A collar silly."

She said this like she was talking to a child or indeed an animal. High pitched and elongated vowels. Tom felt something roll within - his pride maybe.

"There's a good puppy," said Isabel in that same infantilising tone, as she attached the leather collar around his neck.

It had a silver chain lead - on the end a leather strap that Isabel now yanked.

"On all fours," she commanded.

Tom sank to his hands and knees.

"Does the doggy want to go for walkies? Come on." Yanking on the lead, Isabel had him follow her black boots and bare legs around the room. "Does the puppy like that hmm? Does he? Does he? I can't hear you."

A crawling Tom, barked, barked the humiliation out of himself. A sly grin on her face, and still holding the lead, Isabel sat back down on the sofa. Tom knelt, cock jutting out harder than ever.

"Now I'll let you have release," she said glancing at it. "Under one condition. You do it like the puppy you are."

Isabel leant back and crossed her legs, looked him directly in the eye, then glanced down at a boot she circled in the air. She didn't need to say it. Pulling the leash taut and Tom forward - he began humping. Such was his arousal that it didn't take long.  Within a minute, Tom threw back his head and erupted streams of cum onto the boot. Isabel smiled, tightened the leash, directing his attention to her boot.

"What a mess you've made, well," she said, lifting it slightly.

Tom's humiliation complete, he dropped his head to it and got licking. When all the streams of cum had been licked clean, Isabel released him from the collar.

"No cumming until I say so, remember," she said, reaching for her phone again.

Tom recovered his voice with a grunt. "Yes Miss Isabel," he just about managed.

"Good," said Isabel, dropping her eyes to the phone. "Now get back to work."


Five

Another week had passed. Besides the odd sighting of her out riding, Tom had barely seen, let alone spoken to Isabel. Half of him bordered on desperation to hear her polished, precise tones, submit to her natural authority. Another part of him felt like fleeing for the hills - and the battle between the two consumed him each day. Heaven and hell, pleasure and pain, two contradictory forces that to him, neatly summed up his time at Rathbone Manor.

He was out lopping the branches of an old elm tree along with Ritchie and Will, when two riders approached. They both sat pert and erect, but Tom could have picked Isabel out as the lead rider from one in a hundred. Not just by her long luscious locks flowing in the breeze, but her poised, authoritative manner that almost commanded respect. Without speaking of them, the boys snuck glances as they drew ever nearer.

Almost parallel now, Tom could see the second rider clearly. She had a reddish brown bob, a snub nose and mischievous smile that never left her face as she whispered something to Isabel as they rode past. Having gotten an answer, she glanced back to the boys, giggling. Each of them looked away.

"Wonder who that was," said Ritchie, as they disappeared out of sight.

Kitty, Tom presumed, though he didn't say this, he kept cutting the branches like they'd never gone by.

A Saturday night and the boys sat outside the lodge passing around a spliff - Ritchie had stashed away in his backpack. The rawness of winter was over - a mild spring already on its way. Down at the main house all the lights were on, lighting up the darkness like a cover from some fairytale book.

"What do you suppose they're doing down there?" said Will.

"Eating caviar. Sloshing champagne down their throats. Whatever poshos do when they party," said Ritchie without a hint of jealousy.

"What does it matter anyway," said Tom. "We aren't invited."

"No, guess not," said Will.

Ritchie took a long drag on the spliff, passed it on to Tom.

"You really wanna know?"

Will shrugged and kind of half nodded a why not. Ritchie stood.

"Come on then," he said, setting off towards the manors and its effulgent glow.

Will looked at Tom with the expression of someone about to do something they know they shouldn't, and hurried after Ritchie.

"Guys I don't think that's a good idea," called Tom after them. "Guys?"

Tom shook his head and looked away, then looked back towards them.

"Fuck," he swore, standing. He dropped the spliff, stubbed it out with his shoe, and headed after the two of them.

They crouched low, scuttling below the windows of the first few rooms they came across. All appeared much as they'd expected it to; women in silk frocks, champagne flutes in hand, an air of money and sophisticated glamour. Ritchie slumped against a wall between windows and pulled a fresh ciggy from his pocket.

"Happy now," he said to Will, who crouching stood rigid as he came to a stop beside him. "Like I said, nothin' but poshos livin' it large."

Tom, who'd moved onto the next window and was still crouching low, was all set to agree. A gathering of women - powerful women at that he thought peering in - dressed to the nines, mixing in privileged company, nothing particularly strange about that in such a setting. He was about to scamper back to Ritchie and Will, when something drew his gaze in the hallway to his right.

A lone blonde in a single strapped black dress strode elegantly, hips swaying, milky white legs eating up the ground before her. But it wasn't the blonde that so caught Tom's attention. No, it was the athletic male following in her wake, naked from head to toe, black pillory between his legs, and leashed leather collar around his neck. Tom watched, mouth agape; her walking so casual, the poor guy hopping to keep up.

Staying hidden, peeking above the window frame, he followed them to the next room and froze. His eye had immediately shifted from the blonde to the sight of none other than Maria Rathbone. She sat on a chair, almost throne like - a long slash up the side of her red dress revealing long, sender legs in sheer tights - beside her like her two loyal dogs, knelt two muscular naked men. Each wore a studded collar and leather cock ring. A third man on hands and knees knelt before her; silver tray balanced on his back like he was no more than a piece of furniture.

Lady Rathbone picked one of the morsels of food from the silver tray. Tom watched her devour it whole and then throw her head back and laugh uproariously, as she continued her conversation with the women on the seat beside her.

"Psst," whispered Ritchie from several feet away.

He flicked his head in the direction of the lodge. They were about to head back and they had absolutely no idea what was going on in there. Maybe best it stayed that way thought Tom. He nodded to them and was about to make his way over, when there came the loud jolt of a door opening behind him. Tom saw Ritchie and Will make a run for it and attempted to follow, only to slip on the dewy grass. The next thing he knew he was looking up at the thigh length leather boots of a buxom brunette.

"Well, well, what do we have here then?"

Tom's attempt at an explanation fell on deaf ears; he was frog-marched inside by the brunette and a no less forthright redhead.

"Save your explanations for Lady Rathbone," were the brunette's final words, before locking the inner door of a small porch like ante room.

Tom sat on a low bench in the semi darkness, and awaited his fate.

"Peeping Tom. You just don't learn do you."

Isabel's heels click-clacked off the slate tiled flooring as she descended two steps and strode towards him. She wore a short, shoulderless, vampish black leather dress that displayed her lithe and sensuous figure to its fullest. Tom was utterly spellbound.

"Well, nothing to say?"

He made to speak, but she'd beaten him to it.

"Anyhow, it really doesn't matter what you say. I'm sure that little brain of yours has already dreamt up a million excuses by now. Well, they just won't wash." She paused hands on hips looking down at him - there was a real foreboding in his eye that made her smile. "Stand up," she ordered.

Tom got to his feet, warily.

"As you're so intrigued as to what's going on inside, I think it's only fair I show you, hmm."

"That's really not necessary," said Tom.

"Oh, but I think it is puppy," smiled Isabel. "Now strip. Our parties have certain rules and this is one of them."

Tom looked to the open door and din of female voices beyond.

"Strip," repeated Isabel in that soft but forceful tone of hers.

He looked at her defiantly.

"You're a bad boy, a very bad boy, and you'll do as I say," said Isabel. "Now take off your clothes...or would you rather have me go and get my crop?"

Still Tom didn't budge.

"Fine," sighed Isabel striding past him to the outer porch door. "If you're going to waste my time you may as well leave right now."

"What?" said Tom, wondering what the catch was.

"You heard me." She unlocked the outer door, held it open.

"I can go?"

"You can go. But don't think you'll get an invite to one of our parties again...ever."

Why Tom didn't walk straight through that door he himself couldn't have told you - but he didn't. He dropped his head and began undressing - and Isabel shut the door smugly.

"That's more like it," she said lifting a leather collar from the top of a shelf close by.

Tom was fully undressed when she attached it around his neck. He could barely meet her gaze by now.

"Look at me," said Isabel - her cool blue eyes were all the more captivating against black eyeliner. "You trust me puppy, don't you?"

He looked at her not sure if she was playing games.

"Yeah," he spluttered.

"Good, then put this on."

In her palm lay a leather blindfold. Tom picked it up and, with one last look into her eyes, put it on. And in pitch black darkness felt the tug of the leash at his collar, as he followed Isabel up the two steps and inside the manor.

The din of female voices grew into a chatter as Tom felt cool varnished floorboards beneath his feet, smelt a wafty perfumed scent in the air. The click-clack of Isabel's heels came to a stop and he stopped with them.

"Another of your subs," inquired the posh, girlish voice, her zesty clipped tones carrying a playfulness every bit as mischievous as that smile of hers.

Isabel pulled Tom into position between herself and Kitty, and sat on an upholstered green leather armchair.

"A work in progress you might say."

Tom twitched as he felt a palm at his back, sharp nailed fingertips dancing as if on piano keys.

"Very promising," said Kitty.

"Maybe, maybe not," said Isabel. "You see this one's got something of a penchant for peeping."

The fingertips descended down his lower back and then firmly, without warning, grabbed a mound of fleshy cheek. "Naughty boy is he?"

Tom's hips jerked forward in surprise, beneath the blindfold his eyes closed. The hand stayed where it was.

"More of a disobedient puppy...isn't that right, puppy?" said Isabel, tugging any slack in the leash to reinforce her control.

"Yes," murmured Tom.

Kitty's laugh was a rich, high-pitched thing that ended with a delighted gasp.

"How frightfully funny," she said, squeezing his ass that little bit more firmly again. "And just look how he blushes."

Tom was envisioning Kitty's mischievous smile and how he'd seen her all of once, and yet, here she was touching him up, seeing him completely in the buff. And that wasn't all - his cock was beginning to swell.

"And should he be getting all excited like this?"

Isabel pinched his foreskin, wiggling his stiffening cock.

"Bad dog," she tutted, giving it a hard slap.

It bounced back against his abs only hardening further. There was that laugh of Kitty's again. She removed her hand from his behind.

"They just can't control themselves can they?"

Kitty was talking to her right, to someone else, that much Tom was sure of. If he could have see beyond the blindfold, he'd have seen stable boy Nile, leashed and kneeling at her feet. He'd have seen Kitty's slinky maroon dress and shiny, thick black belt. He'd have seen the wider room; the grinning female guests who'd each received the golden envelope inviting them, the male subs at their mercy.

If he could have drifted through the four grand high ceilinged ground floor rooms, he'd have come across clamps and cock rings, vices and paddles, gimp masks and leather bondage cuffs, and numerous other implements and devices designed to amuse the women, humiliate the men.

"You do know what happens to bad doggy's don't you," said Kitty, lightly tickling Tom's balls.

He gulped, though his cock twitched harder.

"Why they get castrated of course." She gripped his balls firmly now - Tom gasped.

"Now there is an idea," said Isabel. "You wouldn't want that would you puppy?"

Tom cleared his throat that suddenly felt very dry.

"No," he coughed.

And with that wicked laugh of hers, Kitty finally let go. Tom heard the girls whispering, then felt the sharp studs of the leather strap as it was fastened around his balls. Almost simultaneously, a twinge of pain at his nipples as silver clamps pinched their hold.

"There, that should give you something to think about," said Isabel, pulling on a silver chain connected to each nipple clamp.

"Just be grateful we're not putting you in a pillory," chuckled Kitty.

"Now I'm trusting you to behave." Isabel tapped his noise. "Like a good puppy. But just so you know, mama's keeping a close eye on you."

"Come on you," said Kitty.

Tom heard the rattle of Niles leash, the click-clack of the girls’ shoes as they walked away. And he was alone. The low murmur of female voices a background noise, broken only by the odd high-pitched laugh. Tom could only imagine what so amused them; what fresh humiliation so entertained them. He'd hear the passing of shoes close by; catch a whispered word or throaty laugh. All this time he'd thought Isabel was the exception; instead, it was mother like daughter.

He pictured the flawlessly elegant Maria Mistress of the Manor Rathbone - not a hair out of place, watching him as he twitched uncomfortably. He thought of the Alsatian like men at her side, the slash of her dress and those sheer tights, and long slender legs - the base of his stiff cock throbbed uncomfortably against the studded collar around his balls, and he closed his eyes.

High-heeled footsteps, they stopped directly in front of him. Tom smelt a subtle scent of lilac, then she spoke in that silky smooth voice of hers.

"I suppose it gets quite boring in those lodgings of yours, does it not?"

Tom's attempt at a reply delivered nothing but a half grunt, half mousey squeak.

Maria's rouge red lips curved into a smile.

"A fit young thing like yourself used to getting all the girls. I imagine it can get a teensy frustrating of an evening."

Tom's cheeks felt like they were burning up, his nipples between the clamps like they were on fire.

"What is this?" said Tom softly as he found his voice.

"This?" Maria Rathbone laughed a loud and throaty cackle. "Why this my dear is the natural order of things. You can think of it as a club, a very exclusive club, with a very select membership of rich and powerful women. Here at our gatherings we show patriarchy for what it is: a lie, an illusion, the single biggest myth of our age. Men in truth are animals governed by basic desires."

She reached out a hand and barely touching him ran a single finger over the bulbous head of his cock. Tom shivered with pleasure from the top of his head to the tips of his toes. "Nothing but slaves to your own bodies."

The hand moved upwards to the chain connected to the clamps - she tugged at it gently like an afterthought. "Press the right buttons and we can get you to do anything."

Tom gritted his teeth, shaking with pain.

"We women have been and always will be the superior sex. The sooner you boys realise that, the better it will be for all of you."

Maria let go of the chain - it took everything for Tom not to sink to his knees.

"Mr Atherton says you're a hard worker. I expect it to remain that way."

Tom listened as her heels echoed across the room.

It could have been twenty-minutes, it could have been an hour when Isabel and Kitty returned to his side - by now Tom had lost all sense of the passage of time.

"Frisky devil isn't he," said Kitty, pinging his still hard penis against his body.

"Aww, is puppy struggling," said Isabel observing his grimace.

"Please, let me go now," said Tom.

His nipples felt raw, his aching ball sack stung with the sharp studs.

"But you'll miss the main event," said Isabel.

"Please..."

"No," said Isabel firmly. "Accept your punishment like a good puppy."

Tom bit his lip and winced beneath the blindfold, but remained silent.

The main event that Isabel spoke of gradually saw the other women drawn from the other rooms. A loud murmur was so soon rippling around the room in anticipation. All Tom could think of - besides his discomfort - was how many women could now see him utterly exposed. When the hush came it descended on the room quickly, above any remaining murmur Tom heard the sound of chains.

"Big beast isn't he," whispered Kitty.

"Just the way mama likes them," said Isabel, voice tinged with delight.

Tom could almost see her licking her lips as she said this. The chained male slave had a black silk hood over his head and legs bound, half hopped, half stumbled behind the sultry blonde that led him by his leash. He was pushed on by a second woman with a dark fringe, the rest of her hair neatly pulled back into a short ponytail. Attractive, she had a strong jaw, and lightly muscled upper arms bared in a body hugging silver sequined knee length dress. The three of them stood before Maria, who sat almost queen like on her throne. You could have heard a pin drop.

"A sacrifice Mistress," spoke the curvacious, darker haired women. "To vixen Mahutra, the Goddess of divinity, and the three pronged star of light."

The roomful of women repeated her words chant like. Maria bowed her head, then raised it. "Proceed."

The male was led to a padded leather bench, upon which arms and legs were splayed as he was bound to its silver frame. Firmly restrained, the sultry blonde lifted the silk hood from his head. Wide-eyed and with a look of consternation, his eyes darted around the room. A big red ball gag muffled any attempt at speech. And so there he was locked onto the bench on all fours - like a pig at a banquet.

"What a sight," giggled Kitty. "You have no idea what you're missing," she whispered to Tom's ear.

The sultry blonde stepped to one side, while the fringed haired women parted her sparkly silver dress. She was behind him now, his ass exposed to the large ridged strap on between her legs. She stepped forward and slid into him. The man's head jerked upwards, but for the gag his cries would have echoed throughout the entire manor. She was thrusting now, gradually increasing the tempo.

In time to the thrusts, a low rhythmic chant was emitted by the roomful of women. Tom heard the rattling of the man's bounds, a barely audible groan that troubled him nonetheless. Isabel coaxed his erection, ever so lightly stroking the tip of his head, ensuring he remained on edge.

"No cumming puppy," she whispered, giving his balls a gentle squeeze.

Tom closed his eyes once more in a kind of rapturous agony. Meanwhile, the woman was thrusting with ever more vigour, ever deeper as the padded bench literally rocked. The chanting grew louder and faster, the encircled women watching on with a kind of rapt wonder. As the rocking reached a crescendo, Maria stood and strode over to the hapless male.

She gripped his dark stubbled jaw, made him look into her eyes as she whispered something to him. The man bucked and writhed, the fringed haired women at his rear pulled clear. The chanting suddenly stopped. Maria had already stepped back when the straps tore free from their tethers; as his spine arched and muscles bulged - the bench was rattling like a locomotive. Tom felt the ground shake beneath and edged back a little.

"I've got you," said Isabel, holding him in place by the leash.

There was an almighty crash, and then an almighty snort. An inhuman snort. If Tom had peeked from his blindfold, he'd have scarcely believed his eyes. The padded bench was now trampled to the ground and, in the centre of the room, stood, real as real gets, an eighteen hundred pound genuine black bull.

Maria placed a hand on its forehead, spoke something in Latin. Tom heard its loud treaded hooves as it was led tamely from the room by the sultry blonde and curvy brunette, and then, the loud din of female voices resume.

"What was that?" he said unable to comprehend the sounds, piece together an image that made sense.

Kitty giggled. "You really don't want to know."

"Come on," said Isabel freeing his nipples from their clamps, his balls from the sharp strap. "Time to go."

He was led over the varnished floor, down the cool slate tiles. Isabel unlocked the outer door of the porch, removed his collar and blindfold, and passed him his clothes in the semi darkness.

"No more peeping...Tom," she said walking forward.

Tom backed out the door. "What was that in there?" he asked again.

"Good night puppy." Isabel closed the outer porch door shut.

Head reeling, it took a moment for Tom to realise he was butt naked under the stars. He quickly put his clothes on.


Six

The next few days saw normality return, or whatever normality one could expect at Rathbone Manor. Tom returned to his jobs in the grounds with Ritchie and Will - whose inquiries incidentally about that night, he'd batted away with the simple lie that he'd been made to sit in the semi darkness of the porch the entire time he was away. And so they remained unaware of the painful humiliation Isabel had inflicted on him, unaware of the cult like gathering, and that ungodly crash and snort that Tom could still make head nor tail of. No, better to think of the porch thought Tom, almost convincing himself it was some strange dream, though, his still sore nipples told him otherwise.

And there was other strangeness, too. Showering one night Tom felt a mat of hair on his lower back that he could have sworn wasn't there that morning. Then there was that feeling he got whenever Isabel rode by on her steed - an intense desire to give chase and be at her side that took all his willpower to resist. Gritting his teeth, Tom forced himself to return to his work.

And so this was how the days went - Tom with an insatiable desire to see her, yet a deep relief when he didn't. Caught in this interminable conflict he ploughed on, and felt like if not easing, there was a plateauing of something. Until one night when there was a knock at the lodge door.

Will who was nearest answered - could only watch as Isabel, once again accompanied by Kitty, swept inside.

"Not misbehaving are we?"

Tom and Ritchie who'd been lounging on sofas, immediately stood like royalty itself had entered.

"So this is the groundsman lodge is it?" said Kitty, taking in the room.

"Trainee groundsman," said Isabel.

Kitty trailed a leather gloved finger over a lampshade, and looked at the dusty finger. "How very rustic."

"Yes, well," said Isabel, glancing at the three boys in turn. "It serves its purpose."

Ritchie cleared his throat. "Er, is there something we can help you with Lady Isabel."

"As a matter of fact there is."

For the first time Tom noticed the vodka bottle in her hand. She plonked it on the coffee table and sat on a sofa. "We're going to play a game. Four cups?"

Will immediately dashed off to get them. As he did so Kitty slid past Tom. "So you do have clothes," she whispered with a glint in her, before sitting alongside Isabel, who observed him with cool amusement.

Tom suddenly had a very bad feeling - as soon as he'd seen her he'd felt that hold she had on him. As Will placed the cups on the table, Tom edged around the sofa towards the staircase.

"Going somewhere?" asked Isabel.

"It's kinda been a long day, I think I'll..."

"Sit," said Isabel.

That was that, Tom sunk onto the sofa to the left of Ritchie and Will, and opposite the two girls.

"So Kitty and I thought it only proper all of us got to know each other a little better," said Isabel, already pouring a shot of vodka into each of the orange cups.

Tom glanced at the girls nervously - they were dressed down in padded jackets, black leggings and trainers. He already felt he knew Isabel well enough to know that there was some ulterior motive behind this. And as for Kitty, if the first experience was anything to go by she was just as devious, despite the butter wouldn't melt demeanour. Gooey-eyed Will certainly seemed to have fallen for it.

"So the game," said Isabel, "have you ever...you've heard of it"

The three boys nodded.

"Good, then pick up you're cups. Will, you start."

The game went as follows: someone asked a question, have you ever...skydived, have you ever...swam with dolphins etc, etc. If yes, you drank from your cup. These generally weren't the type of questions you asked, however, Tom knew it, Ritchie and Will knew it. But they obediently played along, asking their tame questions, drinking when required. Soon, the warming buzz of vodka was hitting the spot.

"How about we liven this up a bit," said Isabel.

"I'm down," shrugged Ritchie.

"Me too," said Will.

"But you've not even heard what she's suggesting," whispered Tom.

"Don't be a kill joy," said Will.

Isabel looked at Tom, smiling. "Well."

Tom had a bad feeling, but against his better judgement, nodded an "okay."

The new rules saw not only a drink of vodka at every 'yes', but also the removal of a piece of clothing. Ritchie and Will hi-fived each other, sure they were about to see the two beauties before them in all their natural glory. Tom shook his head, sure otherwise. At Isabel's resumption, the questions immediately took on a more sexual tone, though innocent enough at first.

"Have you ever kissed a girl...have you ever had a one night stand..." And it quickly became clear, not only that the girls knew a hell of a lot more about the boys than they knew about them, but also what they'd been getting up to on their summoning’s to Isabel.

"Have you ever oinked like a piggy? Neighed like a horse? Barked like a dog?"

One by one, much to their humiliation, Will, Ritchie and Tom, removed a piece of clothing and drank from their cup. It didn't take long before all three were down to their boxers.

"Hmm, now let me see," mused Kitty, a finger at her cheek.

Isabel leant to her whispering something in her ear.

"Noo," said Kitty, theatrically in mock horror, looking to the boys. "Have you ever tasted your own cum?"

All three of the boys were red faced; they couldn't have hidden their shame even if they'd wanted to. Without looking at one another, they took off their final item of clothing. The girls who except for the removal of their coats, a few bracelets and suspicious extra layers, remained as dressed as they'd entered, couldn't have looked more smug if they'd tried. And they let the moment sink in. Tom looked up to see them smiling broadly, and dropped his gaze.

"Puppy," said Isabel clicking her fingers and pointing at the floor by her feet. "Over here."

He looked at her sullenly, determined not to submit. She clicked her fingers a second time. "I won't ask you again."

Something inside - a deep overwhelming urge became too much - and he scrambled to her side.

"There's a good puppy." Isabel stroked his chin. "Now," she said, reaching behind her back and retrieving a sponge ball from her coat pocket. "Does the puppy want to play fetch?"

Tom knelt, arms in front, hands arced like paws as he sniffed out the ball. Despite being all too aware of Ritchie and Will's presence, there was nothing he could do - he was transfixed, beholden, captive within Isabel's spell. She held the ball above his head, teasingly. Tom jerked his head to it, emitting a desperate low, dog like whimper.

"You want?...you want?" She lobbed the ball across the room to the small kitchen area. "Fetch."

Tom took off like a shot, scrambling on hands and knees, bumping into things, returning with the ball proudly between his teeth. By now, Ritchie and Will's laughter had long since joined Kitty's.

"Good puppy," said Isabel, taking the ball from him.

She stroked his chin as he whimpered, panting breathlessly. She passed the ball to Kitty.

"Does doggy want his ball back, hmm, does he?" Kitty smiled. "Go get it," she said, tossing it.

And just as before, Tom raced after it. After a third chase and fetch, he knelt panting heavily, tongue hanging loose, cock stiff. Isabel put away the ball.

"I don't know what you two are chuckling about," she said to Ritchie and Will.

Both fell silent as Isabel turned her gaze towards them. "You horsey. On your knees. Come on."

Ritchie gulped - for all his laddish banter he was as helpless as Tom before him - the more he resisted, the greater the urge to do just as Isabel commanded grew stronger. On hands and knees, he knelt in front of the girls.

"Fancy a ride?" asked Isabel.

"I certainly do," said Kitty, "and I've got just the thing."

Crop in hand Kitty lowered her pert behind, straddling Ritchie and, with one swish and hard thwack on his bum, set him in motion.

"That's it," she said, urging him forwards with a clucking of her tongue and another swipe of the crop.

Ritchie reared his head and, despite all attempts to fight it, let out an uncontrollable high-pitched neigh.

"Good horsey," said Kitty, gripping his hair as she sidled by the sofa with a grin.

Tom, meanwhile, found his gaze inextricably drawn to Isabel's leggings - the next thing he knew he was uncontrollably humping his stiff cock against them.

"Bad doggy," she said, pushing him back with a slap.

Tom looked to the floor, blushing fiercely. After rounding the sofa a couple more times, Kitty brought whinnying Ritchie to a stop.

"Well, would you look at that," said Kitty, levering his stiff cock downwards as she glanced below. "Is horsey turned on?"

Shaking his head from side to side, trying to resist, Ritchie let out another of those high-pitched neighs. Sitting primly on his back, Kitty smiled at Isabel like the cat that got the cream. Isabel turned her attention to Will - who wasn't laughing now.

"Piggy, piggy, piggy," she said, retrieving something from a different coat pocket and striding towards him.

She recovered what was in her hand from behind her back, snapped the elastic over Will's head, and adjusted the little plastic piggy snout over his nose. Will sunk to his hands and knees without so much as an order, and oinking followed Isabel's steps to the door.

Outside it was teeming down, and puddles of mud had formed on the grass fringe. Will looked up at Isabel, riven with a deep urge to be out there and yet, simultaneously recoiling back at the idea. Isabel, however, simply flicked her head to the swirling rain. At that Will took off, oinking, taking to the rain and mud. The rest of them watched from the doorway. Kitty still sat atop Ritchie, Tom obediently by Isabel's knee.

Bathed and covered in mud, his stubby little prick pointing upwards, Will returned inside. Kitty got off Ritchie's back as Isabel grabbed their coats.

"Piggy, puppy and horsey," said Kitty, viewing the three of them. "What a trio," she laughed.

Isabel merely smiled, pulled up her hood, and led Kitty out and back towards the manor.


Seven

The boys were to never speak of that night - not the next day, nor the day after that. Where once laddish banter regarding the women of the manor had flowed, now any mention of Isabel or Kitty saw conversation cut to an awkward silence as they recalled their own, and indeed each other’s humiliation. Tom for one kept his head down. Whatever Isabel's power, whatever control she'd exerted to have them do what they'd done, it both terrified and transfixed him. He awaited his next encounter with her with a nervous trepidation, tinged with a needy arousal that grew by the day.

A week later and he and Will returned from that days jobs on the eastern edge of the estate to find butler Giles heading their way.

"Lady Rathbone requests your presence," he said in that glum, unsmiling fashion of his, adding, having already started back towards the manor, "Follow me."

And so they did, into the manor, up the sweeping staircase and past several shut doors they went, until Giles finally stopped at one, and knocked. He opened the door, remaining in the corridor as he gestured Tom and Will forward.

Maria Rathbone sat behind a large, varnished, dark wood desk, tall sash windows behind her, Ritchie stood in front of her, Isabel slightly to one side.

"Finally," she said, as Tom and Will entered and the door shut firmly behind them. "I want both of you to see this."

Tom stood next to Isabel, Will next to him. He caught Ritchie's eye - he had his head down, had the look of a condemned man.

"Well, are you going to tell them or should I,' said Maria, sternly

Ritchie's croaked reply was stifled by Maria's booming voice. "This insolent, two faced swine has been stealing."

A handful of glistening jewellery lay on the desk. Tom's gaze drifted from Ritchie to it, straight back to Ritchie, then across to Maria.

"Oh yes he has - we caught him red handed, found this little stash smuggled away to boot. Isn't that right, swine?"

Ritchie raised his head, looked at Will and Tom. "I...I admit it, I stole all of it." Voice wavering, he turned away, dropped his head once more.

Maria looked at him. Her lip curled upward on one side and then fell straight again, then puckered as she shook her head tutting. "You've got two options: I call the police right now and have you escorted off the estate, or, we keep this in house and I discipline you myself. Well, what's it to be, speak up now."

Head lowered, Ritchie said somberly, "The second option."

A smile played at the edge of Maria's mouth. "Just as I thought."

The heavy-set armchair delivered a woody screech as she pushed it back and rose. Tom spotted the two Alsatian’s at either side of the alcove behind her. He couldn't help but remember the two buff men so similarly servile and situated behind her, that night of the party.

"Lower your trousers," said Maria, rolling back the sleeves of her silk blouse.

Ritchie shook his head. "No, no way."

One of the dogs barked loudly.

"There, there," said Maria, stroking its head. "My dogs, they're very protective, they don't like to see the Rathbone's made fools of. Isabel, have Giles make the call."

"Yes mama," she said, turning to go.

"Oh, and do make sure to have him add that we have an admittance of guilt from the thief."

"Wait!" said Ritchie stopping her. "Okay, okay." He unbuttoned his trousers - let them fall to his ankles.

"Those too,' said Maria, red soled stiletto heels click-clacking off the floor as she rounded the desk.

After a brief pause, Ritchie reluctantly lowered his boxers without complaint. Tom couldn't help but notice the smirk on Isabel's face to his left, she was clearly loving this no end.

"Here we are," said Maria, sliding open a chest of drawers, returning with whatever she'd retrieved.

She stopped several feet away from Ritchie, and in her black leather pencil skirt - the way she arced a slender wrist against her waist - looked like something straight off a fashion magazine cover.

"Bend over the desk," she ordered.

Ritchie looked back at her with horror.

"I won't ask you again," said Maria, glancing at her red fingernails.

Ritchie turned and lowered himself. Only now did she bring forth the coiled leather whip - cracking its forked leather tip in the air with a snap. Ritchie flinched, Tom and Will too.

"Jumpy?" whispered Isabel to Tom's ear.

She had a twinkle in her eye, a perky glow that suggested she was in her element.

"Trust is essential to the functioning of Rathbone Manor," said Maria, with a pointed look at Tom and Will. "Without it where ever would we be?" She looked to her target, held her arm and the whip back. "Where indeed?"

And with a single flick of a wrist, expertly brought the forked tip down hard on Ritchie's bottom with a crack. He winced, grimacing as he lowered his head to an arm on the desk. Maria, barely drawing breath, repositioned the whip, before sending it crashing down a second time. Ritchie let out a muffled gasp.

"Silly horseys only got him self to blame," said Isabel, quietly, but loud enough for all three boys to hear.

"On your tippy toes," said Maria.

Ritchie lifted his heels and in doing so his tender, vulnerable, backside. Maria raised the whip.

There was that distinctive snap and crack, a fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth, ninth and tenth time. Tom winced at each and every stroke. Isabel seemed to only grow taller. After the tenth strike, Maria strode over to Ritchie and, whip dangling from a hand, glanced down at ass cheeks crisscrossed red with stripes like an artist examining her work. Tom thought it was over, but Maria stepped back in to position.

"Disobedience will not be accepted," she said, cracking the whip harder than ever.

Ritchie sucked in air, arced his back, wiggled his bottom as if it had somewhere it could escape to. After the twentieth stroke, Maria turned to Tom and Will.

"I think you've seen enough."

Tom glanced back at the whimpering wreck that was Ritchie, and left the room ashen faced. He heard the crack of the whip resume from the hallway.


Eight

Tom was never to see Ritchie again. His belongings were gone when they got back to the lodge. Brian assured them the next day he'd been sent away with glowing references, beyond that, their inquiries got nowhere. And so the boys returned to their jobs that bit more wary of falling foul of Lady Rathbone.

Three days on from Ritchie's sudden departure, Tom was out in the fields chopping wood, when he heard the tread of Isabel's chestnut stallion approaching. Dark hair flowing in the mild breeze, that ever so slight rosiness to her cheeks, Isabel brought the horse to a stop beside him.

"I'm hosting a dinner party tonight," she said in that haughty manner of hers, peering down at him. "I've decided you shall attend as a guest."

Tom looked up. "Okay."

"I'll have to make you presentable of course." Isabel geed the horse with a cluck of her tongue, already had it trotting on, when she called back, "I'll expect you at six."

The day crept on at a snails pace from that point on. Tom, not sure what to make of things, felt that familiar buzz of nervous anticipation as the aforementioned hour approached. At exactly six on the dot, butler Giles rapped his knuckles on the door to Isabel's quarters.

"Enter," came her voice from inside.

Giles pushed open the door, Tom stepped inside, the door closed shut behind him. Isabel, who stood rifling through clothes at the floor to ceiling closet that ran the length of one wall, didn't so much as turn. "Strip," she simply commanded.

Tom glanced at the huge four-poster bed and the separate en-suite as he peeled off his t-shirt - observed the expensive looking cream and gold lined wallpaper and various other trappings of luxury as he removed his shoes and trousers. He paused, hands on the waistband of his boxers, noticing the reddish brown cat sitting snugly on a cushioned chair to his left. It looked like it was almost smiling, and didn't remove its gaze, not when he stared back, not when he stepped out of his boxers, not when he stood butt naked.

"So many choices," said Isabel, still at the closet, keeping him waiting.

When she hung a lacy black dress from the closet door handle and finally turned, she looked to him with a disappointed sigh and shook her head. "You really think that's any way to greet me?" She clicked her fingers pointing to the floor. "Kneel."

Tom dropped to his knees, watched as Isabel barefoot in tight black jeans and a loose white vest top strode towards him. She yanked the underside of his jaw so he met her eyes.

"Far better," she said, lightly patting his cheek with a smirk. "Now stay."

As Isabel strode off into the adjoining en-suite, Tom glanced at the cat, now almost at eye level, then dropped his gaze. The sound of running water could soon be heard from the en-suite, then it stopped, and Isabel reappeared in the open doorway. "Here puppy puppy," she called to him in that infantilising tone of hers.

Tom crawled on all fours - just as he knew she wanted him to - but there was also a lack of strangeness to it now, it was almost beginning to feel as natural as walking. The big tub in the bathroom was half full - off its bubbled water drifted the scent of magnolias.

"In you go," said Isabel.

Tom looked at the water and backed away, strangely perturbed. Isabel grabbed him by the scruff of the neck, led him to the tubs edge. "In you go!" she said more firmly.

Tom clambered in, and didn't lie in the tub, but remained on hands and knees in the warm water that Isabel was soon sloshing over his body.

"Good puppy," she said, not missing a spot, soaping the perfumed water between his butt crack, between his legs - peeling back the foreskin of his swelling penis and giving it a good scrub. "That's how I want you, nice and clean."

With a smile, she let go of his stiff penis and ordered him out. Tom was flannelled down, led back to the bedroom and ordered to sit. The cat - on the bed now - met him with an intent gaze. Isabel's hand trailed over it, stroking its head and body as she headed past the bed to her make up table.

She sat dabbing her cheek lightly with blusher - applying a darker red to her lips. "I've got something for that later," she said, glancing in the three-way mirror stand at Tom and his erection.

She watched him drop his head.

"I can't very well have you crawling around with that thing slapping between your legs can I?"

"No," said Tom.

Isabel grinned. The cat jumped down from the bed and glanced back at her with a meow.

"Does the pussy want out?"

The cat meowed again. Isabel got up and opened the main door out into the corridor. The cat gave one last glance at Tom, and head held high, silkily slipped on out. Isabel lifted the lace dress from the closet and looked at Tom. "Turn around, no peeping now."

Tom was forced to imagine Isabel sliding off her clothes, baring that smooth pert body so close behind him. He shut his eyes and fought the urge to turn.

"All done," she said after what to Tom felt like an age.

When he scooted back around she was sat brushing her hair. The lace dress reached just above her crossed knees. She wore sheer stockings and strappy leather black heels - she looked sensational.

"No puppy play," she said looking at Tom in the mirror, "you're going to be a good boy for me tonight."

"Yes," he murmured almost trancelike - he was staring at Isabel's crotch, wondering if she had any underwear on beneath that thin dress.

Isabel smiled, put the brush down, tossed her luscious dark hair behind her, and walked to the closet. The stylish navy blue suit, white shirt and sliver tie, was laid on the bed before him.

"Get dressed," ordered Isabel.

Tom did so, sliding the smooth fabric over his sensitive cock head, putting on the shirt, the suits jacket, and shiny smart shoes Isabel passed to him. Finally, she folded his tie, turned down his shirt collar, and led him to the full-length mirror.

"Who's a pretty boy," she said gazing at him and his reflection.

Tom felt awkward and constrained, though, of course didn't say so.

"Ah, one last thing." Isabel took a comb from her make up table, combed a few of his loose hairs into place. "Perfect," she said, stroking his nose with a smile - as right on time there was a knock at the door; Giles informing Isabel her guests awaited her.

"Best behaviour," she said, striding out ahead of Tom who followed the click-clack of her strappy black heels obediently as ever, not far behind.

There were six others seated around the perfectly set, pristine white, table-clothed long dining table; two male and including Kitty, four female friends of Isabel. They had the accessories, the smart clothes, the relaxed nonchalance that came with wealth and privilege. Isabel tapped the back of a chair next to Kitty, told Tom to "sit."

He did so feeling no more comfortable than he had moments earlier having first put on the suit. His tie felt tight, he felt like a slide under the microscope as the other guests observed him in that brash, entitled way, only a certain class could.

"Doesn't Tom scrub up well," said Isabel, making him feel even less at ease.

"Very pretty," nodded a chinny girl named Penny.

"He looks better naked," purred Kitty. "Oh," she said, feigning shock as she looked up. "Did I say that out loud?"

The rest of the table broke into laughter. Tom simply blushed. Kitty placed a hand on his thigh, and he was suddenly very aware he had no underwear on as the smooth fabric brushed against his manhood.

"The starter," announced one of the waiters, as placed before each of them was a neat little concoction of lemon risotto cakes with smoked salmon.

Tom copied the others in selecting from the vast array of cutlery before them. The guests had names like Rupert, Henry, Zara, Felicity and of course Penny. They spoke in plummy accents of public school shenanigans, getaways at mummy and daddy's second home, the polo or the races, or whatever social event on the calendar came next. Tom, who generally remained silent, couldn't have felt more out of place, though Kitty kept him on his toes, slapping a hand on his thigh every now and again as she let out another of those girlish giggles.

"Give my regards to the chef," smiled Rupert, smugly, as his starter was cleared. "Fantastic choice," he said with a wink at Isabel.

A lavish main of veal followed - and it was just about the most delicious thing Tom had ever tasted - and he got stuck into as such.

"It's not going to jump off the plate my boy," said Rupert, sounding a dozen years older, despite not being much older than Tom.

Noticing everyone else looking his way, Tom returned to his food eating and chewing that bit slower.

"So Tommy," said waifish Felicity, "where is it exactly you come from?"

"Kilby Cross," said Tom. "Lancashire."

"A northerner," guffawed Rupert, looking at Tom like there was an alien at the table. "Bad luck old chum."

"Don't be so beastly," admonished Zara. "I for one find northerners rather endearing, what with that gruff way of theirs."

She smiled at Tom like she'd paid him the greatest compliment in the world. Rupert dabbed the edge of his mouth with a napkin, sticky out ears wiggling as he finished off a forkful of food. "Yes, well, they have their uses I suppose."

The tinge of irritation Tom had felt bubbled into outright anger.

"And what would they be?" he said, through gritted teeth.

Rupert looked at Tom for a second as if taken aback by the directness of the question, but sensing his anger, and being the smug toff he was, pulled the thread a little more.

"You really want to know," he said, dabbing at his mouth with the napkin again and leaning back.

"I really think it's best we change the subject," said Felicity.

Rupert waved her comment away breezily with his hand. "You and your folk," he said, fixing Tom with his stare, "are good for what you've always been good for, nothing, but the boring, soul destroying, crap jobs thankfully none of us will ever have to do."

Tom's blood was boiling now and Kitty's grip tightened on his thigh.

"In summation," continued Rupert. "Kissing our arses and then licking them clean."

"Oh Rupert, don't be so crude," said Zara.

Tom was seething, and all set to get up and knock the smug grin from Rupert's face, when Isabel interjected.

"Say goodbye to my guests and return to my quarter, Mr Baxter. You know how I want you upon my return."

Still flushed red with anger he looked her in the eye, then stood.

"Good boy," said Isabel.

He said goodbye to the guests, evading Rupert's smug face.

"Good bye Tommy," said Rupert, nonetheless.

The last thing Tom heard was Penny's inquiry of, "Where do I get a garden boy," and the laughter that followed as he strode from the room.


Nine

Tom began to undress, freeing himself from the discomfort of the tie at his neck, the suffocating feel of the suit on his body. Naked once more, he took a sharp intake of breath and exhaled - conscious of the strange fact that he felt more comfortable without clothes than with them.

Looking around the room his eye was drawn to a curved wicker basket on the far side of the room. He walked to it and looked down, taking the golden heart shaped trinket that hung on it between his fingers. Inscribed on it, in capital letters, was the word 'puppy.' Tom quickly let go and backed away, a dizzying rush of thoughts and emotions flooding his mind.

When Isabel returned a quarter of an hour later he was sat kneeling as instructed. She walked to him, lifted his chin with a finger. "You're going to have to control that temper of yours."

"Your friend, he's a—"

"Watch...Your...Words," said Isabel, sternly.

She lightly patted his cheek and strode over to a bedside drawer. Tom couldn't help but follow eagerly on all fours - he had the most irresistible urge to rub himself against her, hell, even hump her smooth stockinged legs.

"You're going to have to control those urges too," she said almost telepathically.

"I've got just the thing to help you."

She took something from the drawer, sat on the bed and tapped her knee. Tom scooted to her side.

"Up," she said, clicked fingers gesturing for him to stand.

Tom did so and watched passively, emitting only a low yelp as she took hold of his balls and slipped them between a plastic ring. Next came the clear chastity device that was slid over his penis and clipped into place. Isabel finally secured it all with a mini metal padlock.

"There," she said, wiggling the whole sorry contraption and Tom's cock and ball's with it. "That'll hold you."

Tom's face was a picture, a mixture of astonishment and alarm.

"Don't look so scared," said Isabel, tapping away on the device. "You'll get out in good time...so long as you behave."

She leant over to the bedside table and picked up a thin gold chain. "Wouldn't want to lose this would we?" she said, linking it to the chastity key, then placing it around her neck. "That would be very bad."

Isabel grinned a wide grin and Tom became aware of the constricting plastic as the blood rushed below. There was a knock at the door.

"Ah," said Isabel, seemingly expecting it.

She walked to the closet, opened it - and clicking her fingers, pointing inside, looked over to Tom. "Come on puppy...inside the closet...that's it."

Tom couldn't have disobeyed her direction even if he'd wanted to. There was a second knock.

"Now sit...and stay," said Isabel, pointing one finger vertically. "Good puppy." She smiled as she shut the closet door.

Rupert sidled into the room, hands in pockets with that air of casual indifference and cocky arrogance he seemingly had down to a tee. Isabel closed the door behind him.

"I couldn't take my eyes off you tonight," he gushed, "your beauty, it's well, beyond words."

The first cracks in that mask of indifference were appearing; his hands were now out of pockets and reaching to Isabel needily. She brushed past him and sat on the bed.

"Kind words but I always thought deeds were more telling."

Rupert smiled. "I'd do anything for you."

"That's a dangerous thing to say to a girl like me."

"It may well be," he said, moving towards her hungrily.

"Ah..." Isabel held up a hand stopping him in his tracks. "Stay right there."

"As you wish." Rupert grinned.

Isabel crossed her legs, placed a hand on one knee. "You know what I want from you."

Rupert's grin vanished. "Come on Isabel, no more games."

"But I like games," she said leaning back, palms flat on the bed behind her.

"Fine," said Rupert, sounding like an impudent child.

"Good boy, or should I say good chimp."

For the first time Rupert blushed, his suave look of self-possession giving way to one of awkward embarrassment. Eyes downward, cheeks flushed, his shoulders rolled inward, his arms dangled at his sides, and lips puckered he delivered a series of absurd, "Ooh-ah-ah's."

Isabel clapped her hands, delightedly. "Again, again."

Cheeks flushed a brighter pink, Rupert emitted the high-pitched chimp cries. Isabel let him stand before her in the silence, dwelling on what he'd just done. Finally she curved a finger beckoning him forwards. With quick hands she unbuttoned his trousers, unzipped his flies and pulled both trousers and underpants to his ankles. His thick little prick stood ramrod straight. Isabel observed it with a shake of her head and stood.

"Lie down on the bed. Head here," she said tapping where she'd sat.

Without so much as a squeak he lay down as ordered. Isabel glanced to the closet with a knowing grin, then lifted the hem of her skirt to reveal the smooth creamy white skin above her stockings as she knelt onto the bed. Rupert's head, firmly between her thighs, she stared down into his helpless eyes, then scooted forwards lowering her skirt, covering those eyes. She certainly didn't need to tell him what to do. Isabel arched her back, her face drawn upwards to the ceiling, her mouth open with pleasure.

And as for our poor puppy, he could only watch - peeping between a thin gap in the wooden slats only able to imagine her taste. He listened as her soft moans of pleasure grew louder, felt the excruciating constriction as his caged cock swelled below. Yet he did not move, Isabel's command of "stay" would not be broken.

Legs tucked beneath her Isabel rode Rupert's face like she was atop one of her prized stallions until, finally, her pleasure came to a head, her moans reached a crescendo. A couple of circular shimmies of hips and she lifted herself from Rupert's flushed face, brushed down the hem of her skirt, and walked to the door.

Rupert sat on the side of the bed, still hard, looking at her lustily. "You're seriously still not going to let me fuck you?"

"I don't fuck chimps." Isabel held the door open.

Rupert shook his head, grinning that wide grin of his as he let out a sharp pant of frustration. "At least a blowjob then."

"Rupert...Get...Out."

He stood awkwardly pulling his trousers over his still bone rigid cock.

"I want you Isabel," he said, passing her at the door. "And I'll do anything, anything for you."

"I know," she replied breezily, and firmly shut the door in his face.

Isabel strode across the room to her make up table, where she sat and picked up the brush.

"Needy, needy, needy," she said, looking at her positively glowing reflection as she brushed her hair.

Isabel put down the brush. "Well, you can come out now."

The closet door opened and Tom crawled on all fours to Isabel's side. She ignored him as she unbuckled the leather straps of her heels, smoothly slid off her stockings. Crossing her bare legs, only now did she glance to him.

"Aww, is puppy frustrated?" She pinched his chin lifting his head, forcing him to meet her eye.

"Please...I...need..." Tom's mind was a scrambled mess, all he wanted was out of his cage.

Isabel looked down at his engorged cock trapped in the plastic chastity, and smiled. A thread of pre cum dangled from the open slit. She reached down gathering it with a finger, incidentally on the way, lightly brushing the tip of the device causing Tom's whole body to twitch.

"Open up," said Isabel.

Tom opened his mouth and Isabel wiped his doggy juice over his tongue.

"And swallow."

He swallowed his sweet, ever so slightly salty gloop.

"Good boy. And since you've been so very good for me tonight, I think a reward's in order. How would you like to sleep here tonight?"

Instinctively, without even being aware he was about to do it, Tom barked an enthusiastic bark. Isabel smiled a closed smile and stood. "Now turn around whilst I change."

Dressed in her emerald green silk negligee, Isabel tossed Tom a pillow, pulled back the covers and got into the big four-poster bed.

"Sweet dreams puppy," she said, turning off the bedside lamp.

Tom lay down on the hard floor - and despite all that had happened this very night, despite his still sore cock and swirling thoughts, felt strangely comforted to be at her side.


Ten

When Tom awoke the next morning, Isabel was nowhere to be seen. Her bed was neatly made, and the bright room had a boutique hotel freshness and tidiness to it. Folded on a chair were his clothes. Tom dressed, squeezing his trousers over his locked chastity - aware that he should feel far more uncomfortable given he'd spent the entire night on the floor. Instead, he felt bright eyed, you could even say bushy tailed. He descended the grand staircase and, in the early morning golden light, made his way along the path back to the lodge.

Brian worked Tom and Will hard that day, just like he did the day after and then the day after that. It was the final week of their traineeship and Tom was sure he wanted them to crack. But there was no way he was giving in after all these weeks, and the sickening void he felt at the thought of never seeing Isabel again, made sure to redouble his effort.

A full five days passed, and there wasn't so much as a distant sighting of her. Tom scanned the horizon, squinting his eyes, hoping for the merest glimpse of her - all to no avail. By now, he had a desperate need for release; his balls ached, his locked cock was sore, and his incoherent thoughts led back to one thing: Isabel. Another day passed.

On the Friday Tom returned to the lodge to find Will nowhere to be seen. He checked his room - his belongings were gone. Tom made his way along the path to the manor. Giles met his inquiries blankly - then walked on - Tom understood to follow. Up the stairs, across the landing and along the corridor they went, until reaching that same room Ritchie had been so summarily dismissed. There, lady Maria sat behind the large, dark, varnished wooden desk - satin blouse, pearl necklace - fountain pen hovering over the paper before her.

"I've been expecting you," she said, not looking up.

Tom stepped in front of her, silently glancing at the two Alsatians flanking the windows behind her.

"I suppose you're wondering where little William's got to?"

"Yes," said Tom.

There was a loud scribble as Maria quickly passed the pen over the paper with an elaborate flourish. She put the pen down and leaned back as she glanced to Tom for the first time. "William's been moved on, with glowing references I might add."

"But why?" said Tom. "I mean what did he do wrong?"

"It's not a case of what he did wrong, it's merely that he didn't have the requisite qualities that we at Rathbone Manor are seeking. But you on the other hand."

That glint in Maria's eye, the way she looked at him made Tom's heartbeat quicken, the hairs on the back of his neck prickle. She tapped the edge of the desk with the nails of four fingers in quick succession.

"Here," she said, standing and turning the piece of paper on the desk Tom's way. "Your contract. Should you wish to make your position permanent all you have to do is sign on the dotted line."

Tom looked down at the contract, but the words and letters seemed to scramble themselves into mumbo-jumbo.

"Take your time," said Maria, sitting and crossing her slender stockinged legs. "There's no rush."

He looked back down at the piece of paper - this was what he'd worked so hard for, this was what he wanted wasn't it?

"But won't we need more help without Ritchie and now Will?"

"Another three candidates shall arrive in the autumn. Brian shall manage till then, he always does."

Tom nodded.

"But your duties will be extending way beyond the grounds, Isabel's taken quite the shine to you."

The very mention of her name made Tom's caged cock twitch.

"Where is she? I haven't seen her lately," said Tom.

"Always studying," smiled Maria, as if sensing his intense need. "But her course is coming to an end soon and she wants someone here at the manor, able and attentive at her side."

Tom glanced again at the two dogs. Maria didn't need to turn to see what he was looking at.

"Obedient creatures aren't they. But they get their treats and rewards...they live a charmed life."

She pushed the pen on the desk towards him. They were no clearer; to Tom the words and letters still resembled gobbledygook. Nonetheless, he picked up the pen, and under Maria's swirling signature and watchful eye, signed on the dotted line.

They came for him at midnight. Pulling him from his bed still naked. Tom saw none of their faces - the hoods of their black satin cloaks were up - their grip was firm but somehow reassuring.

"The lady of night awaits you," one of the women cooed.

He was led out the lodge, into the mild night air. Overhead somewhere an owl hooted. Tom felt like he was dreaming. On they went, the close cut grass like velvet below, a giant full moon and endless starry sky above. A fire glimmered in the distance. They drew nearer and nearer until reaching two lines - a tunnel of cloaked women. Each held a fire lit torch and stood ceremoniously.

The four women that had guided Tom here picked up and lit their own torches as they joined one of the two lines facing one another. A rhythmic chant began; melodious, soothing, hypnotic. It was interspersed with stand-alone whispers, fast and more urgent: "The lady of night awaits you this dark night...the lady of night awaits you this dark night... the lady of night awaits you this dark night..." Here, there, the single voices rang out against the lower rhythmic chant.

Tom stepped forward, walking through the aisle of torchbearers - coming to a stop before the blazing fire and the black cloaked figure stood before it. The hood was lowered, Maria stared towards him peerlessly, black hair framed by the flickering fire. All fell silent as the chanting stopped.

Under Maria's gaze, Tom was suddenly and deeply aware of his nudity for the first time. She glanced down at his chastity, a smirk playing on her lips, and ordered him to "kneel." Her elongated vowels made the word sound twice as long - it was said with such deep authority and command, that Tom dropped to his knees in an instant.

Maria stepped forward, raising his head with two leather-gloved fingers beneath his chin. "You submit yourself wholly to House Rathbone and the mother of night and her child of light."

The words floated dreamily into Tom's conscience lodging deep and irrevocably. Gazing up he knew they were so - that his path was already set.

"Then turn," said Maria, looking over and beyond him. "Turn to your new mistress and owner. For she comes."

The rhythmic chanting had started once more, mingled now with single excited voices of "she comes...she comes!" The women bowed their heads as she passed. She was a vision of strength, vitality and sexuality. The black cloak open at the waist clung to shapely pert breasts - besides her black riding boots she was naked - and perfect in every conceivable way. Tom was captivated, dumbstruck. Isabel walked to her mother, kissed her on the cheek, then turned to Tom and tenderly laid a hand on his cheek. "Everything's going to be all right puppy. Now lie down."

The close cut lawn beneath him was bouncy and soft. Isabel removed the thin gold necklace and with it the small golden key from around her neck. She parted Tom's legs and reached down, unlocking the padlock and sliding off the chastity with a puckered squelch - his engorged cock sprung free already slick with pre cum. Isabel flattened it against his body, then stepped forward, placing a riding boot either side of his head.

He looked up at the tight slit of her vagina, his cock twitching at the sight - feeling stiffer than it had ever felt in his life.

"Open your mouth," said Isabel, staring down imperiously.

Tom did so. When her piss hit the back of his throat, it did so with such force, came as such a shock, that he almost gagged.

"Drink, drink, your goddesses nectar," said Maria.

Nectar was the appropriate word; the golden liquid bizarrely had a honeyed sweetness and, after the initial shock, Tom gulped it willingly. He stared up into Isabel's eyes, she down to his, the forceful spray barely touching his lips. She had Tom catch every last drop as it trickled to a stop, then reached down and clutched his jaw, puckering his lips. "Good boy."

He shut his eyes as the last of the warm sweet liquid left his throat. This surely is a dream, how could it not be? When he opened his eyes again he saw that the black cloaked women had encircled them. He tilted his head back to see Maria watching over proceedings, and then forward again as he felt Isabel's touch once more. She had a hand wrapped around the base of his cock - held it upright as she lowered herself to it. He felt her warmth as she slid him inside her, a sensation that could only be described as heavenly.

The cloaked women were circling now, flickering torches held out before them, chanting rhythmically to Isabel's movements. The soles of her boots flat on the soft lawn, she straddled him up and down - riding him like one of her mounts. Tom shut his eyes trying desperately to surf the wave of pleasure before it broke. A sudden piercing heat struck his chest; droplets of wax from two big red candles Maria gripped in her hands. Pleasure and pain merged until it was impossible to tell the two apart.

The stabs of pain at his chest stopped and Tom looked to the twinkling stars above. He was in ecstasy now, another world of pleasure. The circling and chanting grew faster and louder. The fire behind them crackled. Tom looked to Isabel. She pushed him deeper still. He could hold on no more. Back arched - the wave of pleasure crested gliding into pure nirvana and beyond. The stars above spun, the circling torches became nothing but a circle of light - and then came the release, freeness from himself, a detachment, a letting go that he could simply but ride, and then...

All had gone silent, all had gone dark. Tom felt strangely discombobulated. He blinked looking up at Isabel. She crouched, ran a hand through his hair and smiled. "There's a good puppy," she cooed.

Tom felt something rise up within and barked a loud bark; except it wasn't a man's bark, it was too real. Isabel placed a collar around his neck, stroked the underside of his chin and smiled. "Now you get to play at being a real doggy."

Her perfumed scent smelt sweeter than ever, he felt that same primal need to please her, but multiplied by ten. Tom tried to speak, but instead barked another of those uncontrollable barks. Isabel stood.

"Happy?" asked Maria beside her.

"Very," smiled Isabel.

The black cloaked women had seemingly vanished into thin air, the fire was nothing but steaming ash.

"Back to the manor it is," said Maria, leading the way.

Isabel set off with her, pulling Tom's leash. "Come, come," she said. "There's a good puppy."

And on all fours he followed his owner obediently, floppy eared and dark haired, tail wagging behind.
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