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Introduction

Please note this story could be considered disturbing and/all offensive.  

 For mature readers only.  

 

This is a Female domination themed book containing descriptions of males being treated harshly. It includes descriptions of slavery, bondage, punishments, humiliation, torture, and feminisation. 

This story does not in any way relate to current or previous world events or people, this story is fantasy, please read it as such.




In a not too distant world where female’s rule with absolute power, all males must be owned and registered.  




This story follows a male called Steven who is dumped by his long-term partner and owner. Suddenly finding himself unowned he must report to what is now called The Disciplinarians Station for reassignment. The normal procedure being he will now become state owned property, the state will then reallocate him to another female or send him to do state work. However, the young Disciplinarian on duty decides to ship him off to a hotel in a foreign land so she can receive a small bonus. 







The hotel on the coast of Spain is one of the most popular holiday destinations for the wealthiest of females from across the globe.     




Steven finds himself in a place where males are nothing more than feminised slaves. He finds out just how worthless he and all males are here due to the constant flow of new slaves. Once his training is over if he survives steven will find himself in the role of a skunk maid. A skunk maid has but one task in life, to clean. 




The hotels strict all female staff ensure that males are worked hard. The only concern here is for the wellbeing of the female guest. Behind the scenes Stevens along with all the other male’s destinies are sealed, as the hotel owners plan for a better future.  




The story begins with Steven arriving at his destination, his new home for the foreseeable future.




As always a few things to note: I have a new editor who has gone through the book, but still understand if you are looking for Shakespeare or Macbeth then don’t buy this book, go read some of their work. I will not change my style of writing to please you, I have ensured my editor hasn't changed the style also. I have never taken a degree in literature and never will, mathematics being my forte. So if you don't like the way I write or what I write about it’s not rocket science, don't buy or read my work.     

 

I hope that is simple enough for those narrow minded people who think they are better than everyone else.   




Enjoy the read

 


The Hotel Diana
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Chapter 1

New Life

The trip had lasted many hours, finally the truck had arrived at its destination. There was complete darkness in the cargo bay where we were kept. The only sounds had been that of the engine and the air pumping unit. The back of the truck had been completely sealed off from the outside world. The ride itself had been fairly smooth, the truck taking two breaks on the way to wherever we were. During the stops the rear of the truck was never opened. I knew there were seven of us in here from when we were loaded. We were all naked with our hands tied and attached to clips above our heads. Our ankles had also been tied together, forcing us to stand in the same position for the many hours the trip had lasted.

Without warning the back doors of the truck swung open. The whole cargo bay was filled with a blinding light. A rush of very warm air blew in making it feal like someone had turned on the heating. The last time we had seen day light or breathed fresh air was when we were loaded onto the cargo ship back in England. Since then, we had been kept in confinement. I was not sure how long ago our journey started; it was however many days.

I knew we were by the sea now; the scent of the sea air filled the cargo bay. There was movement and my hands were unlocked from above my head. There was a sudden pain in my arms as they dropped after hours of having been locked in the upright position. Slowly my eyes were adjusting to the light, looking out of the truck I saw two women looking up at us. One was the disciplinarian who had been with us for our whole trip. She was a middle-aged lady, her light brown hair always tied back tightly. She had always been in uniform when we saw her. The dark blue blouse and skirt. She always chose to wear a skirt that ended just above her knees. Some disciplinarians wore longer skirts, other chose to wear combat trousers. Her blouse was unbuttoned at the top and she was not wearing the black tights she always did anymore, I guess that was due to the heat of wherever we were. She wore low-heeled back shoes which most disciplinarians wore. We had been fortunate that it was her who had supervised our trip. Most disciplinarians were very harsh and enjoyed nothing more than causing pain and suffering to those male’s unfortunate enough to have dealings with them. This lady had beat us very little, she had ensured we had sufficient to eat and drink during the trip. She was also kind enough to ensure we had time to be free of the small cages we were contained in while on board the ship. she would supervise our one hours exercise each day in the cargo hold of the vessel. I knew many disciplinarians would have just left us locked up while they enjoyed the luxuries above in the passenger areas.

The other lady present had dark tan skin, she looked of Asian descent about mid-twenties. She was not very tall about 5 foot I would guess; she was however very incredibly sexy looking. She wore a tight-fitting yellow dress finishing just below her knee. A gold name badge on her left breast reflected in the bright sun light. She wore no tights or stockings, her shoes being a kind of open sandals which laced up round her ankles. The two ladies were laughing and talking, now paying little attention to what was going on in the rear of the truck.  

A man dressed in a one peace light pink skin-tight bodysuit, who had no hair not evens eyebrows had now taken my hands and tied them behind my back. He then untied my feet and taking my arm he led me to the rear of the truck and unceremonious threw me out. He then went back to deal with the next slave. I landed flat on my belly on a gravel surface in front of the two ladies who were still chatting. I managed to lift myself onto my knees and knelt facing the ladies. Others followed out of the truck in the same way and lined themselves next to me also on their knees.

“So are you having a stayover here now?” the Asian looking lady asked the disciplinarian. She had a well-spoken accent.

“Oh yes, two weeks of relaxation, sun and sea, all expenses paid.” The disciplinarian replied with a giggle.

“Your love it here, you’re pampered nonstop and we aim to make it so you won’t want to ever leave.” The other lady said with a laugh.

“I can’t wait, as soon as you sign for the cargo I can start my holiday,” the disciplinarian responded with excitement.

“Right let’s get on so we don’t hold you up any longer than necessary.” The Asian lady said as the last of the slaves was thrown to the ground and join the line of naked kneeling males.

“Ok if you sign here and here, it’s for seven.” The disciplinarian handed the lady a clipboard who walked up and down the line of kneeling slaves giving us a quick inspection.

“Fine, there you go all done, holiday time for you.” The Asian lady had signed for us and handed the clip board back.

“Do you have luggage?” She then asked the disciplinarian.

She pointed towards a locker below the cargo hold that we had travelled here in.

“A few bits,” the disciplinarian laughed in reply.

“Fetch it.” The Asian lady ordered the slave in the pink body suit.

The slave opened the luggage hatch and removed two big heavy suitcases and one smaller bag. He struggled to lift them all. The beautiful Asian lady then stood in front of us.

“Guys up on your knees, get your legs and back straight, kneel upright for me.” She ordered and we all adjusted our position.

“Face the floor in front of you.” Was her next order which we all again obeyed.

“If you follow me I’ll take you to reception and get you all booked in.” She spoke to the disciplinarian.

“That’s great thank you,” the disciplinarian replied as they started to walk off.

The slave in pink struggling with the heavy bags behind them. The disciplinarian turned to the truck as she walked past it.

“Shoo, back to the UK you,” she laughed as she said it.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” Came a reply from a male voice, I took it that the driver was also some kind of slave.

He would have no holiday and had to drive straight back to no doubt bring another load of slaves here.

The truck pulled away once the ladies had gone. We were left kneeling in the uncomfortable position not sure what was going on or where we were. I took it that we were in a kind of holiday complex by the conversation the two ladies were having.  As I knelt there with the hot sun beating down on me, the sweat started to drip from my head and body. I wanted to wipe my brow, but with my hands tightly tied behind my back that was not possible.

My mind drifted back to only a few weeks ago. Happy in my comfortable life with my long-term Mistress and childhood friend. I thought my entire life would be spent with her and in her service. Then that day when she had me knelt in front of her and told me it was time I moved on as she had found a better slave to serve her. She was kind in her words to me, she knew how hurt I was. I loved her more than anything, however I also knew this was her decision to make, it was the world we now lived in, the only important thing was what my Mistress wanted.  My Mistress sent me to the disciplinarian’s station that same hour to report there as a now unowned male. That would automatically make me state owned. The long two-hour queue and then the very young, probably new disciplinarian that dealt with me came to my mind. She had made a phone call while I knelt in front of her, checking to see if a bonus was still attached to sending males to a place called D4567. Once she found that there was she gave a big smile and took me into custody. Three days later I started my journey here, wherever here was.

We had been kneeling on the cobbles for what seemed like hours. Not a person was seen or heard, we were just left there alone. None of us moved or made a sound, all to afraid we were somehow being watched. There was not much I could see from the position I was in with my head tilted downwards. We appeared to be in a courtyard was really all I knew. From when I was thrown out of the truck I had noticed there were some buildings to our right and trees to our left. The ladies had walked towards the buildings when they had left us. My back and legs really started to hurt from the position we had been left in, my knees had lost feeling.

Suddenly there was the gentle footsteps coming towards us. The Asian looking lady had returned at last.

“Guys look up at me,” she ordered.

She had a beautiful soft and friendly voice. I raised my stiff neck and head to face her. She stood in front of us her legs slightly spread and her hands on her hips. I could only describe her as stunning as she stood there looking down at us.

“Guys I’m Miss Annabelle,” she pointed to her golden name badge.

“Always address me as such. I am your instructor and will help you guys learn about your new role here.” She looked down at each of us as she spoke.

Her voice was soft and gentle, it was clear by her accent that she had a good education.

“Now guys I will be taking you to what will be your home for the next few days. Your first lesson is how we walk in a group. Once your trained and in uniform you will be able to transport yourself round the complex differently.” She paused and again scan the line of naked males kneeling before her.

“Now guys stand up.”

We all slowly made our stiff aching limbs work and got up onto our feet. As we did Miss Annabelle said in a raised voice.

“Guys when I tell you to do something I expect to hear yes thank you Miss Annabelle as you are doing it.”

We all spoke together.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.”

“That’s better, always respond to a lady when you are given an order, are we understood?” She asked.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all answered.

“Now guys all turn to your left.” She commanded.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” again we all commented together.

Miss Annabelle let out a giggle.

“I think you’re going to be fast learners.” She paused.

“Now normally guys you would have to hug the male in front of you and pull in tightly behind him. Being as your hands are bound behind your back I want you to take hold of the slave’s cock behind you. Do that now guys.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” We said as I felt the man in front of me taking hold of my cock and I did the same to the males behind me. 

I have never had a male touch me before today and I have never touched a male. Miss Annabelle walked down the line pausing at each of us to ensure we had done as she instructed. My face glowing red with the humiliation of what I was being made to do.

“Guys pull the male close in behind you,” was her next instruction.

“Pull his cock as close to you as possible,” she giggled as she spoke.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” We did as we were told as we replied to her order.

I was now tightly up against the male in front of me as the male behind me was tightly up against my back.

“Guys this is about moving about without taking up too much space and being less of an eyesore to any guest that might see you. Ensure you look at only the slaves head in front of you.  If there is something you need to see I will instruct it. The guy in front of the line just look at the back of my heels and follow me.” Are we all understood?”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” came our response.

Miss Annabelle took her place at the front, as she walked off the slaves in front followed and there was a tug on my cock forcing me forward. Likewise, I pulled on the slave’s cock behind me. I just felt so humiliated and found it hard to believe it was happening and all at the orders of a beautiful woman.

We walked towards the back of the yard and into another open space. Here the ground was tarmac, we walked past many parked cars. It was a large car park that we walked through. I heard the chatter and laughter of women and young girls as we walked. Some laughing at us as we walked by them. Being that my gaze was only on the slave’s head in front of me I did not see who we past only hearing them. We went through another small gate and back onto cobble stones, after a short distance we stopped.

“Guys look up to your left.” Miss Annabelle commanded.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we answered as we did.

I saw a red door.

“Guys this is the security office, they are like our own private disciplinarians, this is where you report if ever told to.” She paused

“Guys be warned they are as strict as the ones you knew in your old lives.” I knew disciplinarians were naturally mean women who enjoyed their roles immensely and took the greatest pleasure in the sufferance of males.

“Guys look right now.” She ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” We all turned our heads to the right.

There was a long pole attached to a wooden frame. The pole run about six feet above the ground. Attached to the pole were three naked males. Each had their hands tied behind their backs, their legs bent up behind them. There wrist attached to their ankles. The pole running under their armpits and behind their backs. They hung in an up turned hog tie position, their weight and the weight of gravity pulling them downwards, they seemed to be unable to move any part of their bodies accept their heads. One of the males hanging there was completely lifeless, the other two look worn and pale.

“Guys there are many punishments here for disobedience or laziness, this is one that the hotel favours.” She spoke matter of fact but still in her normal friendly way.

“Guys being hung up there is fatal more often than not.” She paused to again allow her words time to sink in.

“Right guys let us push on.”

Again, Miss Annabelle took her place in the lead, and we followed with our cocks being pulled by the slave in front as we replied to the lady. I could not believe what I had just seen, the slaves seemed to be being executed, I think they were just hung like that and left to die. At least Miss Annabelle had showed us to let us know how serous this place was, I am sure that was her intentions and it worked brilliantly.

A few steps later we walked into a building and along a long corridor passing doors to our left and right. We went up a flight of steps and finally into what looked like a large room.

“Guys stand on the white line and face me,” Ordered Miss Annabelle.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we sounded a little more motivated since seeing the slaves hanging on the pole.

We all had no doubt Miss Annabelle had the power to put any of us on the pole if ever she chose to. Miss Annabelle took a seat on a comfortable leather chair facing us, there was no desk, she crossed her incredible sexy legs. She knew we all were staring at her and she seem to enjoy it. She also knew that an erection was impossible for any of us, as was the production of any nasty male sperm due to the pink pill all males had to take by law each day.

“729e come stand next to me please,” Miss Annabelle said out loud.

Swiftly from the corner of the room a young lady approached Miss Annabelle and gave her a beautiful curtsy. She then stood with her legs crossed and her feet forming a T-shape, her hands crossed at the palms in front of her and her head lowered to face the floor.  She stood perfectly still. It was hard to understand as this lady was clearly submissive to Miss Annabelle. It was very rare to see a submissive woman. It was not legal for males to own females, but perfectly legal for one female to own another. Miss Annabelle also called her by a number which seemed very strange. The lady was clearly some kind of maid; she wore a pink and white checked dress that came down just below her knees. The collar and cuffs made from a stiff white looking material. The dress was covered by a full-length white apron that finished on the same line as her dress. On the left side of her apron was the number 729e printed in black fancy writing.  She wore a black cravat tucked into the back of her collar and a maid’s cap of the same colour as her dress.  Her legs were covered in thick black tights, which seemed odd in this heat. She wore 2-inch-thick heel black shoes with a silver buckle. She was a pretty lady, her expression was one of meekness, the fact that her pink hair was tucked into her maid’s cap and her fringe made her look even more submissive.  She wore little make up, blue eyeshadow with red blusher on her cheeks and a light natural looking pink lipstick and blusher.

“Face the new guys and display girl,” Miss Annabelle ordered the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” she responded as she turned and faced us.

She spread her legs wide apart and pulled up her dress, so it was above her waistline. A waist snapping corset clearly visible now, it had a locking stainless steel belt round it so it could not be taken off. The whole thing really was confusing me.

“This guys is what is called a skunk maid, it is the lowest form of life this establishment has.” Miss Annabelle paused to allow us to fully understand her.

I could not understand how could she say that this lady was the lowest form of life, we were males, and all males were a lower form of life than any lady ever was. Miss Annabelle gave a giggle.

“You guys look so confused.” With that she stood up and pulled down the ladies’ thick black tights and panties. 

We then saw the maid had a cock and balls, Miss Annabelle gave a loud laugh, the maids face turning a bright red as she stood there fully displayed and no doubt humiliated.

“Maid strip for the new guys to see you,” Miss Annabelle next ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid answered and immediately started to remove her clothes.

Before long the maid stood there wearing only the tight corset that could not be removed, because of the belt locked round it.  A metal stainless steel collar was also tightly attached round her neck. The tightness left red markings round her skin just above and below the collar.              

“Hands on head girl,” Miss Annabelle ordered next.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid responded and obeyed.

The maids hairless body remained perfectly still as we stared in disbelief. There was a branding on her front right chest just above the heart, ‘Property of the Diana Hotel’. Below that the number 729e, that was what Miss Annabelle had called the maid. The maid also had perfect medium size breast. The maid’s cock was pulled back tightly between her legs. The maid was ordered to turn so we could see her back. Now I could see that her cock had a ring going through its head and this was attached to another ring going through the back of her testicles. It made her cock get pulled tightly back. On her left shoulder was the same branding as on her front. The maid was made to turn and face us again, her/his face red with embarrassment, she stood still with her hands on her heads.

“Get dressed maid,” Miss Annabelle then ordered the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid said and started to dress.

As she did Miss Annabelle took her seat again and completely ignoring the maid continued to speak to us as we stood there, still with our hands bonded tightly behind our backs.

“Now guys looking at your faces I think what I am going to say to you is going to come as a bit of a shock to most of you,” She paused.

“You are all going to be just like this skunk, the reason you are here is to serve as skunk maids,” she smiled and let us all process what she had just said.

“Now if any of you feel you can’t be a good little skunk maid speak up, I have lots of space on the pole outside,” again she smiled.

She put her hand up to her ear to show she was listening for any slave that wanted to go and spend the rest of his life hanging on the pole. After a few seconds with none of us saying anything she gave a big smile

“That’s wonderful, so let’s begin your training guys or should I say girls,” she giggled.


Chapter 2

Training Begins

“Guys I want you all to take a 360 spin round the room.” Miss Annabelle twilled her finger in a spinning motion to indicate this also.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all said and then slowly I started to turn my body.

The room was more the size of a hall. There were no windows, however there were several closed steel doors along the walls of the hall. On one side of the hall, it looked like an office had been set up, a desk and a leather sofa, along with other comfortable furniture. Inside the hall I saw items of furniture that I felt were used for torture. A wooden horse with straps to attach us to for whippings, there were several other frames and cages about. I also noticed rings attached to the floor and walls. Soon I was facing Miss Anabelle again.

“Okay guys that give you a quick look at your home,” she said with a giggle.

The maid had fully dressed now and was standing as she was before.

“Look at how the maid is standing,” Miss Annabelle next said in her soft sexy voice.

“This is you’re at rest position,” Miss Annabelle paused to allow us time to look at the maid.

“Look at the way her feet form a T-shape,” Miss Annabelle pointed to the maid’s feet. She then made an upward flowing motion with her open hand.

“The legs have no bend they are beautifully straight. Her hips turned forward displaying her body. Look at her straight arms and the way her hands sit above each other,” Miss Annabelle pointed to the maid’s hands.

Then Miss Annabelle moved her open hand close to the maid’s face and pulled her hand back towards the floor before she started to speak again.

“Her head facing the floor straight in front of her. Her whole body is symmetrical and submissive. Guys this is the at rest position, whenever you are told to stand this is the position you will now stand in. You then remain like that perfectly still. Let me see you in it now guys.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all moved our bodies into the position.

Being that our hands were still tied behind our backs we could not put our arms in front of us, Miss Annabelle laughed at seeing that.

“I forgot your hands are still tied,” she said.

“Never mind” she then added still smiling. 

Miss Annabelle then walked down the line of us standing as she had told us to. As she did she pushed us apart a little making space between us. She made corrections to our body positions as she inspected each of us. Miss Annabelle then stood back and looked at us, without turning to the maid she spoke.

“Maid fetch me a black marker pen from my desk.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” The maid curtseyed and immediately ran off to the end of the hall where Miss Annabelle’s desk was, we heard her heels clicking fast once she was behind us.

My body was aching so much, not only from the position I was now standing in, but from the whole day much of which was spent in stillness. I am not sure why Miss Annabelle called this the at rest position, there was nothing restful about it. In fact, it was a very uncomfortable position to be in. I was hoping soon we would be allowed to visit a toilet and have something to drink. My throat was so dry. We had not been given any water since arriving here. It seemed to be the last thing on Miss Annabelle’s mind. 

“Guys get use to standing like this, if you are ever caught standing in any other way you will be punished. Understand?”. Miss Annabelles soft and sexy voice again said.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all answered.

The maid ran back and curtsied before Miss Annabelle. She bent her back slightly and held out the marker pen for Miss Annabelle to take. Miss Annabelle took it without saying a word, the maid immediately took a step back and went back into the at rest position. The maid seemed so well trained and completely obedient and focused on serving this lady. Miss Annabelle step towards us and using the marker pen she wrote big numbers on our chest; I was given the number 4.

“Now you have names,” she said with a smile.

“These will do until you get your proper designations.” She added as she stood back and looked at us standing there.

As I was looking towards the floor I could not see her face, but knew she had a look of satisfaction.

“Right guys I’m going to have my lunch break now, no moving, no sound, just practise standing like this, understand”.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all responded.

Miss Annabelle then walked to the door we had entered by and left turning out the light on the way. Once she closed the door behind her we were left in pitch blackness, no light entered the room from anywhere. The maid had also been left standing along with us and was somewhere to the front of me. We all stood in complete silence and stillness, each alone with our own thoughts on where we were and what was going to become of us.

As I stood there I thought about the young disciplinarian that had sent me here, I wondered how much of a bonus she got. I thought I would end up on a street cleaning detail or something similar as I waited for a new owner. The young disciplinarian had taken that opportunity away from me by sending me to some far away land for her bonus, the world did not seem fair. At least Miss Annabelle seemed a nice enough lady, she was also very beautiful. I wondered how long this training was going to last, I wondered if we really were going to be turned into the maid that was standing somewhere close to me. There were many things to wonder, yet none of them were under my control.

Hours seemed to have passed, I was so desperate to use a toilet and to drink, hunger started to also bite. The dark stillness was all I had along with the pains in my back and legs. My arms and hands had long since lost feeling from being tied behind my back. Without warning the lights came on, all of us suddenly blinded by the brightness. Heels clicked and Miss Annabelle came into focus, walking towards us with a paper coffee cup in her hand. The maid gave a curtsy as soon as Miss Annabelle appeared. Miss Annabelle sat and crossed her legs on the chair in front of us. Looking up at us she took a sip of her coffee; the aroma of the coffee and her perfume now filled the air around us.

“Untie their hand,” she spoke in the direction of the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid gave a curtsy and then went about untying our hands.

“Guys when your hands are untied place them in the correct position,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

There was silence and Miss Annabelle put her hand to her ear, turning her head slightly towards us, indicating that she was waiting to hear something. We all immediately caught on.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” She gave a satisfying smile.

There was pain in my numb arms as I moved them to my front. I wanted to shake them and get the feeling back, but I just moved them into the position we were ordered to.

“Guys whenever a female enters or leaves your presence, you are expected to show them respect. This is achieved by a curtsy. From now on I expect to always see a curtsy from you when I or any other female comes into or leaves your presence. Is that understood?” Again her soft sexy and friendly voice said out to us.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all said as one.

“Guys being that you do not have dresses on yet, when you curtsy just move your arms slightly away from your body’s and place your wrist at right angles. Once you are dressed you will lift the hem up. Show them maid.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” The maid then did two curtseys.

One with the hand movement that Miss Annabelle told us of, the other by lifting the hem of her dress as she bent her knees.

“Maid go into the bent leg position of the curtsy and hold,” she ordered the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” the maid always answered in the same polite way, like she was completely brainwashed or a robot.

The maid went into the position she was told to and held it, remaining perfectly still.

“Guys look at the distance between her two feet,” Miss Annabelle paused to allow us to look.

“Look at the bend in her knees,” again Miss Annabelle paused to allow us to see what she was talking about.

“Her back nice and straight and head lowered,” another pause.

“Go into that position now, let me see it,” Miss Annabelle ordered us.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all responded like the brainwashed robots we were also now becoming.

We all went into the position. From her comfortable seat and still sipping her coffee she inspected us.

“Number two point your feet forward.” She said while looking at him.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” The man replied as he adjusted his position.

“Number four a little more bend in your knees.” I obeyed.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” I said as I did.

Miss Annabelle kept us in the uncomfortable position as she sipped again at her coffee. Holding us like that with our legs bent Miss Annabelle went on giving instructions.

“Guys when you drop into the legs bent position you hold it for two seconds. One Mississippi and two Mississippi,” she counted out loud.

“You then go back into the at rest position. Are we clear?” She said with a smile.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” I felt my legs burning as I held this position, daring not to move until told to.

“And up,” Miss Annabelle waved her hand in an upward motion.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all went back into the at rest position.

I felt my face glowing red as my naked body practised how to curtsy in front of this beautiful fully dressed lady.

“And let me see a full curtsy now,” Miss Annabelle instructed.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all went into the curtsy position.

I counted in my head one Mississippi two Mississippi and then went back into the at rest position. Miss Annabelle gave a smile at us all.

“Perfect guys, so now no excuse for never giving a wonderful perfect curtsy to all females.” She said with a big smile.

“Now guys you have to keep your movements nice and graceful, I know at times your body’s will ache and be tired, but that is no excuse for not showing a female absolute respect.” She held her hand to her ear again.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle we all answered.

Miss Annabelle then looked at her watch, the gold on her tanned skin looked so erotic. She got up and walked quickly towards one of the doors in the large room.

“Quickly follow me all of you,” she spoke fast like suddenly she was in a rush.

We all quickly followed her into the room. It was a large room with a toilet right in the centre. There was also a sink attached to the wall along with some cupboards.

“Show them how to clean the toilet maid,” she directed the comment to the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid responded.

The maid went to the cupboard and came back holding a bottle of disinfectant and a small scrubbing brush not much bigger than a toothbrush.

“Guys form a semi-circle and stand round so you can all see,” Miss Annabelle directed us.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all responded and formed the semi-circle.

A few seconds later Miss Annabelle went up to one of the slaves, she stood right up to him almost pushing him backwards.

“So 2, you think I am here to just waste my time do you?” She addressed him by the number she had written on his chest.

“Sorry Miss Anna,” he never got the chance to end his sentence.

“I told you only a few minutes ago how to stand,” her voice sounded cross.

I then noticed he had not put his feet in the correct position.

“Miss AN,” Again she interrupted him.

“Get out, go wait for me in the main room, go get out,” she raised her voice and pointed to the door.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the red-faced male gave her a curtsy and then left the room.

Miss Annabelle’s voice then went back to her normal soft and sexy tone.

“There are only two positions for your body to be in when cleaning a loo, show them the high position maid.” It was just like the conversation with the male she had just sent out did not happen.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid said.

The maid stood in front of the toilet, then keeping her legs together, bent her knees and then lowered her back to reach the toilet.

“This is position one, you will always be in this position when cleaning. When you need to go deeper, show them maid.” She said softly.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” the maid responded.

The maid then fell to her hands and knees. Keeping her back straight and looking down into the toilet she started to clean it deeper inside.

“Guys you will find here, it is not only about the quality of your work, but it is also about how you carry that work out. It is important for skunks to not only work hard but to look good as they do, do you all understand that?”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all replied.

“You will never be in any other position when cleaning loos. Now watch the maid clean and learn. I will be back soon.” Miss Annabelle then walked out of the room, and we all gave her a curtsy.

I heard her shout at the slave outside waiting for her as she left.

“Follow me!”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” came his very nervous sounding reply.

For the next half hour or so we all stood still watching the maid clean the toilet using the small brush and disinfectant. No one spoke and only the maid moved while cleaning. Again Miss Annabelle walked back into the room without warning. We all curtsied her, the maid stood from her work, also giving her a curtsy.

“And then there were six,” she said with a giggle.

None of us knew what she meant or knew what happen to the slave for not standing correctly. Our thoughts were then bought back to the here and now.

“Guys when I teach you something there is no option attached to it. It’s not difficult here just do as you are taught, are we clear?”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all replied.

“Right number one, sit on the toilet and use it, I take it you need to go.”

The slaves face went bright red.

“Hurry up one we don’t have all day,” she raised her voice.

“Yes sorry thank you Miss Annabelle,” he said as he sat down and relieved himself while we watched.

“Guys you are no longer permitted to stand, whenever you use a toilet you will sit, are we clear?”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we responded.

“You will never use a loo without permission from staff unless you are on your rest period, the only loos you will use are those designated for slaves use,” she paused to allow the slave on the toilet to finish.

“Right number one clean the loo now.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” he got up from the toilet and cleaned it in the way we were shown.

After letting him clean for about 10 minutes she moved on to the next slave.  All five of us took turns at using and cleaning the toilet in front of the others. It seemed like our humiliation meant nothing, I felt it was something I had to get use to really quickly.

Once we had all taken our turn at using and cleaning the toilet we were again told to follow Miss Annabelle. We went into one of the other rooms off the main room, it was clear that Miss Annabelle was rushing us now. Inside this room there were two large buckets with lids on. We stood in a line facing them.

“Feed them maid and be quick. Three spoonful’s each,” she gave the maid the order.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” The maid then got out a large tablespoon from a cupboard.

I watched as the maid then bent down and opened one of the buckets. A white mussy looking substance was inside. The maid took a spoonful of it and walked up to the first slave who instinctively opened his mouth wide, and the maid forced the spoon into his mouth. The slave instantly made a strange face and a gurgling sound. Miss Annabelle let out a little giggle.

“Your get used to it, you may want to swallow and not chew though,” Miss Annabelle laughed as she spoke.

The maid force two more large spoonful’s into the naked man’s mouth before moving onto the next slave.

“Guys this is the only thing you will eat now, it is specially designed by the hotel to give you all the nourishment you will ever need, it may not taste very nice but what does that’s good for you,” again she gave a little giggle.

When my turn came I understood what she meant. A bitter horrible taste, it took all my effort to swallow it and not to spit it out. I couldn’t help but make a gagging sound as I swallowed it. Once we had all been fed we were given a cup of water each which came out of the other bucket. The warm water tasted like it had sat in the bucket for the last few days.

We were then led into the big room again by Mistress Annabelle. She ordered the maid to collar us and tie our hands behind our backs again. The collar fitted to us was a heavy leather one, the maid fit them tightly, so it was hard to swallow. Mistress Annabelle went over to the side of the room and tapped her foot onto a ring attached to the floor.

“One come over here,” she ordered.

This man was now collared, and his hands were secured behind him.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” He said as he ran over to her, giving her a curtsy when he arrived.

“Guys once your collared and hands have been secured find a ring, lay on the floor placing your necks at the ring and hurry up.” She then again tapped the ring where she was standing with her foot.

“Get down there,” she spoke to slave 1.

“Yes thank you Mistress Annabelle.” He spoke as he more of fell as getting down due to his hands being tied behind his back.

Mistress Annabelle then squatted down and attached his collar to the ring using a small clip.

I fell to a ring also once my hands were tied behind my back again, now the maid was helping Mistress to secure our necks to the floor rings. It was the maid that secured me. The ring was so small that my throat was pressed into it. I was unable to move my head and the side of my face was pressed tight to the floor. Mistress Annabelle now stood in the centre of the room watching the maid work.

“Guys you have not been given your pink pills. The hotel believes in self-control. Over the next few hours certain parts of you will start to work. Let me warn you should I see any sign of self-relief in the morning, it will be a one-way ticket to the pole for you, do you all understand?” Miss Annabelle’s voice had a very serious tone as she spoke.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” our voices were muffled as all our faces were pressed to the floor.

I could not believe Mistress Annabelle was going to leave us like this all night. We couldn’t move, couldn’t get comfortable, we could die like this. The maid was standing in the middle of the room by Miss Annabelle now.

“Be in the car park waiting for me at 11am girl, report to housekeeping now and asked to be assigned work.” Miss Annabelle directed the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid rushed away to find more work now that Miss Annabelle had done with her for the day.

Miss Annabelle’s footsteps headed for the door, she never said anything. The room went into pitch blackness as the door closed behind her and the lock turned.


Chapter 3

Introduction to our new lives

The night was one of the longest of my life. I am not sure how many hours we spent attached to the floor. I am sure Miss Annabelle had plenty of time between her shifts to allow her sufficient time to relax before coming back to work.

At first when the lights went out and the complete blackness surrounded me I did go into a panic. I struggle to breathe and thrash my legs about. Due to the way my neck was secured to the ring I was a little on my side but mostly on my belly. I was unable to turn, and my face pressed to the floor which terrified me. I found it hard to believe that such a beautiful and innocent looking lady like Miss Annabelle would leave us in this way. It was clear that our welfare was of no concern to her. My body ached and was painful from all I had been through in the very long hours since I was last able to rest. We lay there in complete darkness; it was a windowless room; the air was still. The only sounds came from the whimpering and moans of the other slaves, no doubt all suffering like I was. The wooden floor dug into my ribs. I felt myself begin to sweat, not sure if it was getting hotter in the room or if it was my horror at being left like this that made me feel hotter. My mind raced through the day and everything we had been told, the things I had to remember or risked being taken away like slave two was, I wondered briefly what had happened to him.

I wanted to turn my body, but my neck was attached to tightly to the floor ring to move. I could not understand why we were left like this. My mind drifted onto the beautiful Miss Annabelle, relaxing in her home no doubt in the highest kind of comfort while I lay here like this for her. I felt my life had no value but then why train me, but then why leave me like this where I could die, my mind raced in circles. I was so tired and focused my mind on what I had been taught today, I had to gain control of myself, there was no help here. I think once or twice I drifted off into a sleep but wasn’t really sure if that was so. If I did each time I woke up gasping for air in a panic. Other screamed in the same way as me during the night.

There were times over the many hours that I felt lower than I had ever before. Being that there was no idea of the passing of time it felt like many days had passed since being placed here. At times I convinced myself that we were put here to be left to die. Long into the ordeal I had my first erection for many months, the last was when my old Mistress allowed me to miss taking the pill. It was the last time my body was allowed to feel sexual relief. Mistress Annabelle told us the effects of the pink pill would wear off, she also gave us the stark warning of what would become of anyone that allowed their self-release. It was just another thing to add to the agony I was in.

Many very long hours passed like this. Many panic attacks, many nightmares before the blinding light hit us. Then there was the sound of heels clicking to the centre of the room.

“Morning guys, untie them maid.” Miss Annabelle’s beautiful and cheerful voice filled the room along with the smell of coffee and perfume, I knew I had survived the night.

“Yes thank you Miss Anabelle,” came the familiar reply of the maid.

“Skunks when you are untied come stand on the line in front of me,” ordered Miss Anabelle.

After a pause she shouted.

“I didn’t hear you do you all need punishing!”

“Sorry yes Miss Annabelle,” came the weak response from us still pinned to the floor.

A little giggle followed from Miss Annabelle.

I was the second slave to be freed. I struggled to my feet, a couple of times falling back onto the floor due to the lack of feeling and control over my body from so many hours of bondages and very limited movement. I ran up to the white line in front of Miss Annabelle as fast as my body would allow me to move. I gave her a curtsy and stood in the at rest position.

Miss Annabelle was sitting with her legs crossed on the leather chair. She sipped her coffee and eyed each of us up and down as we approached her. I caught a glimpse of Miss Annabelle as I approached where I had to stand. My heart skipped a beat, she sat there with her legs crossed in a short pink dress, black tights and medium heeled black shoes. Her neck length black hair had been curled a little at the bottom and flowed over her neck, she looked such a Goddess. I stood still staring at the floor in front of her feet as I waited for the other slaves to line up.

We were made to stand there while Miss Annabelle relaxed and enjoyed her morning coffee while looking at us.

“4 why is your cock semi hard; do you think you’re going to fuck me or something?,” She spoke softly with a little giggle.

My face turning red I glanced down at myself, and my cock was semi hard.

“Sorry Miss Annabelle, I think it’s the lack of the pink pill Miss Annabelle. No Miss Annabelle I will never want to fuck a female. I know I am nowhere good enough to evens think such a thing.” I was not sure how to reply and spoke with what came to my mind.

I waited for Miss Annabelle’s angry reply and no doubt punishment. She only giggled in her response.

“And 5, your cock has the same problem?” she said next.

“Sorry Miss Annabelle yes Miss Annabelle, it’s the first time I have never taken the pink pill,” came his very nervous reply.

Another giggle from Miss Annabelle as she made small circular motions with her foot, clearly enjoying the teasing she was inflicting on us.

“Don’t worry skunks we will soon have those filthy pieces of meat under full control,” another giggle from Miss Annabelle. 

“Maid my paper,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid replied.

Bending her knees and back as she offers Miss Annabelle a newspaper. Miss Annabelle took it and opened it up.

“Kneel girl,” she said to the maid as she started to read.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid responded and gracefully dropped into the upright kneeling position next to Miss Annabelle.

Miss Annabelle sat comfortably reading her paper for a while, while we stood still in front of her.

Finally Miss Annabelle looked up at us from the newspaper that she had been reading.

“Skunks go to the loo, form a circle and use it one at a time, then clean it. Each take a turn,” she spoke while giving us a smile.

“Report back here once you have had your turn,” she then said and paused.

“Go run,” she giggled while speaking looking down at her paper again.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all responded very much in the robotic way that was now expected from us.

We all gave a curtsy and ran to the toilet. Forming a circle round it in the at rest position, slave 1 sat and used it first while we watched. He then went into the positions we had been taught while spending the next ten minutes cleaning it using the small brush and disinfectant like we had been taught. When he finished he ran back to report to Miss Annabelle. There seem to be no end to the humiliation we would be put through. I waited in stillness for my turn. Once I had relieved myself and cleaned the toilet, I ran back to the line of slaves waiting in front of Miss Annabelle who was still reading her paper. She did not look up when I gave a curtsy and took my place in the at rest position. The last slave joined us about fifteen minutes later, still Miss Annabelle read her paper with the maid still kneeling at her side. We just waited in complete stillness until Miss Annabelle was ready to give us our next task.

After a little while Miss Annabelle said to the maid.

“Go fetch the food bucket and feed them girl.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” came the normal response.

I at that moment felt how hungry I was, not looking forward to what I was about to eat I was still ready for something to go into my belly. Each of us was again given three tablespoons of the horrid substance. We all heaved as it was put into our mouths. It tasted worse today than yesterday after it sat in the bucket for another night. Miss Annabelle did give a little giggle at the sounds of us not enjoying our food. Once we had all done Miss Annabelle ordered the maid to bring the water bucket. Each of us was given one cup full of the warm stale water. When we had finished Miss Annabelle threw her newspaper to the floor by her side. She looked up at us and gave a smile.

“Kneel skunks,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all replied and dropped to our knees.

All of us remembering how she told us to kneel in the uncomfortable upright positions. Miss Annabelle looked at us, she had a satisfied look on her face.

“Come closer skunks and form a little semi-circle round me,” She indicated with her hand where she wanted us.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we answered before doing as we were told.

We all knelt about three feet in front of Miss Annabelle, facing her in a little semi-circle.

“Kneel down, bums to your ankles, hands behind your back, keep your backs straight and legs together,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” again we said and carried out her instruction so that we were all now lower to the ground.

“Skunks this is not the normal kneeling position, however I like you like this when we are going to have a chat, you may look up at me freely,” she said in a friendly and happy voice.

I lifted my head to look up at Miss Annabelle, she was so beautiful and just seemed like a fun-loving lady. She spread her legs slightly allowing the loose material of her dress to fall between them. Bending herself forward she rested her elbows on her knees and her chin into her hands. She looked down at us with a smile.

“Isn’t this like when you were kids in school sitting on the floor in front of teacher,” she said smiling.

“Just my kids are naked on their knees and not allowed to move,” she laughed out loud before sitting back and crossing her legs again.

She allowed her dress to ride up her thighs, showing much of her beautiful black pantyhose covered legs to us. She knew just how sexy she was and just how she was teasing us. Little cocks some of which had never felt erections before were beginning to grow. Yet none of us could move as we looked upon this all-powerful gorgeous Goddess sitting in front of us.

“Skunks you may have guessed that you are in a kind of hotel and leisure complex. This is the Hotel Diana, and you have all been lucky enough to have been sent here to serve by the state. You have all now become the property of the hotel. The hotel is state sponsored not state owned, therefore once you were given to the hotel the state decided to wash its hands of you and will have no more to do with you.” She paused to let her words sink in. 

She spoke like the hotel was a person that owned us which was hard to understand. I thought about the young disciplinarian that had sent me here, I suppose she was the state and had decided on behalf of the state that I would be sent here. I knew her only real motivation for doing it was the bonus she would get, but she had made the decision as a state official and here I was.

“Your main task here as skunks is to clean. Once I have finished with you I will hand you over to the housekeeping department which is where you will serve. Understand that you will have no set hours, you will work for as long and as hard as housekeeping decide. Any breaks will be given to you by the housekeeping staff. Now speaking of staff, all the main rolls in the hotel are of course carried out by females. All laborious mundane roles by males. The hotel decided that many male roles would be fun if carried out by sissies, hence you lot”. She again paused to allow her words to be understood. 

I found it difficult to understand when she spoke about the hotel deciding things, surely there was a lady making these decisions, but she never mentioned her.

“Now as I said your role here is mainly one of cleaning, however you may find yourself doing other things as directed by any member of staff. When I say staff I am referring to real staff, females. You are not limited to doing just as housekeeping tell you, although you will probably find yourself in deep trouble if you have not done the work they have tasked you with because you were redirected to another task. That’s just life for a skunk maid,” She paused and smiled and looked along our row of faces looking up at her in bewilderment.

“This hotel is five star in everything we do. The hotel has but one purpose, that being the relaxation and pleasure of our female guest, nothing else matters here. Therefore that is your only purpose. All guests here have complete power over all males. No male here is of any value or importance when it comes to our guest, their enjoyment while here is of higher value than any of your lives. On the whole guest will leave you alone, however skunk maids being what they are, of low to no real value and on the front line are commonly subject abuse from our guest. It is just another thing that is life for a skunk maid”. She again paused and smiled.

“The hotel does not charge or in any way penalise any guest for damage done to male slaves, something you must all understand. Should a guest tell you to jump from the top floor window of the hotel you will simply obey her, are we understood?” Miss Annabelle again paused and looked down at us.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all responded.

But in all honesty I didn’t understand, why were we treated so cheaply. Surely our role was an important one, then I thought about the hotel getting us for free.

“Many of our guest bring their children with them, as I said all guests have every power of you. Some of the younger guests do tend to enjoy inflicting suffering, the little darlings are just getting use to their roles in life. It is just something else you must accept.” Miss Annabelle paused looking down at us and again let a little smiling giggle come out of her mouth.

“You lot do look like school children kneeling there looking up at your teacher telling them a story,” she laughed again clearly enjoying the moment.

She then checked her watch and stood up.

“Right skunks, stand up back on the line, face your left and grab hold of the waist of the skunk in front of you and pull in tight, MOVE!” Miss Annabelle shouted the word move at us loudly, making us all jump.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all got up very quickly and done as we were told.

I pulled in tightly to the slave in front of me and then felt the slave behind me squeeze in tightly behind me. Being that all our cocks were still half erect I felt mine going between the slave’s legs in front of me all while I felt the man’s cock behind me pressing in between mine.

“Pull in as tightly as you can to each other,” Miss Annabelle commanded and we all squeezed in tighter. 

“When we start to move make sure that you stay as tightly together as you are now, do you understand?” She asked.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all answered.

There was no end to the humiliation we were put through. Hugging another man tightly feeling my cock between his legs and feeling another cock between mine as he hugged me tightly. And all of this in front of one of the most beautiful and sexiest women I have ever met, my face glowed red. Suddenly Miss Annabelle’s heels clicked, and the line shuffled forward, there was a giggle, no doubt when Miss Annabelle looked back and saw this mass of humiliated males shuffling along behind her.


Chapter 4

When things get serous

      Miss Annabelle must have enjoyed the spectacle of the way she had her group of slaves huddled so tightly together. We entered a car park and Miss Annabelle had us walking round in circles, while she stood in the centre giggling at what she was watching. I heard another female voice join Miss Annabelle as she was barking out orders in the direction we should be walking in.

“What are they doing?” The other voice said while giggling.

“They learning to walk as a group, they have to take up as little space as possible and of course cause as little disturbance to guest as possible.” Miss Annabelle explained to the other lady.

“However, they do look so stupid and amusing I thought I would entertain myself before moving on,” Miss Annabelle continued to say to the other lady.

I could not see Miss Annabelle or the other lady as I was pressed right up to the slave in front of me with my eyes fixed on the back of his head.

“I love the way you have them so close together, I bet their little cocks are going mad.” The other lady said giggling.

“Yes they have not been pinned back yet so its hell for them,” They both were laughing at us now.

“How is your holiday so far?” Miss Annabelle asked the lady who was with her.

That told me this was a guest that she was speaking to.

“Oh, it’s so wonderful, it’s my first visit here, I’ll never be going on holiday anywhere else now.” She giggled in response.

“The slaves here are just of such a high standard, and the pleasure slaves,” she paused before going on.

“OH Wooooow, she stretched the wow sound as she spoke.

“Are you their trainer?” the other voice asked

“Yes I am one of the training officers here.” Miss Annabelle replied.

“You do such a fantastic job; you have my utter thanks for what you do.” the lady responded.

” You are most welcome and thank you.” Miss Annabelle said.

The two then said their farewells and I heard the footsteps of the other lady leaving and going on about her day.  How I wished I had been selected as a pleasure slave I thought, unfortunately I knew I was going to be just a skunk maid.

I heard Miss Annabelle’s heels as they clicked onto the concrete that we were still walking round in small circles.

“Come on we haven’t got all day, her giggling voice sounded at the front of our line.

We then started to move forward at a faster pace. We went through a gate and if my bearings were right this would be into the yard where the pole and security office was that we had seen the day before. Miss Annabelle had taken us a very long way round. No doubt to help us learn to walk like this and for the fun it was given her to watch as she put us through this. Suddenly we stopped.

“Turn to your right and stand at rest,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all said and obeyed her.

As I gazed down I saw my cock was erect like never before, I had a panic attack as I felt I would be punished. I cast my eyes without moving my head from the downwards position to the slaves left and right of me, they too had huge erections. The lack of the pink pill and the friction of rubbing ourselves against each other when walking had given us all erections.

“Look up,” Miss Annabelle ordered as she was laughing loudly.

As I looked up she was standing with her legs slightly apart and her hands on her hips. She was looking down at our cocks standing to attention and was laughing as she did.

“So, you guys like other guys I see,” She had to rub the tears from her eyes.

“Maybe before I have you pinned back I’ll let you all play with each other.” I thought any moment Miss Annabelle would fall from her laughter at us.

My face burned bright red from the embarrassment of the whole situation.

“You would like that wouldn’t you?” Miss Annabelle put her hand up to her ear and slightly turned her head, as she does when she waits for an answer.

We all knew we had to give her the answer she wanted to hear.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we responded.

She roared with laughter. It was a strange feeling I had, I had never felt so humiliated in my life, but I was happy to be part of what was clearly amusing Miss Annabelle so much. It was so nice to see her laughing, evens if that was to our detriment. This was just a lady that any man should be happy to please and amuse. Miss Annabelle than gave a little cough and appeared to pull herself back to full composure, before she walked off to our right and I heard a door open and then shut behind her. We were left standing there in stillness in our own thoughts and humiliation. Of course curtsying as she left us.

I was sure we were in the yard with the pole and security office, but we were left facing a wall so I could not see. The route Miss Annabelle had bought us here may have also confused me as I couldn’t look around as we walked.  We were left standing there for some time, occasionally I heard little moans towards our left. It sounded as if they were coming from a very weak sounding person or animal.  I guess it was now sometime late morning as the sun was still not very hot, however it was warming fast now. Miss Annabelle had spent the short time speaking to us this morning then we walked about for what seemed twenty minutes or so. Of course, I did not know what time everything started this morning or what time Miss Annabelle arrived at work. The fatigue of the night we had was now also taking its toll on me. I felt so tried and worn out. Since being here my body had seemed to have spent much time being still or restricted in some way or the other. I had of course had my body controlled for many years now, but never to this extent, it seemed to be constant.   We stood and waited in stillness once again.

Then there was sound of the door opening and heels clicking towards us, Miss Annabelle suddenly appeared in front of us. We all moved our aching bodies and gave her a curtsy before returning to the at rest position. Miss Annabelle always walked with such a spring in her step, everything about her was the portrait of happiness and health. She took a sip from a bottle of orange juice that she was holding allowing us to watch her take a long swallow of the cool drink. After screwing the lid back on she started to speak.

“Skunks you must learn that when I teach you something it becomes your law. Its set in stone, there is no negotiation or failure to comply. I don’t like saying things twice and I certainly do not like wasting my time, are we clear?”  She did not speak in a way like she was mad with us, in fact her voice was the same level, cool and posh as it mostly always was.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all answered.

I had noticed that today Miss Annabelle had stopped using the term guys when speaking to us, we had become only skunks in her eyes.

“Form a line facing your left,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” came the expected reply from us.

As we did I saw the pole and the male slave who Miss Annabelle had taken out of the class when he didn’t hold his feet in the correct position. His elbows were pushed up in an awkward position. The pole digging up into his armpits as his weight pulled the bar right up into him. His legs pulled up straight behind him tightly attached to his bound wrist. He was a very pale white now and his body looked lifeless. Miss Annabelle walked to our front and looked up at the hanging slave as she undid her bottle of juice and took another long swallow of it. We all knew that this incredible sexy and boutique lady had had this slave hung up and left to die because his feet were not in the correct position.

“Skunks I know this may seem extreme to you; however, you have to learn to obey me, I do not tolerate errors, am I clear?” She spoke.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” we all replied, all in shock at the punishment she had given this slave.

None of us were now in any doubt about how deadly our beautiful teacher could be.

The sound of the door Miss Annabelle had come out of opening again made her turn to her left. Miss Annabelle walked in that direction and out of our view as we were still all facing the slave hanging on the pole.

“Hi,” Miss Annabelle said to someone.

“Hi Annabelle, how are you, sorry I’m a bit late today one of those mornings I couldn’t be bothered to get in gear.” A lady’s voice spoke to Miss Annabelle.

We all curtsied at hearing another lady’s voice.

“Oh, tell me about those days,” Miss Annabelle replied giggling.

“But we need our beauty sleep,” she added.

The other lady laughed.

“It had nothing to do with beauty sleep on my part, more like hangover sleep.” She laughed as she replied to Miss Annabelle.

“Met up with a bunch of the old disciplinarians I use to worked with last night, when we start drinking.” She laughed out loud.

Her words now telling me she was an ex-disciplinarian which sent a shiver down my spine.

“Do you want to leave them with me and pick them up in the morning, I’m just not in a rushing mood today and need more coffee before I start work.” The other lady said to Miss Annabelle.

“That would be great, I’ll go for a swim and have an early day.” Miss Annabelle replied sounding happy to be rid of us for the day.

“Fab, I’ll be in about 11 tomorrow so any time you want after will be fine, enjoy the swim.”

“OK I’ll see you tomorrow,” Miss Annabelle replied.

It sounded like they gave each other a fake kiss like women did and then Miss Annabelle heels clicked away. She never said anything to us, she just left to carry on with her life and have a fun day.  The other lady could be heard going back into the door she had come from, we never saw her, and she never said anything to us. We all curtsied as the two ladies left, then we were left to stand there in stillness watching the dead slave hanging from the pole. It served us as a good reminder of how worthless we were and the importance of doing everything our teacher taught us to do without mistakes.

Hours seemed to pass and still there was no sign of the lady whose care we had been left in. She did tell Miss Annabelle that she was in no rush to start work today. It was now getting hot and the sun was high and really beating down on us. Again my throat felt so dry, the one cup of water we were given this morning was nowhere near enough, and now to be standing in this heat. One of the slaves in our line fainted. He had laid on the ground out of it for some minutes before picking himself up and going back in line. No doubt feeling relieved that the staff had not seen him. We had just been left unattended here with no one caring about our fate. The only thing that kept me standing so perfectly still was the sight of the slave on the pole, I did not want to end up like that.  His body occasionally moved really weakly; I was saw he did not have much time left.

The sound of the door opening came again, followed by heavy footsteps. She walked out in front of us. Immediately our painful stiff bodies went into the curtsy position before returning to the at rest position. This lady could not have been the one we heard speaking to Miss Annabelle, that voice did not match with the lady we saw before us. Here was a very large or should I say overweight lady. She wore a blue shirt with some emblem on the sleeve I could not see. As well she wore the combat trousers you sometimes see disciplinarians wearing, it also looked like Dr Martin boots that she had on. I had never seen this before and it looked strange. Her black hair was cut very short, and her eyes set deep in her skull below heavy eyebrows. She looked middle aged and was as tall as I was, she also looked frightening and upon first sight I knew this was a lady to fear. The large lady walked in front of us.

“As far as I’m concerned it would be better if you were all hanging and rotting like this bag of shit.” She indicated at the hanging slave with her head.

To my amazement it was the same voice that spoke to Miss Annabelle, just her tone with us was hard. She looked at us one by one, she had that look of disgust at what see was looking at. Without another word she stepped forward, the next thing I saw was the first slave in our line had been taken hold of by his neck and forced into a squatting position. His head held facing the floor, she then pulled him along still squatting behind her and back into the door she had come. We curtseyed as she left. The rest of us continued to stand there, now faced with yet another horror ahead of us.

It was about an hour later that she returned without the slave. She took the next slave in the same painful way. She then went back into the building dragging him behind her. She did not speak or take any notice of the rest of us; it was as if we were not there. We gave her the respectful curtsy as we had to. I was the next in line and dreaded my turn in whatever it was she was doing to us. I knew in the next hour or so I would know the fate of the men that did not return with her. The time standing there waiting for her feeling just fear seemed to pass quickly. I had also noticed the slave on the pole had now stopped moving.

The sound of the door opening, and her heavy footsteps followed. As soon as she came into sight I dropped into the curtsy position. As my legs were bent and before I had time to stand from the curtsy her hand came down hard onto the back of my neck. I felt her power as the hand hit me with such force and I started to tumble downwards, but her grip on my neck held me firm. She pushed my head downwards and forced me into a lower squatting position. Her grip on my neck was painful as she held me tight in that position. Feeling her strength, I knew this was a powerful lady. Without warning she started to walk dragging me along behind her. All I could see was the floor and her boots because of the way I was held. We went into the door, I was painfully knocked on the door frame as I was manhandle through it.  Next thing I was being led down a bright corridor with tiled flooring, down some steps and along another corridor. She entered a room and threw me to the floor.

“Kneel head to the ground,” she said in a raised voice to me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” I responded and obeyed her instantly.

With my head to the floor just in front of her feet I remained as still as I could, yet my body shook in fear as I waited at the mercy of this lady. She placed her foot onto the back of my head and pushed my face into the floor.

“Give me your hands,” she ordered.

I place them behind me and raised them as far up as I could. She placed more weight onto my head pushing my face into the floor as she took hold of my arms and pulled them painfully upwards. She then cuffed my hands behind my back.

“Is that hot yet?” she said to someone.

“Yes Ma’am,” a meek male voice replied.

Then A kick to my head came.

“Get up!” she said in a loud voice.

As I stood she grabbed hold of my throat so tightly that I couldn’t breathe, I was pushed back onto a wall, and she pushed my throat back into it.   I just caught sight of another male in the pink bodysuit like the one that had offloaded us from the truck that had bought us here. The male handed her something and then just pain as she pushed the hot iron deep into my chest just above my heart. Without being able to help myself I screamed out in agony. The smell of skin on fire filled my nostrils, the intense pain and burning. The world spun as I was held in place and she continued to push the hot iron into me, then darkness came. 

I came to laying on the floor, my chest still on fire, my head hurt, I was in agony. She was kicking me.

” Get on your knees!” she was shouting at me.

I moved onto my knees my face to the floor, tears streaming down my face. My body shaking out of control. I was going to die I knew this lady was going to torture and kill me, there was no doubt in my mind.

“Get that red hot quickly!” the lady shouted.

“Yes Ma’am,” the males voice replied.

She stepped away from me, I heard a can of fizzy drink being opened, I dare not take my eyes from the floor. The intense pain just burnt at my chest and I wanted to touch it, I wanted to scream out in agony. I just ended crying like a child as I knelt there waiting, the lady paying no attention to me. My mind raced, the maid had brandings on her I remembered. Was I being branded? I was not sure what that felt like? Why did they do this to us? why cause us such pain? I could still smell the burning of my flesh; it was a sicking smell. I felt faint and dizzy, I felt sick with fear.

“Ma’am the brander is ready,” the male slave spoke. The lady then walked over to me, her boots right in front of me. I felt only immense fear as my body shook more violently.

“Get up skunk,” Mistress ordered speaking to me like she was speaking to an animal.

I couldn’t take no more pain. I didn’t know what came over me and started to speak.

“Please Ma’am please, please I beg you Ma’am plea.” My begging and grovelling were cut off when the ladies boot contacted my head.

Her kick was hard knocking my head sideways.

“Don’t disobey me, get up, get up!” she screamed down at me.

With my head spinning in utter pain from her kick, slowly I raised myself slightly in a confused terrified fear. Her hand reached down, and she took a tight grip onto the back of my neck. She squeezed her hand tightly and the pain ran down my spine. She was pulling me upwards by the back of my neck, her power was immense. Before I knew it she thew me face first to the wall, pushing my face and body into it. I tasted the coppery blood taste in my mouth, not sure if it was from the kick the lady had given me or from my face hitting the wall. Then the pain, my back was on fire. I screamed and screamed begging for it to stop, the lady just pushed the burning device deeper into my skin. The last thing I remember was the burning smell of my skin as it disintegrated under whatever the lady was pushing into me.

As I came round my body hurt like never before. My chest and back were burning really badly. I tried to move my arm to touch the burn, but my hands were tied behind my back. There was no light, blackness. I panicked thinking had the lady blinded me, again I was shaking. It took me a few seconds to remember the classroom at night in the pitch blackness. I convinced myself this was just a dark place. I was standing but could not move.  Through the pain I felt the bars pressing all round my body, it felt like there was barely room to move. I was trapped in a very slim cage in a standing position, the cage was tight all round me and suddenly I felt so trapped and couldn’t breathe. I felt the panic attack coming knowing wherever I was there was no help and no way of getting out. There was terrible pain throughout my body with the burns hurting the most. I tried to gather my thoughts, I must have been branded, that was the burning. But why was I trapped like this, where were the other slaves. There was no sound and no light. I wanted to call out but feared the lady so much.

Along time passed of not really knowing what was going on. Why had I been treated so badly, my thoughts hung on to the one thing about this place that I liked and that was Miss Annabelle. I knew now she was a lady that found me worthless and would kill without thought. Yet her beauty, her energy and her smile all gave me hope. She was the only thing about this place that was good. I loved just being in her presence however much being in her presence terrified me also. If I had to die here I wanted it to be for her. A few times I must have passed out and found myself waking with my face pushing hard at the bars that were just in front of me. I wanted to move but the cage holding me did not allow it.


Chapter 5

New body and mind

I was not sure how long I had been trapped in this cage, having no idea if it was day or night. The burning had got easier on my chest and back as my body went through the heeling process. During the long hours trapped here I fought many panics attacks. I knew how helpless I was, there was nothing I could do but stand here. My whole body ached as days of uncomfortable positioning and many hours of stillness took its toll.

There was a sound, a door just in front of me being unlocked. I started shaking in fear of the lady and what she was going to do to me next, I was not sure how much I could take. The door opened and the room was filled with light. I waited for the pain that comes with this lady, I waited for her screams at me. Slowly my eyes adjusted on the slave in the skin-tight pink body suit. He walked behind me; I could not turn my head as there was no space for it in the cage. I felt his touch and something cool being applied to the burns on my back, there was instant relief from the pain. He then walked in front of me, his hand reached for the burns to my front. He rubbed the cool substance onto it and again there was instant relief the burning almost completely disappeared.

“Thank you,” I said with the relief I was feeling.

His finger shot up to his mouth, giving me the silent signal and he shook his head. He was clearly telling me to stay silent with a look of real fear on his face. He was like the other slave who I saw dressed like him on the first day. They looked strange with no hair, no eyebrows or eyelashes, in fact they looked the same, but I knew they were not as this one was much smaller than the other.  He walked back out to a trolley by the door returning with a cup of water which he held up to my mouth. The stale water was so good, and I drunk every drop. Next he gave me three spoonful’s of the awful food stuff we were fed here. He then pressed a button by the door, the shock of freezing water hitting me from above sent my head spinning. He allowed me to soak a while under the water before he started to rub me down with soap. His hands contacting my whole body, yet again I found myself in utter humiliation as he cleaned my cock and inserted a soapy finger into my backside. After he had soaped me he allowed the water to rinse me before turning it off. I heard the water falling into a drain below me. He then left closing the door and again leaving me in complete darkness with no ability to move. I knew my body now felt better, the aching pain from the lack of movement was still there, but the burning feeling had gone. I felt that it must now be morning due to what he had done, it seemed a morning routine to be fed and watered.

A long time passed of this still darkness. I had felt better once the slave had treated me; it also gave me a chance to understand my circumstance more of where I was being held now. I knew I was in a dark cell and within the cell I was locked in a tight body cage that did not allow movement. I was also tired, over the last days I had no idea how long I had actually slept for. Always being kept in bondage, always waking up in pain and the complete darkness took any sense of time away.

The wait continued. Sometime later came the sound of the unlocking of the door, I dreaded the thought of seeing the lady again, at the moment at least I had felt safe locked in the cage evens if uncomfortable.

The male slave dressed in pink unlocked the door and cage. He beckoned me towards him, he pointed to a spot on the floor just outside the cell. My legs hurt so much as I took the two steps forward to where he indicated. The stillness made me ache so much and being that I had spent many hours standing in one spot made the pain all the worse. He uncuffed my hands and then stood in the at rest position showing me how I should stand. He communicated well without speaking. He then moved to the next cell and did the same with the slave imprisoned there. After a while he walked down the small corridor and disappeared. There was a sound I think of a TV coming from the direction he had went. I remained still as I waited for orders that would allow my body to move. Since being here it had shocked me at the amount of control the ladies had over us, our very movement was one of the many things they limited here. I wondered if things would get better once we had finished the training.

“Get down here skunks,” suddenly came the voice of the large lady.

“run!” she then shouted.

I immediately and without hesitation, as well as full of fear ran down the corridor. As I entered her office she shouted to us.

“On the line.”

She pointed to the white line on the floor. Once on the line I curtsied her and went into the at rest position. Once we had all lined up she walked up and down the line inspecting our burns. She never said anything. When she was in front of me she raised her hand and wiped something from my burnt chest before moving onto the next slave. From my peripheral vision it seemed like the line of slaves was shorter than before. The lady was wearing the same clothing as she did yesterday, I felt it was her uniform. When the lady had finished her inspection she yelled,

“Turn to your left and hug tightly.”

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all responded to her as we obeyed her.

She must have taken her place at the front, as we shuffled behind her back the way we had come many hours ago. I looked at the back of the slave in front of me, there on his top left shoulder I saw his branding.  ‘Property of the Diana Hotel’, below that was a number ‘839h’. The branding was still red and sore looking, I had no doubt I had the same branding on my back and chest. I took the number to be his individual reference number or name now.  We were led outside and placed in the at rest position facing the pole. To my horror I saw slave 5 was now also hanging there next to slave 3. Slave 5 had the branding on him along with many bruises to his face and body, he hung there helplessly with the pole going under his arm pits.  He looked unconscious but I could tell he was still breathing. We were left to stand there still as the lady walked away. We curtsied as she left, not that she took the slightest bit of notice of us

The sun was not too hot yet indicating to me it was sometime in the morning still. I remembered the fat lady telling Miss Annabelle that we would be ready from eleven to be picked up, so I took it the time was somewhere about then. As I stood there I felt upset that I now had this branding on me, I really felt like I was just property. I suppose it’s like the towels that hang in the bathrooms of the hotel with the hotel markings on them, I was just the hotels property now, a very low and degrading feeling. I glanced up at the two-slaves hanging on the pole, as if I needed another reminder of my value.

The clicking of heels marked the arrival of Miss Annabelle, the sight of her took my mind from all my horrors. Today she had a green dress on, coming to just below the knee. I could just make out without looking up that the chest area of the dress was a lacy almost see through material. Her green shoes matched her dress, today she was bare legged. She walked to the front of us with that wonderful full of life spring in her step that she always had. Her gold name badge sparkled in the sun as she turned and faced us. Our immediate curtsy made her smile. She so loved her power and why shouldn’t she. My feelings for this lady grew every time I saw her, yet I knew this was a lady I had to obey and fear. She walked up to us and inspected our branding with a very satisfied look on her face, she then walked behind us no doubt inspecting the ones on our back also. From nowhere the large lady who branded us appeared and my blood run cold as I curtsied her along with the others. 

“Hi Annabelle, how are things?”” she said sounding happy. 

Miss Annabelle walked over and gave her a hug and the normal fake kiss.

“My turn today to have that extra 30 minutes turning into a two hour lay-in,” she said as she giggled.

“And why shouldn’t we, we deserve it,” the lady said smiling back at Miss Annabelle.

“There all done, sorry I had to put one on the pole, he actually swore at me when I branded him, the fool.” Miss Annabelle laughed at the comment.

“That’s no problem whatsoever, I so love them when their branded.” she said changing the subject, totally indifferent to the hanging slave.

“I better push on with them or their get no training in today,” she added.

“Ok take care, see you later for a coffee,” the large lady said and walked away.

We all curtsied as she did, again she paid us no attention.

“Skunks turn left and hug tightly,” Miss Annabelle commanded with a smile.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all replied as we obeyed her.

Again, I was pressed in close to the male in front, my cock up between his legs as was the male’s cock behind me pressing hard between my legs. Miss Annabelle walked at a swift place no doubt wanting our training to begin, it was difficult to keep up with her as we hugged tightly.

When we arrived back at the classroom Miss Annabelle led us straight to one of the sub rooms and into what was a large bedroom. The sissy maid was there and curtsied as we entered.  There was one double bed and one single bed in the room, there was no bedding on the bed. A trolley was in the corner of the room containing folded bedding. Miss Annabelle turned to the maid.

“Maid show them how to make a bed, do it slowly so they can see every stage. Make both up. Once done strip them and repeat the exercise, continue until I return.”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid replied.

Miss Annabelle then turned towards us.

“Skunks take note of not only every detail in how she puts the bed together, watch the positions her body works in.” Miss Annabelle then turned and walked out, we all curtsied again but she paid no attention to us as she left.

In silence the maid began to make the double bed, she moved slowly. She was careful to hold her body in positions that kept her legs straight and only bending them at the knees when she had to, making her backside stand out. Her back and neck also staying straight, she looked so sexy while working. She put under sheets and sheets onto the bed, spending time to ensure there was not a single creese. Pillowcases put on pillows. A duvet cover added to the duvet, that took her 10 minutes to do alone, but she worked alone as I would imagine we would.  Once the bed was made she went over every inch of it insuring it looked perfect. She then went to the single bed and carried out the same task. When both were complete she stripped both beds and started again. We stood still and watched her every move, knowing that if we did anything different when Miss Annabelle return it could mean the pole for us. At one point my eyes grew heavy from the tiredness, I felt everything was catching up fast. I forced myself to keep my eyes on the maid and not miss anything she did. Miss Annabelle seemed to be gone for hours, the maid managed to make and strip the bed 15 times before Miss Annabelle returned and we greeted her with a curtsy. It seemed that Miss Annabelle had been swimming as her hair was still damp, she looked so refreshed and happy.

“Fetch me a chair maid,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid curtsied and rushed off.

“I so hope you skunks paid attention to every detail,” she paused and glanced at us with a smile.

“Right it’s test time,” she then added in a joyful high-pitched voice.

The maid returned with the comfortable leather chair and placed it where Miss Annabelle would have a clear view of us at work. Miss Annabelle sat and crossed her so sexy legs.

“Skunk one, make the beds,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” he replied giving a curtsy and got to work.

I glanced over to Miss Annabelle as she sat comfortably on the chair. She formed little circles with her raised foot. Something I had seen her do often when she was concentrating, it looked so sexy. But her eyes were firmly fixed on the slave making the bed, no doubt looking for the slightest mistake. When the slave had finished he stood in front of Miss Annabelle and gave her a curtsy. She waved her hand back to our line and he curtsied again and return to stand with us.

“Maid fetch me the leather riding crop, the dark brown one,” She ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid curtsied and rushed off. 

Miss Annabelle then got up and walked to the beds, she examined every part of the bed carefully. She was staring at the top of the bed by the headboard.

“Skunk the line here is not dead straight, it’s not perfectly in line with the headboard, see how it deviates downward, its only very slight, lucky I managed to see it.” she said looking up to the slave.

The maid returned holding a nasty looking riding crop, she gave a curtsy and held it out for Miss Annabelle, however she did not take it. Miss Annabelle pointed to the floor in front of her.

“Stand here and bend over, touch your toes and don’t move until your correction is complete,” She ordered the slave who had just made the beds.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” he replied with fear in his voice.

He then ran over and bent where he was told to, his face bright red. Miss Annabelle sat back down crossing her legs again.

“Maid give it ten super hard lashes, if I don’t think any are hard enough I will make it lash you, understand?” she ordered the maid. 

“Well begin I haven’t got all day,” she added.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid immediately started her task. 

I was not sure how the slave did not move as the maid hit him. The riding crop screamed through the air and made a loud cracking sound as it struck the slave’s backside. Each stroke left a deep welt across his backside. Some of the lashes made him scream out in agony. The slave had tears streaming down his face when it was over. He remained bent over.

“You also at one point when making the bed allowed your legs to come apart, it was most unsightly. Thankfully it only lasted a couple of seconds before you corrected yourself, however that’s worth another 10,” Miss Annabelle said.

“I’m so sorry Miss Annabelle,” he replied with tears running down his face.

“Did I ask you to comment?” she asked.

“No sorry Miss Annabelle,” he replied.

“It’s not a problem skunk but you have earned another 10 lashes,” she commented with a giggle.

I knew this beautiful lady was also so harsh in our treatment.

“Maid another 20, begin.” She ordered the maid who was still holding the crop.

Again, the air gave the evil hissing sound as the whip came down at full force, then the crack as it tore into the slaves already very red backside. He screamed and his body shuddered at every strike but he managed to hold his position. After a number of strikes, the slaves skin finally broke and a trickle of blood started to run down his legs, his eyes were streaming with tears. The last strike he just received made him raise up slightly.

“Skunk if you raise from your position before I say I will have you hung on the pole, now stay still, understand?” Miss Annabelle said the words with such indifference in her voice.

We all knew it really did not mean anything for Miss Annabelle to hang anyone of us from the pole.

“Yes sorry Miss Anabelle,” the slave replied between gasps for air.

I’m not sure how the slave managed to take the pain and stay still for the whole punishment. His backside was such a mess when it was over.

“What do you say skunk?” Miss Annabelle asked him.

“Miss Annabelle thank you so much for my correction and punishment,” he said through his tears.

I saw a big smile on Miss Annabelle’s face as the poor man spoke.

“Back in line, skunk strip and then remake the beds.” Miss Annabelle pointed her foot to the next one of us in the line

Both slaves saying “Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” before doing as they were ordered.

The slave made the beds and Miss Annabelle appeared happy with his efforts and he was not punished.

“Skunk 4, your turn.” Her foot pointed at me and my heart jumped,

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle”, I responded and begun to make the beds taking great care.

Throughout I felt Miss Annabelle’s eyes watching my every move. I had never felt it so difficult or frightening in making a bed before.

Once complete Miss Annabelle carefully examined my work, I could hardly breathe in fear.  Once she had finished checking the beds she sat down crossing her legs again.

“That’s ok skunk, however when you were putting the duvet cover on your feet were not facing directly straight at all times, it looked scruffy, bend over,” my heart sank and I felt so helpless as I bent ready for my whipping.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle”, I said as I bent over touching my toes.

“Again, skunk you will hold that position until I say, or you will go to the pole, understood?” she said coldly to me.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” I replied feeling petrified of her sending me to the pole which I knew was a death sentence.

“Maid 10 lashes, begin,” she said to the maid.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid responded.

Almost immediately the air hissed, and I braced myself for the pain. I did not hear the crack when the evil riding crop contacted my skin. A bright fiery sting erupted in my backside, it took every inch of power to not move, a slight scream came out of my mouth from the pain and the shock of the leather crop cutting into me. Before I had time to recover the air hissed that horrible dreadful sound, my backside automatically tightened just before the leather crop made contact. It felt like the crop had cut into my skin, the pain was so intense that I could not hold in my scream. The fire burned deep within me from the sting of the implement; I had been whipped before by my old Mistress, but the pain was never this bad. I felt myself start to raise and forced myself not to move. I had little doubt about Mistress Annabelle putting me on the pole. Whatever my feelings for her were, I knew I was nothing to her. The maid moved fast, the 3rd and 4th strikes were equally as hard and painful. I was sure I felt the trickling of blood now, I started to sweat with the intensity of the pain. By the sixth strike my body was shaking with the pain that was being given to me. I could not control it, tears were streaming down my face, my breathing was heavy as I fought for breath.  By the tenth strike my body was ready to collapse, I knew my backside looked a welted mess, probably a bloody welted mess. I felt fire inside my skin for the second time within the day, all because for a few seconds my feet were not straight.

“What do you say skunk?” Miss Annabelle’s voice bought me back to my senses.

“Thank you for my correction and punishment Miss Annabelle,” I replied sobbing.

“Back in line skunk,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” I replied and went back into line with tears streaming down my face.

I so wanted to rub my backside but dare not. I glanced at Miss Annabelle who was giving a satisfying smile to herself.

“And you skunk, your turn,” she said happily again pointing her toe towards the next slave.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle, “The man replied with a very shaky and frightened voice.

As it went he was not punished as Miss Annabelle was satisfied with his work.

Looking at her gold watch Miss Annabelle decided to call it a day now as she said to the maid she was going out to dinner this evening. We were allowed to use the toilet and have the three spoons of food and one cup of water. Miss Annabelle then ordered the maid to tie us down for the night. We again had our collars attached to the floor rings and our hands bonded behind our backs. The maid was dismissed being told to report back to housekeeping for more work. Miss Annabelle said nothing as she left, turning out the lights leaving us in pitch blackness, she went off to enjoy her evening.

As I lay there with my body in the most uncomfortable position on the wooden floor, all I could think about was Miss Annabelle. I knew I was tied and trapped here because she wanted me like this. I knew all the pain and humiliation I felt was because she wanted me to go through it for her. She was such a powerful and sexy, yet brutal woman. How I wished I was owned by her, dedicating my life to her happiness and wellbeing. I questioned my own thoughts remembering she was my trainer. When this was over if she allowed me to live, she would hand me over as a working skunk maid to the housekeeping department. But something in my mind thought of her as my Goddess, somehow with all the pain and discomfort I felt I managed to fall into a deep sleep for the first time in days.

I awoke in the normal panic of not being able to move or breathe. I hated these panic attacks, I knew where I was and the position I was in. I concentrated on breathing and not trying to move as that made everything worse. I am not sure how long I slept for, but my body felt it had rested. For the next many hours, I lay there with my aches and pains. Every now and then my thoughts went to Miss Annabelle, sleeping in her comfortable bed not giving a thought about us, we were after all just her job. I also knew that my dreams of serving her were stupid, my still painful branding now clearly showed I was hotel property. My thoughts moved onto the day that it was decided to send me here. I hated that young disciplinarian that had decided that, why did she destroy my life? how much extra did she get in that month’s pay pack I wondered? Then thinking about it why did I hate her? It was not her fault that I found myself Infront of her, I was nothing to her, why shouldn’t she get some extra cash out of me. Then there was my Mistress, the lady I had loved so much and spent many years in service to. I dedicated my life to her happiness and wellbeing long before the laws changed and females took over. Why did she decide to dump me? She said I had done nothing wrong and just fancied a change. She said that she did dearly love me, yet she sent me to the disciplinarian station for reassignment. Everything confused me so much, and now I was to be a cleaning maid if another beautiful woman allowed me to finish this horrific training. A woman who I secretly worshipped who had no feeling for me whatsoever and would kill me without giving it a thought. The sudden painful cramp bought me back into the real world. I screamed out in agony unable to move and the pain bit me so hard. Once again I passed out from one blackness to another.


Chapter 6

Medical

The light woke me, it was blinding even with my eyes shut and for a moment I felt confused. Heels clicking, being free from my bounds. My eyes opened and I was staring at the feet of the maid as she was unlocking my neck from the small ring.

“In line skunks, quickly” Came the voice of Miss Annabelle.

I looked towards the voice as my body fought to move after hours in bondage on the hard floor. She was the only lightness in this hell place and just seeing Miss Annabelle bought life to me. Today she looked just as fantastic as she always did. An orange blouse along with her gold name badge, a short black skirt and today she had chosen to wear black fishnet tights and heels a little higher than she normally wears.  She looked as vibrant as she always did. I ran up to the line as she watched while taking a sip from her coffee cup. Giving her a curtsy when I arrived at the line I stood in the at rest position before her. She gave a giggle as she looked at me.

“We have to get that fixed, don’t we skunk,” she spoke in an amused tone and with her little finger she pointed to my fully erect cock.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle, sorry Miss Annabelle,” I replied feeling very embarrassed.

Miss Annabelle gave a giggle, I was grateful that she found it amusing and did not punish me for the erection. As I waited for the other skunks to line up Miss Annabelle sat in her chair crossing her legs, the short skirt showing her sexy perfectly shaped legs off to the full. She looked incredibly sexy in the fishnets, her legs looked so perfect, in fact all of her was so perfect. The air was filled with the scent of coffee and Miss Annabelle’s wonderful perfume. Soon we were all standing there naked, all had full erections, none of us dare move. Miss Annabelle sat staring at us, she twilled her raised foot in little circles as she always did when thinking about things.

“Well skunks you’re not going to be able to use the loo with those,” She giggle pointing to our cocks with her foot.

“So, let’s dispense with the morning routine and crack right on with your training.” She continued without allowing us our morning toilet visit, food or water.

“Skunks the hotel does not allow hoovers, it’s all due to the possibility of the guest being disturbed by the noise pollution. Therefore the only way you are permitted to clean floors is on your hands and knees with a dustpan and brush. Maid show them how it’s done,” She commanded.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid responded.

Before long the maid was on her hands and knees sweeping the floor.

“Look how her knees are bent low and tucked in towards her chest, legs together, the way her backside is in the air. Look at her face how close it is to the floor as she sweeps. You must be close to the floor to see the smallest particles of dirt, you really don’t want to miss anything,” Another giggle came from Miss Annabelle.

“Her elbows kept in close to her body, never reach too far in front, it’s about not taking up too much space while you work,” Miss Annabelle added.

Miss Annabelle allowed us to watch the maid for a few minutes while she swept, working hard the dustpan begun to fill with the dust from the floor. Her knees moving her forward slowly as she swept.

“Skunks fetch your tools from over there,” she pointed in a direction of a cupboard with her foot.

“Also take a bin bag each to empty your dustpans in when they are full. Move skunks,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle we all responded,” we ran over to the cupboard and collected what we needed before returning.

“Skunks start here,” she pointed to a spot on the ground.

“Work your way in a line up and down my classroom, begin,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we said as we knelt and began work.

Miss Annabelle got up and stood next to me first as I swept with my head down. She drew a little circle in front of me with her foot, sweep this area only then move forward, I don’t want to see you stretching to much it looks ugly. Okay” she said while looking down at me.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” I replied and obeyed her.

She went along the line giving comments to how each of us could improve our positions and technique. For a while she stood back watching us work. She evens had the maid working.

“Skunks when the whole room is completely swept, start again. I’m going for a break and want this room spotless by the time I get back, understand?”

Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we answered.

Miss Annabelle’s heels clicked away and the sound of the class door opening.

“Skunks I’m leaving the room!” she shouted.

Immediately we all clicked on and stood facing her and gave a curtsy. Only the maid was already standing and in a curtsy.

“Hold the legs bent position,” she ordered and we all obeyed her.

She walked back over to us not looking happy. Standing directly in front of us she shouted.

“There is nothing more important in your miserable lives than obedience and respect to females!” This was the first time I had seen Miss Annabelle angry.

“Do I not deserve to be shown respect, do you think your work is more important than showing me respect?” she yelled.

“I should put all of you on the pole for that and leave you there to rot.” She paused staring at us with our faces burning bright red.

“None of you will have food or water today, now get back down on your knees and work, we shall try again,” She clapped her hands as a signal for us to work.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we responded and got back down to work.

Miss Annabelle then walked to the door, as the sound of the door opened, we all stood faced her and gave a curtsy, she walked out. We went back to the back breaking work knowing just how thirsty and hungry we would remain today; I knew we deserved it. I felt angry with myself for upsetting Miss Annabelle, she of course deserved to always be shown every respect.

I could not imagine how hard sweeping a floor could be. The floor had not been swept since we had been here. I had already almost filled the bag quarter full with dust and grit. My back was completely killing me, as was my knees from working so long on the hard surface while kneeling down and sweeping. We had been doing this for well over an hour now and was on our second sweep of the floor. I was not so much hungry as the six spoons of the foodstuff we were given daily kept us nourished, I knew that would feel different later. However the two cups of water we were given was never enough. I was always so thirsty and in want for more. Now my throat and mouth were so dry, and I knew there would be no water today. Our erections had long since disappeared, the hard labour had taken those away.

Sometime later the door opened, we all glanced round as Miss Annabelle walked in. In our pain we all stood, faced her and curtsied. She was holding a bottle of orange colour drink. she wore the same clothing, however the tights were missing. She had changed her shoes into comfortable flat ballet like shoes. Her hair was still a little wet looking from the swim she had no doubt taken while we worked. She walked over towards us in her normal graceful style. She sat down on her chair crossing her legs. She opened her bottle of drink and was about to take a swallow.

“Back to work skunks,” she said before putting the bottle to her mouth and taking a long swallow of the cool drink.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all sounded a bit horse from our dry throats.

We went back to our work sweeping the floor as Miss Annabelle looked down at us. When we had reached the top of the very large room for the second time we were ordered to stand back on the line in front of Miss Annabelle. I think Miss Annabelle had waited until our thirsty bodies were standing there before she opened her bottle and took another long drink. She ordered the maid to dispose of the bags we had filled, we stood still until she returned. Miss Annabelle had disappeared to her desk behind us.

Once the maid had returned I heard Miss Annabelle heels clicking.

“Come,” she said.

We all turned and rushed towards another door she was walking into at the top end of the classroom. Once inside I saw it was filled with furniture, included a TV. Most of the furniture was made of high-quality wood.

“There is an order of doing things when you clean a room, basically you start at the top working your way down.” She spoke calmly like the disrespect we had shown her earlier never happened.

“Maid show them how to dust and polish”, she ordered.

There was a red leather armchair to one corner of the room, Miss Annabelle took a seat on the very comfortable looking chair.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid answered and set to work.

She first took out a feather duster. Always standing with her legs together, she begun to dust down the curtain rails. She had to stand on tip toe when doing it to reach.

“Notice her legs never come apart,” Miss Annabelle commented as she watched.

The maid then shook and dusted down the curtains, before dusting round the ceilings and walls. She then swapped for a normal duster and begun dusting down all the furniture. Always bending her knees and keeping her legs together when reaching down. Next she took out a tub of wax and gave a coat to all surfaces before rubbing them down until they shined. Miss Annabelle had not made another comment as she watched the maid at work until now.

“You must pay special attention to a room where a guest is staying. Ensure their personal belongings are placed back neatly in the same place that the guest left them.” She commented.

The maid had finished the polishing, everything looked so spotless. The maid then got down on her hands and knees and started to sweep the floor.

“You would make the bed before sweeping,” Miss Annabelle said as she watched the maid working.

“That will do maid, stand there,” Miss Annabelle said to the maid and pointed to the corner of the room.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid said and moved to the side.

“You start there,” Miss Annabelle pointed to a skunk and then to one corner of the room.

“And you start there,” Miss Annabelle pointed to me and then the other side of the room.

“Clean,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we replied and set to work in the same way as the maid had done.

We were left to clean for about an hour with Miss Annabelle monitoring us from her seat, making some comments about our feet not being straight or our knees needed more bend as we worked. She then had us stand to one side and got the other two skunks cleaning.

Later we were back in the main classroom kneeling in front of Miss Annabelle. She had allowed us a toilet break only beforehand. She like to have us kneeling down with our hands behind our backs in a semi-circle when she gave us talks. We were looking up at her while she looked down at us. Miss Annabelle had dismissed the maid telling her to report to housekeeping for tasking.

“It will take about an hour to clean the standard size room correctly,” she started to explain.

“On Monday you will learn how to clean the showers and bathrooms correctly.” That comment made me think it must be Friday, and I wondered what would happen to us over the weekend.

“Skunks remember that cleaning is your only real task in life, housekeeping will not take it well should your standards not be always to the highest quality. We have many apartment types of accommodation here also; you are probably talking about 3 to 4 hours to clean one of those correctly.” She paused to allow her words to sink into us.

“All accommodations have balcony or terraced areas, remember it’s your job to clean these and water any plants as well. Remember that.” Miss Annabelle was interrupted by a knock on the door. 

A young lady dressed in what looked like a white nurse’s top and white trousers walked in. We all immediately stood and curtsied her. Miss Annabelle turned her head to face her.

“Gosh is that the time already,” she said to the nurse who walked over to her.

“I can collect them later if you like,” she replied.

“No, its fine, I’ve had enough for the week now,” she said smiling at the nurse.

The nurse only looked about 18 years old, she did not wear any kind of head cover and her long blond hair hung loosely over her shoulders. She to wore the gold name badge of a staff member, but I could not see what was written on it. Miss Annabelle got up.

“Okay I will leave them with you and collect them on Monday,” she said to the nurse.

“That fine they should all be done by then, is it just five of them left now?” The nurse asked.

“Yes that’s it,” Miss Annabelle replied.

“Oh, there is no food or water for them today, their being punished,” Miss Annabelle added.

“No problem, what did they do?” Enquired the nurse.

“They failed to curtsy me,” Miss Annabelle replied looking a bit embarrassed.

The young nurse looked horrified and shocked.

“You didn’t hang them on the pole, why?” She sounded confused.

Her words telling us that she would have no doubt hanged us up if it were her.

“It’s Friday and I did just set them some work so they may have been a little confused,” Miss Annabelle explained as she then started to walk towards the door.

“Have fun with them,” she said as she left, we all curtsied as she did.

The nurse stood looking at us with her hands on her hips, we were looking down to the floor in front of her white trainers.

“To be honest I’m not sure why you’re not all hanging out to dry. Should I see the slightest disrespect from any of you I’ll have you hung on the pole before you know what day of the week it is, am I understood you filthy skunks”.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we replied to the young lady.

“Form a line facing the door ready for transport,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we stood behind one another hugging each other as close as was possible.

The lady walked down the short line ensuring we were really pulled tightly into each other, before taking her place at the front and leading us out at a fast pace. On the way we stopped, and she spoke to another lady who we could not see as we were tight together.

“Hi Jane,” the other lady said to the nurse.

“Jacky how are you?” There was the sound of the fake kiss and cuddle.

“So how are you getting on in medical,” she asked the nurse who we now know is called Jane.

“It’s fun with the males, but when it comes to the women there is so much to learn,” she said.

“Your young enough to take it all in,” the lady called Jacky said.

“Do you mind, I’m 17 now,” Jane said giggling.

To add to our humiliation this nurse was just out of childhood and she had us standing still completely naked tightly hugging each other while she had a chat with a friend. She also had the power to hang us on the pole and leave us to die. Again I felt my face turning bright red.

“They off for prepping,” the other lady asked

“Yea they’re my first solo group so excited about that,” she said excitedly.

“Well, I won’t hold you up have fun,” again the sound of the fake kiss and hug.

We entered a large room and were made to stand at rest. The young lady went about getting things ready to do whatever she was going to do with us. I knew the maid had her cock pinned back into her testicles and had the artificial tits inserted, but surely that was not what this young lady was going to do with us.

“Lay on a bed, on your backs, lay to attention,” we were ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all replied, and we each then laid on one of the plastic beds.

The nurse dealt with another male first, I could not see what she was doing. After a few seconds she was standing above me looking down. She was holding an injection with a long needle. Without saying anything the needle was placed in my arm and she squeezed the substance it held into me. The world spun at a thousand miles an hour, she faded as I looked up at her and then blackness came.


Chapter 7

New bodies

I awoke feeling drowsy, I was still laying down. I tried to move but my arms and legs were tightly secured to the plastic bed. Something was tight round my throat and made it hard to swallow. My chest felt heavy so I tried to lift my head to have a look, my head could not move, it was also strapped to the table. I also felt my cock pulling downward, which was a strange feeling. There was a large window over to my left and sunlight flooded in. I so wanted to look at the sky, but my head was fixed looking straight up at the white ceiling. My face had a strange tingling feel to it, my lips and eyes felt like they were puffy, I put that down to the anaesthetic the nurse had given me. There was no sound in the room, other than the breathing and moans of the other slaves also waking up. My mouth and throat were so dry, I just wanted some water, I thought about asking if anyone was there, but thought better of it. Sometime later I heard footsteps, they went towards the bed next to mine. Metal tools were being handled. I heard a slave moan and then he let out a little scream.

“I would normally give you some water, but you’re not allowed it so you will have to do without,” it was the nurses voice speaking to the other slave.

Next her footsteps came towards me, she looked down at me. She had put makeup on since I last saw her and looked stunning. she no longer wore the uniform, but now had a short green and yellow dress on, I could see the bottom of it and the top of her legs in the corner of my eye. She wore plastic gloves as her hands started to rub my chest, it felt strange, I felt like I had tits and I felt my nipples standing to attention as she rub them. She then moved down to my cock, and she placed her hand on it and gently rubbed. It immediately responded and started to grow, there was sudden pain in my testicles. The pain shot up to my spine and into my head. My cock responded at once and the erection dissipated like I have never known before. I saw the nurse smile. Next she touched my face, my whole face felt like it was covered in pins and needles. She sprayed something onto my skin, it eased the feeling a little. She then walked to the next slave, her heels clicking away from me. I wanted to call her back to ask what she had done but dare not make a sound. This lady had already made it clear that she felt we should all be hanging from the pole right now. Then I heard another set of heels clicking into the room, another lady must have entered.

“You ready yet babes?” a female voice said out.

“Just wrapping up honey,” the nurse replied.

“I’m in the need for booze,” the other voice said giggling.

“Let’s do it.” the two ladies left, leaving us strapped to the table having no real idea what had been done to us.

Hours passed and the light faded into darkness, for the first time since being here I was not spending the night in total darkness as moon light filled the room. I could not move from the position I was in as the straps held me down in place tightly. My legs were slightly apart and my hands down by my sides. I was laying completely flat on my back. It was not the most comfortable way to be left, yet it was a lot better than the way Miss Annabelle and the lady that branded us had left us. My worst problem was the dryness of my mouth and throat. The inside of my throat was so dry it felt like it was sticking together. Whatever the tight thing round my throat was did not help. I tried to make saliva in my mouth but again this was next to useless I was that dry.  Once or twice thinking about things my cock tried to get an erection, but the instant agony always took it away. It was a long night but still somehow I had managed to sleep for some of it.

The sun glaring into the window woke me, the room was filled with so much light. I was still in the same position having been forced to remain like this since the nurse had left us. There was still no sign of her in the room, I had no choice but to look up and stare at the ceiling until she returned.

Throughout the morning it became more and more difficult to breathe, I so needed water, just a mouthful would have been heaven. I reminded myself this was a punishment for Miss Annabelle which made me feel better about why I was suffering. Hours passed before the door opened and the sound of the clicking of heels followed.

There were sounds from the bed of the slave next to me as the nurse took his binds off.

“Get up, hands behind your back,” she ordered.

It was the voice of the same nurse.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the slaves voice was weak and very dry sounding.

Next her heels clicked to me, she gazed down at me. Her make up now removed, she looked tired and a little worn. She had a black t-shirt on.

“Don’t move your hands,” she ordered as she took the straps off me. Once all the various straps were off my body she spoke again.

“Stand up, hands behind your back,” she ordered.

“yes T”, nothing else came out of my mouth it was that dry.

The nurse smiled, she seemed to enjoy what I was going through. I stumbled as I got up, feelings flooding back into my legs, then came the pins and needles as blood flowed better. It was difficult to stand straight. The nurse tied my hands behind my back as I fought to get my balance and stand straight for her.

“Stand next to that one and don’t move,” the nurse commanded and pointed to the slave she had already freed from the bed.

I walked over towards him as fast as I could, glancing at him I was in shock. He had makeup on, it looked really good. I saw a very tight stainless-steel collar round his throat, it was on so tight it left redness on the skin round the collar. He had breast, not just breast but good-looking firm breast. His cock was pulled tightly between his legs. His head hair was a dull pink colour as were his finger and toe nails. It then struck me I must have looked just like him. I stood next to him in the at rest position but with my hands tied behind me. I looked down and could see my big new breast they felt heavy.

I did not raise my head but looked as best as I could at the young lady who was now dealing with the third slave. The t-shirt she was wearing was baggy, she wore tight fitting jeans and black low-heeled boots. As she bent to undo straps securing the other slave her firm backside in the tight-fitting jeans was directly in front of me. The intense pain immediately filled my balls, spine and head. The start of an erection was killed dead. I must have let out a little moan at the pain. The nurse turned her head and yelled.

“Silence!”

Soon we were all standing side by side, the young lady inspected us front and back. She felt our cocks and checked how tight they were pulled. She rubbed her hand over our faces and make-up. I could not understand why it did not come off in her hand. She felt the bounce of our breast. When she was satisfied she turned towards a corner of the room.

“Give them water,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss,” a male voice replied.

I had no idea he was in the room. Then a hairless man in the pink skin-tight body suit appeared and gave us each one cup of water. It was so hard to swallow with the tight collar and some of it spilled which I did not want it to, I needed it all. He was next ordered to feed us, and we each got the normal three spoons of the white goo. We were then led to a toilet; it was strange how the urine trickled out of me slowly now. Throughout our hands remained tied behind our backs.

We were then led to another room with small dog like cages, these were very similar to the one like my old Mistress had and use to store me. The nurse told the first slave in line to get in one, she gave him a hard kick to his backside to hurry him inside. She then used a padlock to secure the cage. I was next. As I got into the cage she gave another very hard kick, adding a bruise to the marks already covering my body. Once we were all secured she turned to the slave in the pink body suit.

“Feed and water them at 7 tonight and twice tomorrow, they stay locked in, make sure any mess they make is cleaned, understand?” She instructed him.

Yes thank you Miss,” he responded.

“Get out,” she next ordered him.

“Yes thank you Miss,” he answered, curtsied and left.

I had worked out that these men in pink were slaves to the staff and helped them in their everyday roles. The young lady looked down at us, she seemed to be in a bad mood or maybe hung over from the night before.

“I’ve waisted enough of my weekend with you bastards.” she spat the words out at us, looking down at us like we were animals.

She turned and walked out, locking the door behind her. Then the lights went out, this room was not like the other, there were no windows. We were back in the pitch blackness trapped in our small cages. The cages were big enough for us to sit in with our legs bent up or crossed, we could not stretch out.  I worked out it was Saturday morning and it sounded like we would be here until Monday when Miss Annabelle would collect us. I knew it was going to be along boring and painful two days.

The many hours passed by slowly, agonising slowly. Our only highlights was the slave come in to feed us 3 times over the weekend. We had of course had to relieve ourselves and he used a hose to clean our mess. Apart from that we stayed confined in our cages, in the pitch blackness of the room we were locked in. There is such a helpless feeling one gets when locked in a cage and then the cage locked in a room and then the room locked in a building. It makes you feel very vulnerable and alone. We could die in here as there was no one to help us. Many cramps and with much pain and boredom this episode would eventually end I hoped.

Over the weekend I had much time to think about the things that had been done to me. I had the two brandings marking me as hotel property. Then the things the nurse had done to us, the very tight collar, the breast implants and the thing that kept my cock in check. I thought about that, it seemed strange how it sent the pain into my spine and head as well as my testicles. I thought maybe she had somehow attached it to my nervous system. I wondered if anyone would ever tell us. The make-up bothered me so much, my face had felt so strange, and when the lady rubbed my face hard, the make-up did not come off. The horrible thought came to me, had it been tattooed onto us? Would my face forever wear make-up? Surely the women here would never do such a thing.


Chapter 8

New thoughts new body

The long painful two days came to an end when the door opened and light flooded in. The young nurse walked in; she was dressed in her whites again. Closely following behind her was the slave in pink.

“I want them taken out and hosed down,” the young lady said to the slave.

“Yes thank you Miss,” he responded.

She looked down at us all squashed up in our cages like the animals we were. She had no facial expression to show what she was thinking.

“Skunks as soon as your washed, go into the main room,” she pointed towards the room she had just come from.

“Then stand on the white line facing into the room,” she paused.

“Understand?” She said in a raised voice.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we responded.

The slave in pink always called her Miss, but as she had not told us to address her as such we stayed with the Ma’am as we were told this was the correct way to address all females. The nurse then walked out handing the key to the padlocks locking us into our cages to the slave, he curtsied as she left.

The slave unlocked our cages before he beckoned us out, our hands were left firmly tied behind our backs. It was difficult and slow to squeeze out of the cage. Our bodies stiff due to the confinement of the last two days, not having use of our hands made it yet harder. The slave just stood back and let us get on with it.  Once we were all out from our cages the slave beckoned us to follow him. He went to the end of the room we were in and led us into a small courtyard, surrounded by high walls. There he indicated to a white line painted on the ground and we stood on it. To one side of the yard was a small table with two comfortable looking chairs, I guessed it was where the staff went to chill out and have breaks. The other side of the yard had two wooden frames, the ropes on them showed this was for slaves to be attached to. I had to admit that I thought of this whole complex more of a prison of suffering than a hotel and leisure complex. The slave pointed to our legs and again indicated that we should spread them. Next he uncoiled a hose pipe and began to hose us down like animals with the cold water. He had us turn and bend over so that every inch of our bodies was clean. I hate to admit there was a couple of good sides to this hosing down. Firstly, I drunk my fill and for the first time I quenched my thirst, secondly when he had finished I felt the most refreshed since I had arrived here. He allowed us to stand, and drip dry for a while before indicating that we should now go to where the lady had said.

Upon entering the room, I saw that three of the plastic beds we had first been made to lay on were now occupied. The three slaves looking like we had when we first entered here were lying still in the attention position. They were clearly not conscious; the nurse must have knocked them out while they waited for her to carry out the same procedure that we had done to us. No one else was in the room, we were at the far side, there was a desk and leather chair close to us.  We stood in the at rest position still with our hands tied behind us. I took it we now were waiting for Miss Annabelle to collect us. In a way I was looking forward to seeing her again, there was something so refreshing about her, yet I feared her as I did all the women here. To them it was clear our lives were cheap, in fact I think they never saw us as human, but just as worthless things.

Some time passed before the nurse entered the room, we all curtsied her, yet she totally ignored us. She went to the desk to the side of us, sitting down her keyboard started to tap. We stood in stillness and waited. A phone rung, and the nurse must have hit the speaker button to answer it.

“Hi medical, Jane speaking,” she said out loud.

“Hi Jane, this is Annabelle, hope your well,” Miss Annabelle’s beautiful voice replied to her.

“Not too bad, how about you?”

“Just need to get back to work for a rest after the weekend I had,” Miss Annabelle said.

“Oh no, did you have much on?” The young lady enquired giving a smile as she did.

“Managed to go to three parties in two days,” Miss Annabelle replied laughing.

The nurse also laughed out loud. We all just stood there in stillness listening to the two women having their conversation on the telephone.

“Yea know what you mean, my weekend was a bit of a session to,” they both laughed at Jane’s comment.

“Your skunks are ready for collection whenever you are ready,” the nurse added.

. “Oh, that’s why I called, I hope you don’t mind, but could you deliver them back to my classroom? Had a sleep in this morning and want to go to the gym and have a swim before I start work,” Miss Annabelle said.

“Of course not, I make sure there waiting for you by the time you get in,” the nurse replied

.“You’re an absolute angel thank you so much,” Miss Annabelle said.

“All part of the service, enjoy your gym and swim,” the nurse said.

“I will, take care Jane,”

“Bye Annabelle,” the call ended.

The young nurse went back to her typing, it was as if we were not there. It was hard to understand how these women seemed so normal. They treated us so badly, kept us in fear for our lives and confined like animals all while they went about enjoying their lives.

After a while the nurse got up and she injected something into the sleeping slaves on the table before coming back to us.

“Untie them,” she ordered her slave who had been standing to one side all the time.

“Yes thank you Miss,” he responded like the robot he had become.

Our hands were freed, and we moved them into the front position.

“Turn left and hug for transport,” The lady ordered.

We all knew that the word transport meant we were just being moved to another place, and we had to hug tightly for that.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” came our own robot replies as we hugged tightly one behind the other.

Now this was a different feeling, our cocks no longer in each other’s backsides as they were tightly held down in place. Instead my breast were now being squashed flat by the slaves back in front of me, it was a strange but nice feeling. I felt embarrassed by liking the feeling of it. Then there was the feeling of the slave’s breast behind me pressing in tightly to my own back. I along with the others let out a little scream of agony as our cocks reacted to this new feeling. The young lady let out a giggle, no doubt she had seen this several times before.

“Come on you sluts,” she giggled and we all moved forward.

We were put back in the classroom, standing in our normal position. The young nurse gave us a quick inspection. She checked our cocks were tight enough, rubbed her hand over our faces and finally gave our hanging tits a little smack to ensure they had good bounce. As she left the room and while we were giving her a curtsy she turned off the lights. We were left there in that horrible total darkness waiting for Miss Annabelle to arrive at work.

It was a few hours later that we were blinded by the light. As we curtsied Miss Annabelle became focused as she walked towards us. Her hair still wet from her swim, as always she looked gorgeous. It looked like she was wearing a leotard top, the black lycra hugged tightly to her body showing off her perfectly formed breast. She had a short red skirt on showing her stunning tanned bear legs, and her flat ballet type shoes. She always had that walk, it was more like a float over the floor, she looked the most beautiful and healthiest woman I have ever seen. Behind her the skunk maid followed.

Miss Annabelle walked up to us and examined us one by one, a happy smile on her face as she did. Then she had us spread our legs and bend forward as she inspected us from behind, she let out a little giggle.

“Now you skunks are looking perfect, and no more pathetic hard on’s,” another little giggle followed.

“All of you come with me,” she ordered and walked towards yet another door in our classroom.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all followed behind the skunk maid who was already hot on the heels of Miss Annabelle.

We entered a room, containing a shower all boxed off behind glass panels. Then to the rear of the room a bath with gold taps.

“Maid clean, skunks watch,” was all Miss Annabelle said as she walked out.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we all said and curtsied as she left

The next few hours were spent watching the maid clean the shower and bath repeatedly. Carefully watching how she held and moved her body so that we could imitate her when our turn came. We watched the materials she used and how she used them. She washed and dried the floor, again taking care to ensure she held herself correctly as she worked.

Suddenly and without warning the door opened and Miss Annabelle walked in. We all curtseyed.

“Maid stop,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” she replied and stood to one side.

“You clean the shower,” Miss Annabelle pointed to the skunk next to me.

“You clean the bath,” she said and pointed to me.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we both answered and went to work.

Miss Annabelle stood back leaning against the wall, she rested one of her feet flat up against it, she then watched our every move. We cleaned for about 10 minutes.

“Swap round,” She ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we replied.

I moved to the shower and begun to clean it. After only a few minutes she said.

“Stop and stand,” she then pointed to the other two skunks.

“You bath and you shower,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle.” we all answered, and I went back into the standing position.

Miss Annabelle watched them for a few minutes before making them swap what they were cleaning. It seemed that Miss Annabelle was in a hurry and didn’t make us spend to long cleaning the room.

Miss Annabelle commented on how much easier it was to train us now there were only five of us left.  After a few minutes we were led back into the main classroom and were put kneeling down in the little semi-circle in front of Miss Annabelle. She was sitting crossed legged on the leather chair. Her little red skirt pulled tightly up her thighs, the bottom of her leotard could be seen between her legs. I bit my lip as the pain struck me hard as my cock reacted to the view, a little scream coming out of my mouth. Miss Annabelle smiled as she looked at me. The erection now always disappeared quickly as soon as the pain strikes.

“729d,” she referred to me by the number which was branded on my skin.

“You must control your cock, just because a lady chooses to show her legs does not mean you have a right to an erection. In fact, you no longer have a right to ever have an erection. Am I clear skunk 729d?” She said with a smile. 

“Yes I am so sorry Miss Annabelle,” I replied with my face burning a bright red.

“I hope you understand. Do that in front of the wrong lady and you’re be hanging on the pole, understand?”

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” I replied, feeling grateful that Miss Annabelle had not put me on the pole for it.

There was a knock on the door and another lady walked in. We immediately stood and gave her a curtsy. The lady was a little chubby and looked about 40 years old. She wore a knee length pink and yellow flowery summer dress along with the same gold name badge that Miss Annabelle wears. Her low-heeled pink summer sandals clicked on the floor as she walked toward Miss Annabelle. Following the lady were two skunk maids looking identical to us. Miss Annabelle got up and walked towards her, opening her arms and they met and hugged each other giving the fake cheek kisses.

“What brings you to my manor Elizabeth?” Miss Annabelle said laughing.

“Need a favour Annabelle, they want me to start a new class tomorrow, apparently we got 30 coming in,” She replied.

“30?” Miss Annabelle said and giggled.

“Glad I’m on hols when this lot are done,” Miss Annabelle added while laughing and sounding relieved.

“Not sure why they are bothering, have you heard about the Dubai thing?” Elizabeth asked.

“Yes, exciting if it happens. You going to go?” Miss Annabelle asked.

“Oh gosh, like yes definitely. You?” Came the reply.

“They’re going to treat us like Goddesses, double our pay tax free, no I think I’ll find another job,” Miss Annabelle jested and they both burst out laughing.

“Can you take these two on for the rest of your class, they just need the final induction and uniform,” Elizabeth asked Miss Annabelle.

“Only two?” Miss Annabelle enquired.

“Yes they were doing well until this morning and then pissed me off,” Elizabeth giggled as she spoke.

“Oh it was you, I wondered why the pole looked so full as I walked past this morning,” Miss Annabelle replied giggling herself now.

“Yes of course no problem in taking them,” Miss Annabelle spoke friendly to the other lady.

Miss Annabelle then changed her tone into one of indifference.

“You two stand with those,” she said to the two skunks behind the other lady.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” they responded and ran over to stand next to us.

“Thanks so much Annabelle, fancy a coffee?” Elizabeth said to Miss Annabelle.

“Why not,” Miss Annabelle replied.

With that the other lady linked arms with Miss Annabelle and they walked towards the door. As they left we all curtseyed. Miss Annabelle hit the light switch plunging us into complete darkness.

It was still hard to understand the utter insignificance we were treated with. The way they talked about hanging us on the pole was like they were talking about throwing some old clothing away. Yet another 30 replacements were arriving tomorrow, so I thought I should be grateful that I was still standing here. I wondered what they meant about Dubai, and not bothering with the new slaves. Still I felt happy that Miss Annabelle was going to do well out of a move there, I had such feelings about her.

We stood there in complete silence and stillness for ages. Standing like that in complete darkness is really difficult, however because of all the practise we have had of being like this we all managed it. Once again without the notice the light filled the room, being that the light switch was outside the door we never had warning of Miss Annabelle returning. The lights coming on always made me jump. As Miss Annabelle walked in our stiff bodies immediately showed her the correct respect, as we went into our curtseys.

“Toilet and water them maid,” she directed the comment to her skunk maid who stood at the end of the line.

Her voice was a little bit shaky, the smell of wine waft through the room. Miss Annabelle sat heavily in her chair, putting her head back on the neck rest, it was clear that it was not only a coffee that Miss Annabelle had with the other woman.

Once we had been to the toilet and given a cup of water we were standing back in front of Miss Annabelle. Her eyes were closed as she relaxed on the chair.

“Secure them maid,” she said without opening her eyes.

The maid indicated for us to find a floor ring. She then went round tying our hands behind our backs and attaching our collars to the floor rings. I couldn’t see as I was secured facing the opposite direction but heard the maid’s heels clicking back to Miss Annabelle. Then there was silence until the phone rung on Miss Annabelle’s desk.

“Answer it maid,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

Heel clicks rushed towards Miss Annabelle’s desk.

“Good afternoon Miss Annabelle’s class, skunk maid 195t speaking”. The maids voice said.

After a pause the maid replied to whatever was said to her on the phone.

“Yes Ma’am”.

“Miss Annabelle it is housekeeping about your room for the evening,” the maid said to Miss Annabelle.

“Do they have one for me?” Miss Annabelle said sharply and loudly back. 

Clearly Miss Annabelle did not want to get up or speak to whoever was on the phone. The person on the end of the phone must have heard the comment and said something to the maid.

“Yes Miss Annabelle, they have suit 208 ready for you at your convenience,” the maid soon said.

“Thank them,” Miss Annabelle replied.

“Miss Annabelle thanks you Ma’am”, the maid said into the telephone.

“Yes thank you Ma’am. goodbye Ma’am”.

The maids heels clicking back towards Miss Annabelle and then silence. Miss Annabelle’s coffee must have turned into a real wine session, it seemed she was feeling worse for wear now and in no state to travel home. After a while Miss Annabelle was heard getting up, her heel clicks to the door sounded a little unsteady.

“Come with me maid,” she said in a loud and unfriendly voice.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” the maid replied.

The lights went out, the many hours of uncomfortable confinement on the hard floor followed. This time with our new breast squashed to the cold ground and cocks that would throughout the night cause us so much agonising pain.


Chapter 9

Decisions being made.

Little did we know as we lay in stillness, pain and discomfort that somewhere else in the complex an important decision was being made, one that effected our future and possibly our very right to live.

At the other end of the complex was a large, beautiful manor house. It had beautiful views of the Mediterranean Sea to one side and a high Spanish mountain range to the other. The house was separated from the hotel complex by a wall that was hidden by lust green trees. The second floor of the house contained a large office, with an outside balcony area overlooking the sea and a private beach. The balcony was a sizable area, a large table and three chairs in the centre. The table surrounded by many beautiful fragranced plants. There were three women sitting at the table. Two were elderly, one being 79, the other 73 years old. These two ladies were sisters. The third lady was in her mid-thirties, the granddaughter of the youngest of the two other ladies. All were dressed in loose fitting clothing that suited the hot sunny afternoon. Another woman stood to one side dressed in a dark business suit, which had a long tight pencil skirt, she wore black tights and high heel shoes. A little back from the table were to sissy maids, they were dressed in French maid uniforms, the skirts flared out so that their seamed stocking legs were fully displayed, they stood perfectly still in their 5 inch heeled shoes. Their purpose was to serve the women sitting at the table.

The eldest lady started to speak,

“We have to make the decision today, but Isabel it really will be down to you”.

“Oh Aunty, you two will be running this place for years yet,” the younger lady replied.

“No Isabel, Melany is right, this will be your project and your future,” the other lady said.

“I know Aunty Catarina, but for now let’s just work on this together, it’s a big deal,” Isabel replied.

She held her glass up and one of the sissy maids ran over to her and refilled it with cold orange juice, before stepping back out of the way. Melany turned to the beautiful lady in the dark pencil skirt who was standing to one side of the table.

“So, what is the latest from Dubai?”

“Ma’am they have agree to give us the two island that the new airport was going to be built on. They also agree to build the complex we requested; they are keen to start work immediately on it. The prince has now also agreed on full immunity from the rest of the country and is happy for full autonomy to be granted.” She spoke respectfully as she spoke to the ladies who were sitting down.

“Do you believe he is honestly happy with the way we run things and our beliefs?” asked Isabel.

“Yes Ma’am, he knows if he wants to continue trading with most of the world he must change the whole approach his country has. He also knows the amount of wealth this project will bring to his country; he has already distanced himself from some of his neighbours.” She was interrupted.

“So, am I correct in thinking that women have full and equal rights to males there now?” Melany said.

“Yes Ma’am. the new laws were put in place six months ago, the crown has been fairly brutal to those who opposed it. They will never change the leadership model they have; however, they are fully committed to the equal rights model they have in place.” She replied.

“Anything for cash”, Catarina commented with a shrug.

“Yes Ma’am, the losses were starting to mount and that’s what made them change,” the lady standing in the long skirt replied.

“So, what of the cost to us?” Catarina asked her.

“Ma’am they want 200 million for the islands and the construction of the complex, that will incorporate the infrastructure.” she replied.

“The road and rail bridge?” asked Melany.

“Yes ma’am and our own terminal at the airport with direct links to the complex,” the lady replied feeling hot now while she stood under the hot sun.

“So, what else do they want?” Isabel asked.

“Ma’am, they have not asked for anything other than we allow our guest to visit their country at will. Ma’am they only have their eyes on the spending power of the guest”. The lady put her hand up and rubbed under the gold collar welded to her neck. Standing in this heat while getting this grilling was difficult.

This woman was called Janet, yet she was not often referred to by name by these ladies sitting Infront of her.  Janet was a very well-educated lady, however one who was born a submissive. It was illegal for males to own women in any form; however women were permitted to own female slaves. Janet had given herself to Isabel some years ago. She had grown into becoming the main negotiator for the three women before her, she was also now owned by the hotel and had the branding to prove it.

“What about the staff housing?” Catarina questioned.

“Ma’am these will be built on a neighbouring island that has been constructed. It will be connected by bridge to the main island, the journey time will be fifteen minutes, They have also agreed that a driverless train will run between the two for staff that wish not to drive their own cars, “she relied.

“And what of the actual accommodation, they know we want the best,” Melany enquired.

“Yes Ma’am, the smallest house will have two bedrooms, 2 bathrooms, an office, plus living quarters. They also have a kitchen diner. All will have a garden, a garage plus two parking spots at the front of the house. The larger house’s will be a selection of three and four bedrooms, these will also have bigger space in all the other rooms, a bigger garden and double garage. Everything will be built to the best quality available, and all furnished with luxury furniture Ma’am”, Janet informed them.

“And what about the social side? I want my staff to be able to enjoy their down time,” Melany asked.

“Yes Ma’am, we have agreed that a shopping mall will be built a little away from the accommodation, this will also have many restaurants and bars, a cinema, bowling alley and gym. It will be open for our guest to visit as well as the staff. Then Ma’am of course the staff can also freely travel to the mainland and use the many facilities which are there,” Janet responded.

Melany raised a hand to one of the sissy maids, pointing to her glass. The maid curtsied before she rushed into service pouring her another glass of wine.

“The girls will have a good life there, along with a tax-free income,” Catarina commented.

She then looked at one of the sissy maids

“Give me one of those”, again the sissy maid gave a curtsy and served Catarina a glass of white wine before returning to her spot.

“Yes that’s really important,” Isabel commented.

“I want the staff to have a good life, and not want for anything”. Both the other ladies nodded in agreement.

“What of the slaves? Will we change any of the operations?” Catarina threw out the question to the other two sitting at the table with her.

“I don’t think so,” Melany replied,

“It seems to work well,” she went on to say and the other two nodded in their approval.

“The only difference is I have decided to have all slaves castrated, the experiment with the pinkies worked out well,” Melany stated and again the other two approved.

“We will need slaves in place there without it interfering on the running of things here,” Catarina said.

“You will see to it that slaves are trained and in place for when the building is complete,” Melany said looking at Janet.

“Yes Ma’am, that will not be a problem. Also, both Europe and the USA will continue to supply us at no cost.” Replied Janet.

“What of the slaves we have now?” Asked Catarina.

“They can continue to serve until we move operations, then there will be no need for them as new ones will be in place, I suggest they just be terminated,” Melany answered.

“Yes I agree, we will allow the staff to select any slaves they want as houseslave for their new homes,” added Catarina.

“Do the girls still use the pole down there,” she directed the question to Melany.

“Yes, as far as I know they find it a humane way of dispatching the slaves they don’t want,” she replied.

“Then to the pole with the ones left over,” Catarina giggled.

All three agreed.

“How many of the staff do you think will move with us?” Catarina asked.

“I think most of them, it will just be a better life for them and with a lot more tax-free money,” Melany stated.

“We are agreed then, we will go ahead as planned,” Catarina said.

The other two both agreed.

“So, when do we anticipate completion?” Catarina said looking up at Janet.

“Ma’am I believe in 6 months it will fully complete and be operational,” Janet replied with a smile.

“Get back to Dubai girl, sign the papers and get things moving,” Catarina looked up at Janet as she spoke.

“Yes Ma’am,” she replied.

Catarina waved her hand dismissing Janet, who gave a curtsy and hobbled away in her tight long skirt.

“I think supper.” Catarina said with a smile, getting up and leading the other two inside.

The two sissy maids remained standing in stillness. They both had heard the way the four ladies had spoken while they listened, now both wondered about what fate awaited them.


Chapter 10

End of Training

The blinding lighting flooded the room. The long hours of what turned into an agonising night had finally come to an end. The sound of footsteps as Miss Annabelle walked to her chair.

“Untie them.” I took it she was speaking to the maid, strangely there was no reply, just the maid’s heels clicking towards us.

“Once your untied, visit the loo, then clean it before you come and kneel down in front of my chair.” Miss Annabelle said out, her voice not its normal self.

“Yes M,” we all started to answer but was over spoken.

“Shut up, just curtsy and obey, not a sound from you today,” Miss Annabelle said angrily.

We all fell silent, fearing Miss Annabelle’s definite bad mood.

Once I had been freed and got my body working I stood and faced Miss Annabelle, curtsied and hurried off to the toilet. I stood and waited for the slave in front of me to finish first. Miss Annabelle was sitting on her chair, cup of coffee in hand. She had some large dark sunglasses on that covered a lot of her face.  Her knee was resting over the arm of the chair. She was wearing a grey jumper, back trousers and flat boots. It was clear no effort had been made today in her appearance. I put two and two together, the effects of the wine had taken their toll on Miss Annabelle, I hoped we would not bear the brunt of that.

Thirty minutes later we were all kneeling in the semi-circle round Miss Annabelle. She had ordered the maid to fetch her another coffee which she was sipping at now. So far Miss Annabelle had not spoken to us again. The aroma of the coffee smelt so good, what I would give for just a sip of it. I noticed the lack of Miss Annabelle’s perfume which normally always filled the air round us.

“Look at me skunks,” Miss Annabelle ordered.

We all raised our heads from facing the floor and looked up, just as she spread her legs and lent forward in her chair, placing her elbows on her knees. She looked down at us through her dark sunglasses.

“Skunks you have completed your basic training. You will be given your uniforms this morning and told how to look after them,” She did sound tired and spoke like she had a headache.

“Later on or tomorrow, I will give you an induction, I haven’t decided yet,” she rubbed her temple with her hand in a smoothing kind of way.

“Stand on your line now,” she waved her hand in a dismissive way to us.

We all got up curtsied and stood back on the line in the at rest position.

“Feed and water them,” Miss Annabelle ordered the maid.

She then got up and left the classroom, we all curtsied as she did. Once the maid had given us the normal three spoon of white mush and a cup of water we all stood still and waited.

Again as was the normal we all stood there in stillness and silence for a long while. Then without notice the door opened and a large black lady in a black blazer, black trousers and low black heel shoes walked in. Her gold name badge indicated that she was staff. We all immediately curtsied her.

“Good morning skunks,” she said as she walked towards us.

She said it in a very jolly way.

“Good morning Ma’am,” we all replied.

“Hope you all had a good night,” again she spoke in a good-humoured way holding her hand to her ear indicating she wanted an answer.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all responded.

“You lucky girls, it’s the day you have all waited for,” she paused and then in a higher pitched voice said.

“Uniform day”. She put her hand up to her ear again awaiting our response.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we replied.

“Now form your line facing the door skunks,” she ordered still sounding so cheerful.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all replied before hugging each other tightly, squashing our tits together.

The lady’s heels clicked to the front and our line started to move forward.

We arrived in a large bright room, as we entered the black lady pointed to a wall.

“Stand and face the wall there,” she ordered and we all obeyed.

“Sorry Carol,” looks like we got some work to do,” the black lady said while laughing.

“Shit,” a giggling soft ladies voice was heard to say.

The black lady took hold of the neck of the slave next to me and led him away. A little later there was the sound of soft footsteps coming towards me. A hand took hold of my neck and twisted me round. As I turned I faced a young lady she looked no more than 18 years old. I went into a curtsy; she still had her hand on my neck. She forced me lower, so my knees were bent and walked me to the other side of the room.

“Stand, legs spread hands on head,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied and obeyed her.

She was wearing a white T-shirt, black trousers and comfortable looking flat shoes. Her black shoulder length hair had a little curl at the bottom. Her lovely perfume filled the air round me. I saw three of the hairless slaves in the pink skin-tight body suits standing opposite me, they too were in complete stillness. The lady walked away returning with a measuring tape. She was only a short lady about five foot tall, her body hidden under the baggy t-shirt. She took my waste measurement first.

“5 corset,” she said out loud.

Immediately one of the slaves responded.

“Yes thank you Miss Carol,” he quickly returned holding a black garment.

“Fit it,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Miss Carol,” the slave responded.

The small waist snapper type corset was place round my waist. The slave pulled it in really tight, at one point his knee into my back as he pulled on it. I struggled to breathe in properly, my lungs could no longer expand fully. The young lady was standing and watching.

“Short breaths skunk,” she said.

“I only just managed to reply.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.”

The slave had seemed to pull the corset round me as tight as it would go, I heard a clicking sound on my back as it locked in place. The young lady then walked up to me, she inspected the corset front and back, she pulled at it a couple of times. Then she ran her hands over my new curvy figure. She then placed a stainless still belt round my waist and locked it in place. I wondered how I looked with my breast and hourglass figure now. Breathing remained a struggle, but I now took little quicker breaths which did help.

“It will get better as it moulds to your body skunk,” the young lady said.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied.

Next the lady started taking all my measurements, standing on tip toes to reach my neck and head. She called out numbers to the slave as she did, he bought garments and laid them on the floor by her side.

“Dress, bra and panties first skunk,” the young lady said pointing to the things on the floor.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I answered.

I was happy to at least cover myself in front of this very young lady. Standing in front of any lady naked with my cock pulled back and breast sticking out in front of me was humiliating enough. But doing it in front of a girl who was young enough to be my granddaughter was more than demeaning. I placed the black cotton panties over me, then the bra which pulled my tits up. All the time the young lady stood in front of me with her hands on hips watching my every move.

“Tights,” She ordered.

I picked up the thick black tights and rolled them up my legs. Already my legs felt so hot with them on.

“Dress,” The lady just gave me one-word commands.

I pulled the dress over my head and had to struggle to zip up the back, the lady never offered to help, she just watched. I was now beginning to feel more humiliated standing here wearing a dress and tights in front of her. The dress fitted tightly to me, coming down to halfway between my knees and ankles, the bra also had the effect of making my breast stand out and up more pushing the dress out at my chest.

“Shoes,” her next command came. 

I pulled on the shoes with a struggle as bending my body in the tight corset was really difficult. Next I did up the silver buckle.

“Apron”, her next order.

I had to redo the lace ties at the back three times before the lady was happy that they were hanging at the same length.

“Cravat it goes under the back of the dress collar”, she said.

I fastened it round my neck as she instructed.

“Cap,” I placed the cap onto my head using the elastic to hold it in place.

One of the slaves then approached her and handed her something. I then saw it was a white Velcro patch the words in black fancy writing on it said, ‘Property of the Diana Hotel’. Below that in smaller writing ‘skunk maid 729d’. The lady slapped this to the left side of my chest, the slap stung my breast and made it bounce, the young lady let out a giggle. The badge stuck onto the apron. The young lady then looked me up and down, made me turn so she could see my back.

“Back to the wall skunk,” she then ordered.

I gave her a respectful curtsy, the new uniform making it harder to bend. I then went back to facing the wall, The young lady then took another slave off with her.

Standing there like that I didn’t feel like me. I was someone else or something else. For the first time I felt little more than a skunk maid that was the property of the Diana Hotel. I think that was the point it really all hit me. I was no longer a male, everything I liked and enjoyed no longer existed, I had ceased being a person and had become a thing. A thing of no real value, the slaves hanging on the pole proved that. I wanted to cry but dare not.

I waited until the two ladies had finished fitting us all into our uniforms. They then had a brief conversation behind us about who was going to take us back to the classroom, none of them could be bothered. In the end the young lady who fitted me my uniform decided to do it, first she wanted a coffee. We remained standing still facing the wall while she did.

After what seemed like an hour of standing and waiting listing to the two lady’s chatting, the young lady was finally ready to take us back. Listening to their conversation I learned that the young lady was actually 17 and in college, this was a part time job for her. She intended to become a disciplinarian and the work experience here would help her to get the job and of course earn her good money while she studied.

“Right line up facing the door,” the young lady barked at us.

We did as we thought was right and went into our hugging tight line. There was laughter from both the ladies.

“You fucking faggots”, the young lady said through her laughter.

“You like feeling each other do you. Well turn and face the faggot next to you,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all said and obeyed her.

“Now wrap your arms round each other and pull in tight,” both the ladies were laughing finding this very amusing.

“Look into each other’s eyes, press those little cocks together,” she must have had tears of laughter running down her face by the sound of her voice.

“Now kiss, get those tongues down each other’s throats,” she ordered only just getting her words out from laughing so much.

The other lady sounding like she had fallen off her chair and was rolling around with her deep laughing. We stood there hugging each other tightly, our bodies pressed together with our tongues in each other’s mouths. Our faces glowing red with humiliation, we were completely powerless and degraded beyond words. As the lady’s watched in amusement, there was a scream as one of the slave’s cocks started to grow. This bought hysterical laughter from the black lady.

“The faggots like it,” she again only just got the words out she was laughing that much.

We were made to stay like this, the ladies had turned their attention to other matters. They were now discussing a uniform order that did not arrive. Every now and then one of our cocks would start to get an erection and an agonising scream would follow, this bought giggles from both the ladies.

“Keep those mouths together girls,” the black lady laughed.

“Keep those tongues in the back of your lovers throat,” the young lady added as she giggled.

I felt the total humiliation of being made to do this for a 17 year old girl. I felt this couldn’t be real as I stood there with my tongue in another man’s mouth as was his in mine. There seemed to be no end to the humiliation and belittlement we had to go through in this place. Eventually and when the two ladies had had their fill of fun, we were made to again line up facing the door. This time the young lady told us that now we were in uniform we had to keep one foot behind the skunk in front of us. Our hands behind our backs and head lowered facing the floor. She was surprised that we had not been taught this, however we had all just learned a lesson we would not forget.

After being led back into our classroom the young lady had left us standing in the at rest position, she left turning off the lights as she did. We all stood there in complete darkness, and in our own thoughts. I felt so degraded at what had taken place, I also felt completely conquered. I knew my body was no longer mine, I had to look and behave and do whatever the staff here told me to. I began to wonder if the pole would be the better option. Then the thought of the slow painful death just hanging there waiting to die. I knew I had to just carry on and be what I now was, a worthless skunk maid.

Sometime later the blinding light filled the room, something I never got use to. As always it shocked me back into the real world. Glancing towards the door without moving my head I saw Miss Annabelle walking towards us. Her normal breezy steps now being back as she walked, she looked like she had now fully recovered, her hair still damp from her swim. We all dropped to give her the respectful curtsy she required and deserved. She had changed her top into a white blouse that fitted tightly across her beautiful chest, still in her black trousers and boots. She sat in her chair, I noticed that the skunk maid that was always with her was missing. She looked up at us as her eyes followed the line of skunk maids standing in front of her and she gave a smile.

“Wonderful, you now all look the part, Identical looking skunk maids,” she giggles.

“Come kneel down in front of me skunks. let me have my little circle of skunk children looking up at their teacher,” she giggled as she spoke.

Remembering what she had said earlier about not wanting to hear us, none of us answered. That was corrected when Miss Annabelle held her hand up to her ear.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we immediately responded which was met by another lovely smile from Miss Annabelle.

We knelt looking up at the beautiful Miss Annabelle, she did that thing where she bends forward and places her elbows on her knees and chin into her hands. she looked down at us with a look of satisfaction and a smile.

“Girls I’m pleased to say my task with you is complete. You have all now learned the basics of being good useful skunk maids to the hotel. later on you will be collected by a member of the housekeeping staff. She will give you a tour and explain the hotel rules to you. Listen to her carefully, remember no member of staff likes to repeat herself as you have all discovered,” She paused again giving us a stern stare to reinforce her words. 

“When you leave here next you will be taken to open areas of the hotel where guest will be present. There are certain simple rules you must follow. The first being should you pass any female you will curtsy her. Should that be a member of staff once you have shown her a respectful curtsy you may continue on your way. Should the lady you see be a guest then you are expected to hold the curtsy until the female has gone by you. Is that understood?” Miss Annabelle paused for our answer.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we replied.

“All females staff or guest have every right to do as they please with you, you will obey any order given to you without hesitation. Should a guest tell you to stop breathing, you will simply stop breathing. Am I clear?” Miss Annabelle asked and again paused.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we answered.

I thought I couldn’t feel any more worthless than I already did, but her words showed what my true value now was.

“Here we have guest from around the world. To you their race, age, sexual orientation, size or anything else does not matter, they are female, you will obey them all. You will show them respect, obedience and serve them. Am I clear?” Another pause to allow her words to sink in.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” We responded.

“Females pay a lot of money to stay here. Let me put this in prospective to you. The hotel pays 50 euros to officials that send you here. The cheapest room here is 1500 euros a night. Am I clear?” Another pause.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle,” we again answered.

With every sentence coming out of Miss Annabelle I was really beginning to understand what worthless meant when it came to us. Now I knew what the disciplinarian that sent me here got as a bonus, 50 euros, that’s if she got the whole amount. That was what my life was worth to her. I could also see why the staff here had no hesitation in hanging us from the pole.

“I understand you have had a lesson in walking correctly,” Miss Annabelle paused and watched our faces turn bright red, she smiled.

“All that remains for me to say, is for you all to dedicate your lives fully to the hotel, work hard and be obedient. On those days when you feel you can’t go on, remember the pole, think about what hanging there for days waiting to die is like,” she paused and looked down at each of our faces.

“Now skunks back on your line, stand at rest, quickly”, she raised her voice when she said quickly.

“Yes thank you Miss Annabelle”, we responded and got to the line quickly.

Miss Annabelle than just got up and walked out, again leaving us in complete blackness. As I curtseyed her I wondered if I would ever see her again. The strict teacher who I had a crush on did not even look back, that was how little any of us meant to her.


Chapter 11

The induction tour

The lights once again came on without warning, the door opened and heels clicked towards us, looking up from the top of my eyes with my head still tilted downward I saw her walking towards us. As I curtsied and as she got closer I could see her so much better. A black lady who looked about 30 years old. Her black straight hair coming to just below her shoulders. She wore a dark blue dress, which really hugged her perfect body. The dress had an elasticated waistline which showed her stunning shape fully. Her golden name badge sat just above her right breast. The short sleeves of the dress showing the perfect tone of her arms. The hem of the dress ended at her knees; her legs covered in black fishnet tights or stockings. I followed the sight of her flawless legs down to her low-heeled black shoes. She walked up to us in turn, inspecting our uniforms and stances. Then she walked along behind us, the sound of her heels going silent behind each one of us as she inspected us from behind one by one. I felt nervous and scared like never before, was this lady from housekeeping or something different I wondered. She had not spoken to us yet. She then stood in front of us and pointed.

“You and you follow me,” she ordered.

I was one of the two she had pointed to. She had an American accent, yet when she spoke there was no politeness in her voice.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we answered.

Already she was walking at a fast pace out of the classroom, and we hurried along behind her, walking the way we had been taught. As she left the classroom she flicked off the light switch plunging the maids left behind into darkness.

“Don’t just follow me, work out where you are and where you are going, a lost skunk that isn’t working is a useless skunk, but keep your heads facing downwards unless I point something out to you, understand?” She spoke as she walked.

She sounded like she did not want to be doing whatever it was that she was doing with us now.

“Yes thank you Ma’am” we answered.

We followed her into the yard where the pole was. I could see from my peripheral vision that there were still slaves hanging from it. We then followed her through a gate into a car park, she stopped.

“Look up,” she instructed.

“This is the staff car park,” she said.

It was dark now and the area was lit by lighting, there were about 10 cars parked in the car park. There were also a lot of empty spaces. The lady then walked on, and we followed. As she did she pointed to her right.

“The blue door is to the staff offices and the housekeeping office,” she said as she walked.

We then walked along a small path with trees on both sides, coming out in another well-lit car park. Here there were many cars, I also noticed some very expensive cars parked among them.

“This is the guest car park. Notice on each corner there is a brown box, they contain cleaning equipment for when you are tasked with sweeping here. The same boxes are found in the staff car park and other open spaces.” We did not get a chance to reply or ask questions, the lady hurried along.

Next I saw a marble staircase leading up to golden doors. The building the doors led into looked amazing, a grand red brick structure, somewhat looking like the entrance to a castle. As we passed the bottom of the stairs leading up to the entrance, two maids in very short flared pink dresses gave the lady a perfect curtsy as she walked past them. They then resumed the attention stance that they were standing in. I wondered how they kept their balance in the very high heeled shoes they wore.

“The main entrance,” the lady pointed to it as we walked pass.

“You are forbidden to enter there,” she stated.

We followed the hotel building round the outside, beautifully cut grass and trees all about. Within moments there was a golden sandy beach in front of us. It had all the normal things you would expect on a holiday resort beach. Tables, chairs, loungers. Several jet skis sat on the sand close to the water’s edge. I also noticed a bar with its own seating area under canopies. The whole area looked amazing under the bright moon light. There were several skunk maids working, cleaning in one way or another. I noticed they looked the same as us other than they were in red dresses. There was no sign of any supervision. As soon as they saw the lady leading us they all stopped what they were doing, stood turning towards her and curtsied her. She just continued walking on the path we were on completely ignoring them.

“This is the beach area you are not permitted here; it is part of the south wing,” she stated as we walked by.

Throughout the lady spoke in a flat arrogant tone, appearing bored with showing us round. We then went through a gate and entered a large outdoor area. I could see two large swimming pools. There were several of what looked like bars and restaurants with outdoor seating areas. It just looked like the most luxurious place I had ever been. There were several skunk maids in red dresses also working here, all were cleaning, some on hands and knees sweeping and scrubbing the floors. As soon as they saw the lady in front of us they again all stopped, stood facing her and curtsied. Once again she walked straight pass them totally ignoring they were there.

“You are not permitted here ether,” the lady said.

We followed the building round and went into a small door. Walking along a corridor we came to some steps and followed the lady up one flight and then onto another corridor. We stopped by a wooden door and the lady turned to face us.

“We are now entering the guest quarters, they should all be sleeping now but you never know.” She then pointed to me.

“What do you do if you see a guest?” She asked.

“Ma’am I curtsy and hold the curtsy until she has gone by,” I answered.

The lady didn’t reply she then just opened the door and suddenly everything changed. The corridor was wide, we could have walked along it astride. The carpets were a dark pink and felt deep pile under foot. Large oil paintings line the walls, and golden lampshades covered the lighting, beautiful potted plants also lined the wide corridor.  As we walked along we came across a skunk maid on her hands and knees sweeping the corridor silently. She immediately stood and curtsied the lady and then drop back down and continued working. 

“That’s one of your tasks,” the black woman spoke in a low voice as she nodded towards the maid.

Along the corridor there were wooden doors with gold numbers engraved on them, they were spread a good distance from each other. I took these to be guest rooms, but I had never seen a hotel like it, everywhere there was space. We came to another door and went out into a corridor with concrete floor. There was a spiral staircase going both up and down, also a lift and a large black door.

“This is the staff staircase; it is the only one you are permitted to use. This area is also a fire escape for the guest, it must not be obstructed, you will be severely punished if you do obstruct it.” The way she said that sent a shock through my spine, everything was just so matter of fact with her. She then opened the large black door.

“Every floor has one of these, follow,” she walked in.

Inside was a large room full of what can be described as housekeeping equipment. There was cleaning equipment of every kind.

“You take what you need from here to clean with,” she stated.

“You must carry what you need to each room, there are no trolleys to wreck the carpets,” she added.

“In there is bedding, again you take what you need to each room,” she pointed to another black door within the room.

“You put the use bedding into the blue baskets your find in there.” She then walked out of the room and down the spiral stairs.

“You are not permitted to use the lift, only female staff can use it, you’re be severely punished if you are caught using it,” she again said in a matter of fact way.

At the bottom of the steps, we came to another long corridor with bad lighting.  We passed doors as we walked but we were going too fast to see what the sign on each door read.

“That was the door I told you was to housekeeping from outside,” she pointed out to one of the doors.

We then came to a black door and followed the lady inside. The room was the size of our old classroom, a large hall really.  It was a well-lit room with wooden floors, the lady pointed to a white line on the floor that ran one length of the room.

“Stand there,” she ordered and we obeyed.

“When you first report here to start your shift you will come and stand on that line and wait.” She pointed to a second pink line on the other side of the room.

“If you have completed a task and are returning here then you stand on the white line, am I clear?”

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we replied.

“The report time given to you is not a request, if you are not here on time you will be punished. When you have been given tasks you will report back here when they are complete. Am I clear?” she asked in the same flat voice.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both replied.

“If you damage any part of your uniform you will immediately bring it to the attention of the housekeeper, is that clear?”

“Yes thank you Ma’am, we again both replied.

“You will always look immaculate no matter how hard you work, if your found looking scruffy you will be punished. When you are sent to rest it is expected that priority is given to your uniforms, is that clear?”

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we responded.

The lady then went into an office at the rear of the room we were in, we curtsied her as she did. After a few minutes she returned, as I curtsied her she took hold of my left wrist and strapped a cheap looking pink watch onto it. Then she placed a card on a gold chain over my neck and tucked it into the top of my dress. She did the same to the other maid.

“That’s to open the rooms when you clean them,” she stated.

The lady then turned and walked out of the door we came in by.

“Follow,” she commanded.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we responded and followed.

She continued down the corridor and down some steep steps, stopping at a metal door.  She walked in and wiggled her finger in signal to follow her. Inside was a room with lights on. There were two rows of wooden bunks, most had a skunk maid sleeping on them. The bunks had no mattress or blankets, they were just wooden bunks. The lady reached to the wall and pressed a button, there was a loud ringing sound that continued until she released the button. At the sound everyone in the room woke and got up curtsying the lady before standing at rest by their bunks.

“When you hear that sound it means a lady is present in the restroom, failing to acknowledge that is punishable.” She stated coldly.

She walked up to one of the skunks standing naked and pushed her out of the way. She pointed to a countdown clock built into the bed.

“You set this for the amount of time you have to rest, remember you have to be ready and on the line at the time specified to you.” She then pointed to a door at the back of the room.

“In there are washing and toilet facilities, as well as food and water. You all know your diet is 6 spoons a day, and two cups of water, if you take more it is punishable by death. You will also find in there cleaning facilities for your uniform, that must be your first task each rest period. You leave your whole uniform hanging in there to dry when you rest. should you interfere with another skunks uniform you will be punished, am I clear?” She spoke loudly so all the skunk maids in the room would hear.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we replied.

By now my brain was complete mush, so much was punishable, and the death penalty came out of the lady’s mouth as nothing special, this was hell on earth.

“Follow me,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we replied.

She walked out of the room with us in toe.

“Once the lady leaves the room you are permitted to go back to your rest period, also you are forbidden from speaking to other skunks at any time.” she spoke as she walked.

“Personally, I would cut your larynges out if I caught you speaking to another skunk,” she stated coldly.

I had no reason to doubt her.

We again followed the lady back to the staff car park and she walked to one of the brown boxes.

“Open it, take out a dustpan and brush and two black sacks each,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both said and obeyed her.

“You start here,” she said to me and pointed to the floor in front of her.

“You start at the other end,” she ordered the other skunk.

“You both sweep until you are told to stop, and I expect this car park spotless. Fill the sacks with the rubbish you sweep up.  Make sure you get right under the cars, but don’t touch them, you really don’t want to set alarms off. Also make sure you do not obstruct moving traffic, I know I won’t break or swerve to miss you.”

She paused then clapped her hands.

“work!” she shouted at us.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both said.

I fell to my knees and began to sweep, remembering how I was taught to hold my body. The other skunk ran towards the other end of the car park to start work. The lady watched us for a few seconds before walking away.

The night was warm making what was now back breaking work harder. I felt the sweat running down inside my dress and thick tights. I was worried about my dress and white apron on the concrete surface getting damage, so kept them pulled up above my knees. My body ached, especially my knees and back which were hurting like hell now from the kneeling position we had to work in. I so wished we were allowed to use a broom to sweep with rather than being folded up on the ground with the dust pan and brush. I had filled one black sack with sand and grit that I had swept up. Luckily there were very few cars that I had to stretch under to sweep below. During the night there was no sign of life in the car park, only me and the other skunk maid working. The dawn light was starting to show and as it grew brighter the lighting in the car park turned off. By now we were both on our second sweep of the area. I so hoped we would soon be allowed some water to drink as again my throat was so dry. It was yesterday that we were last given food or water and I was now beginning to feel the effects.

Cars started turning up in the car park, telling me it was the start of the working day. At first one or two parked and the lady drivers walked past me towards the building. As each one approached me I forced my very stiff and painful body to stand up, face them and give a curtsy.  Not one gave me a second look, it was like I wasn’t there. Over the next while the car park got busier as more and more ladies arrived for work, some were now also leaving in the cars that were parked there overnight. I seemed to endlessly be getting up to give curtsy’s before getting back down to resume work, only to have to stand a few seconds later as another lady walked past me. On the other side of the car park, I noticed the American lady who had shown us round and set us to work here leave. She got into a red Porsche; the car suited her. She paid no attention to us, not evens checking to ensure we were carrying out her orders. I wondered if we would be stuck here working until she returned to work next, the thought was chilling.

The ladies arriving to work were so mixed in their ages, races and sizes. Some dressed really beautifully, others just in jeans, t shirt and trainers. What I did notice was most of the ones in uniform looked so glamorous. Some reminded me of the air hostesses from days of old. It was painful while standing, curtsying and kneeling constantly to show respect to the passing ladies, but it did give a break from the boredom of just sweeping. As the car park got quieter it was back down with my face to the floor sweeping.

The morning was getting warmer now as the sun raised higher. In the distance was the sound of laughter and ladies having fun. I think the sound was carried from the beach and swimming pool areas we saw last night. More hours passed as I carried on with the hot back breaking work, only one or two other ladies either arrived or left the car park in a long while. The second sack was almost now full of the dirt I had swept up over the last many hours.


Chapter 12

A taste of what life was going to be now

“Do I get a curtsy then?” A ladies voice came just behind me, I never heard her approach me.

My blood ran cold and hoped I would not be punished for my lack of respect. Quickly I tried to stand to give her a curtsy, but a sharp pain in my back as I tried to get up sent me back down to my knees at her feet in agony. I had spent so long on my hands and knees sweeping that my back refused to let me stand so quickly. She stood there with her legs slightly apart and hands on hips as she waited for me to try again. I saw that the lady was wearing flat soft leather shoes, that is why I didn’t hear her approach. Looking up at her she wore the same dress as the lady who had put me here to work had worn, her gold name badge dazzling in the sun. Her legs were bare no tights or stockings, she looked late thirties and appeared a little overweight. She looked down at me with a smile.  She had neck length blond hair with black highlights. Her large hoops gold earrings and gold watch sparkled in the sunlight, her face was rounded, only with little makeup, she still looked really attractive.

“I’m waiting,” she spoke in a soft northern English accent.

“Yes sorry ma’am.” I said as I fought the pain and stiffness, getting to my feet and gave the lady a not so perfect curtsy, due to the inflexibility my body was feeling.

I then went into the at rest position before her.

“Curtsy again, that was not satisfactory,” she said in her calm wonderful accent.

“Sorry Ma’am,” I replied and gave her a better curtsy.

“Thank goodness it wasn’t a guest that had approached you without receiving a curtsy,” she said.

“Yes I am so sorry Ma’am,” I humbly replied.

“You, come here!” She shouted over to the other skunk still sweeping.

He suffered the same trouble as me getting up. Eventually he made it over to curtsy the lady and then stood next to me.  The lady had a satisfying look on her face. She had a smiling face throughout our encounter, clearly enjoying herself in our suffering.

“You take the bags of rubbish and throw them in there,” She spoke directly to me and pointed to a large black bin at the other end of the car park.

“And run,” she added.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied.

Giving her a curtsy, I rushed to pick up the four bags and hurried over to the bin to dispose of them.

As I turned and rushed back to the lady I saw the other skunk give her a curtsy and rush away. I returned and curtsied the lady.

“Follow,” was all she said to me in her lovely accent.

I walked behind her; we went back into the housekeeper’s office where we had to report for work. Going through that room we went through another door at the end of the large room into a smaller office room. A slave in pink was standing to one corner and curtsied as the lady walked in. The lady pointed to the floor in front of her desk.

“Stand there,” she said.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I nervously replied.

The lady sat at the desk and started to work on her computer as I waited in stillness. After a while she looked up at me.

“Drop your tights and panties, bend over that stool and lift your dress above your waist,” she ordered while pointing to a stool.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied knowing I was about to receive a punishment.

I wasn’t really sure why, it seemed unfair if it was because of the curtsy, as my head was down at the floor, and I could not hear her approach me in the soft shoes from behind.

“The Spanish riding crop,” the lady said.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the slave standing in the corner replied.

I glance up and saw the slave retrieve a heavy leather light brown riding crop, it had an evil look to it. The lady begun typing again and did not look up.

“Give it a dozen across its backside,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the slave replied.

I wanted to beg the lady not to. It didn’t feal fair that I had to be hit, my backside was still hurting from the whipping I got for Miss Annabelle, I was still bruised from that. Before I knew it the slave was standing behind me, there was a whooshing sound and then the pain struck me. My head lifted by reflex, and I let out a scream as the sting of the whip dug deep into me. The slave had hit me with his full force. The lady lifted her head from the screen looking at me in discontentment.

“Do shut up, it’s not that bad,” she said before looking back at her screen.

The air hissed again, the intense pain went right through me, I let out a muffled sound as I bit my lip. My hands gripping tightly to the stool legs. My body was shaking with the intense pain. I felt like my backside was on fire. Without pause the evil sound came crashing towards me, again and again. I could not help but give little screams, my body shook uncontrollable. Tears running down my face, between each strike I gasp for breath. This whipping was far worse than the one Miss Annabelle gave me. Throughout the lady did not look up at me, she allowed the punishment to be administered without interest.

“Ma’am the punishment is complete,” the slave said.

“Very well, fetch me a coffee,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” he replied putting the whip back in place and going through a door at the rear of the office.

I stayed bent over with my panties and tights round my ankles. I couldn’t imagine what my backside now looked like.

The slave returned with the lady’s coffee, she took it and waved him back to the side of the room without saying a word. I could see the lady had kicked off her shoes while sitting at the desk and was wigging her toes as she typed. I will still bent over the stool, the lady had paid no attention to me. Tears sill ran down my face from the humiliation and pain of the punishment. She looked up when she took a sip of her coffee.

“Tidy yourself up maid and stand in front of the desk,” she finally said to me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied.

Pulling my panties and tights back up which hurt my backside so much, I could only imagine the damage the Spanish riding crop had done to me. I stood back in front of the desk in the at rest position.

“I liked to be thanked correctly when I punish a maid, kiss my feet and thank me skunk,” she said again in her calm soft beautiful voice.

I immediately knelt on the floor and put my head under her desk, I started kissing her bare feet, kissing her on her toes.

“Thank you for my punishment Ma’am,” I repeated a few times before the lady’s foot kicked my head away.

“Stand up maid,” she ordered me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I responded as I stood in front of her again.

My face burning red in humiliation at having to have to thank the lady for the pain she had just bestowed me. My body still shook from the pain that it had been given.

For about ten minutes I stood there in stillness as the lady worked on her computer. Eventually she looked up at me again.

“Let that be a lesson skunk, always be aware of your surroundings. Had that been a guest that you did not pay the proper respect to, you would now be on the pole, do I make myself clear maid?”

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied.

“Go to rest period now maid, be back here in six hours,” she waved her hand dismissing me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” I replied as I curtsied and left the office still feeling disbelief at the punishment I had been given.

My little pink watch told me it was 12:30 pm, there seemed little time to rest and prepare before I had to be back here.


Chapter 13

When things could get no worse.

My first thoughts on arriving at the slave quarters was to drink, I was so thirsty. The beating I had just received had made me sweat and cry so much making my need for water that much more urgent. I saw two slaves naked on the wooden bunks, both were sleeping. Here I felt sleep was a gift that was not often given, we were literally worked until we were fit to drop as I was now.  I made my way to the toilet and washroom area where I was told our food and water was kept. There was a single toilet to one side and a shower area to the other. In the centre of the room there was two very large buckets. I opened them to find one containing water and the other the white food stuff we were fed. The food bucket contained one large spoon and the water bucket one large cup. Both the spoon and cup were much bigger than those we had in training, I supposed we needed more now as we were worked so long and hard. I filled the cup up and tilted my head back taking a long swallow of the warm stale water. Looking up I saw a camera facing down, we were clearly not trusted to take only our ration and was undoubtedly monitored.  I remembered the American lady telling us if we took more than we were allowed it was a death sentence, a shiver ran down my spine. I decided to save half the cup and took my three spoonsful of the vile food, using the rest of the water to wash it down and take the awful taste from my throat.  Next the toilet and the cleaning of it afterwards.  The one toilet was spotless, showing how well we all cleaned it after use. I wanted to sleep but remembered I had to clean my uniform, looking round I could not see anywhere that I could. I noticed another door in the corner of the room. Not sure what was behind it I knocked on it first. There was no response, I pushed it open and saw it was the uniform cleaning room. As I entered the heat hit me, as if it was not hot enough down here anyway. I took it that it was to dry the uniforms faster as it seemed we would not have long between our shifts. I noticed a sign above the sink area, as I walked over to read it I passed a large wall mirror and froze. It was the first time I had seen myself like this. Was that really me? A skunk maid that looking the same as all the others stared back at me. The uniform, the hair, the makeup, I was identical to all the others. Anything that was individual to me had been lost, the feeling of helplessness overwhelmed me. I move closer to the mirror and tried to wipe the make-up off me. It was not make-up; whatever it was it was permanent. The pink lips and blusher, the mascara, the eye shadow and foundation were going to be with me for the rest of my life, along with the branding showing I was just hotel property. I wanted to cry but there were no tears left to shed, what had they done to me? My mind went back to the young disciplinarian that had sent me here, but I could not blame her. The world had changed going from one extreme to the other.

The notice above the sink read:

‘All skunks will strip before rest period.

All items of clothing will be washed using the powder provided.

All items of clothing will be hung to dry during rest period.

All items of clothing will be ironed before reporting for duty.

Shoes will be polished before rest period.

Skunks will be severely punished if their presentation is not immaculate.’

I obeyed the commands that were written. Once done I again looked at my naked body in the mirror, the breast I had, the clipped back cock, and the branding. I really was now only a thing. Turning round my backside was welted and as pink as my dress. I felt so sick.

At last, I got to a wooden bunk. I had just over five hours before I had to report back. I set the timer attached to the bunk for four hours to give me time to prepare before going back to housekeeping.  I then laid on the hard wooden bunk, already the heat down here was getting to me. However my body was just to wrecked to care, with my backside still on fire I closed my eyes, the aches and pains went away almost instantly.

The buzzer sounded; my eyes opened slowly. It was difficult to move as every inch of my body hurt so much. Slowly I sat up on the bunk, I felt so stiff. Then I remembered I had only an hour to be ready and back in the housekeeping office.  Looking round I saw several naked slaves now asleep on bunks. I got up unsteadily on my feet and headed to the wash area.

The door to the housekeeping room was open, I entered and took my position on the pink line. There was another skunk standing on the line also. I think he was the slave that was with me yesterday, but we all looked alike, it was hard to tell. On the white line there were several slaves standing and waiting. I knew it was 6:30 in the evening now as that was my report time. How a few more hours sleep would have been so much more helpful, but I was giving my allocated rest time as seen fit by the lady. We stood in stillness, the office door to where the small housekeepers office was closed. I had no idea if anyone was in there, I shivered as I thought about the pain I had felt in there a few hours ago. My backside still so sore from the hiding I was given, I questioned if it was deserved, but then also knew there is no excuse for not showing respect to a female. I had been taught that from my very first day here. The whipping did teach me a valuable lesson, I would never again just concentrate on work while feeling sorry for myself. From now I would be more careful of who was around me. Another skunk entered the room and stood on the white line; whatever task had been set her now completed. We all stood and waited, there was nothing else we could do, we just had to hold our bodies still and wait.

It was about an hour later that the door to the office opened and a middle-aged lady came out. She wore the same housekeeping dress as the others had worn, she was bare legged with flat shoes on. I noticed how skinny this lady was, her body and her legs were skin and bone. I knew lots of ladies like this look, I just thought it made them look ill. She had long brown hair and was not that pretty evens with her make up. As she walked towards the line of skunks on the white line we all curtsied her. She was holding a clipboard and pen. She walked to the white line where the maids that had completed their tasks stood.

“You first floor corridor sweeping,” she said to one of the maids.

She had a strong Scottish accent, a little hard to understand. She also sounded arrogant in the way she spoke to the maid.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the maid replied.

She went along the line given five skunks five floors of corridors to sweep. I noticed how none of them moved, only thanking her for the task she had given them. I also wondered how long these slaves had already been working, they must have been hoping the lady was going to send them for rest and give the work to us who had just arrived. The lady checked the skunks name badges and wrote on her clip board as she gave them their tasks.

“You and you,” she said as she pointed to another two skunks.

“Sweep the staff car park”.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” they both replied.

“Well go then!” She arrogantly shouted at them all.

They all curtsied.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” they said then rushed out of the room.

From the corner of my eye I could see all the slaves that were standing on the white line had gone with their new tasks. The lady then walked over to me and the other skunk standing on the pink line. I saw how short she was now, but I knew this very short and skinny lady had such power over me, the thought of which scared me so much.  She walked round us inspecting our uniforms, she lifted my dress to check my legs. I felt so powerless standing there before her. She then wrote our numbers onto her clip board. She never said a word to us, she just turned and went back into her office, we curtsied her as she did. Over the next hour or two we just stood there waiting. Another two skunk maids returned and stood on the white line; whatever task had been set them now compete.

Suddenly the American black lady who had showed us round walked into the room from the outside door. We all curtsied her as she walked straight passed us paying no attention to the fact that we were standing there. She went into the office where the Scottish lady had gone, we again curtsied her as she did. I saw she was dressed again in her uniform, only changing the fishnets for normal black pantyhose today, she was carrying a black shoulder bag. There was the sound of muffled laughter and chatter coming from behind the closed office door, as the two ladies spoke.  I had the feeling that the American lady was just starting work and a handover was going on in the office. I wasn’t sure how long we had stood here waiting but it did make sense that the black lady was on a night shift as we saw her during the night last.

After a while the office door opened and the skinny Scottish lady walked out, she now had a ruck sack on her back. We curtsied her as she walked straight passed us, again not showing any interest in us being there. She left the room no doubt going home after her days work. Again, we were left standing waiting in stillness. I thought about the break I had been given and how it could have been so much longer, there was no point in coming back here so soon to be left standing here for hours on end. Not that there was anyone I could complain to. As we waited some more skunk maids appeared and went onto the white line, two also joined us on the pink line.

Sometime later the office door opened, and the American housekeeper appeared, we all curtsied her. My body had grown stiff from the hours of standing still. She dismissed a few of the maids on the white line, giving them all 6 hours rest period. She walked up to us and looked at her clipboard, she was standing directly in front of me.

“Clean rooms 287 and 409,” she said to me in her American accent which I found so sexy. Unlike the other lady she waved me away as soon as I was given my tasks.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied giving her a curtsy and rushing off.

It felt nice to be able to finally move freely.

I made my way up to the second floor, first going to the maid’s room at the top of the stairs and took a selection of dusters, polish and whatever else I could carry before heading down the corridor to find room 287. As I walked down the corridor I saw a skunk maid on her hands and knees sweeping. She nervously turned as she saw me coming, no doubt checking to see if I was a female. she then continued with her work on seeing it was just another skunk maid. I got to the room and decided I had better knock on the door first to ensure I did not walk in on a lady inside. There was no reply, but I waited for about 5 minutes to ensure anyone inside would have time to answer the knock.

When I entered the room I was shocked, this was not like any hotel room I had seen before. It was more of a luxury apartment. I entered a lounge area with red leather sofas, a large TV on the wall, and a dark wooden coffee table by one of the sofas. There were oil paintings hanging from the walls, all depicting female superiority in one way or another. The carpets were deep pile and felt so soft under my shoes. There were low cupboards along one of the walls. French doors led out to a large balcony area with table and leather chairs, there were flowerpots along the side with beautiful flowers in them. As I opened the doors and walked out onto the balcony I heard music and laughter. Looking out over the glass railing I saw the sandy beach below. In the moon light I saw many women dancing and drinking at a beach party, all seem to be having a wonderful time. The smell of a barbeque filled the air, how that smelt so nice. After a moment staring at this fun and the wonderful other world below I bought myself back to the here and now. I decided to check the rest of the apartment to see what I had to clean. There was a bedroom with a large unmade double bed, the bedding thrown to the floor. Two brown leather armchairs and a small table to one corner of the room, as well as several other expensive looking wooden cabinets along the walls. The room had a walk-in wardrobe and on-suit bathroom. There was also another bathroom in the apartment. The two baths and shower still had sand and grit in them from when the last person had used them, towers were thrown on the floor. The bath was left half filled with dirty water. I also saw that one of the toilets had not been flushed since it was last used. All the furniture in the rooms were made from fine wood, the whole place was just pure luxury and very dirty. I knew this would take so long to clean. I got to work starting on the balcony. As I dusted, scrubbed and swept I heard the fun going on below me, the Female DJ ensuring the ladies were having the time of their lives.

Three hours later and I had the whole apartment spotless. I wondered if I had spent too much or too little time cleaning this room, no one had said how long I should spend on each room. I doubled checked everywhere to make sure nothing was missed before taking my cleaning tools and used bedding back to the maid’s room by the stairs. I saw the skunk maid still on her hands and knees sweeping at the very far end of the corridor.

Next I went up to the fourth floor to find room 409. As I walked down the corridor I saw two very drunk and very sexy blond women in bikinis coming towards me. Both in their twenties, their bodies had deep tans, they looked amazing. I immediately stood to one side and curtsied with my eyes cast to the floor. They were laughing and staggering, they spoke a foreign language that I didn’t understand, the smell of alcohol filled the air around them. Thankfully they walked past me without taking the slightest bit of notice that I was there. I had now met the first guest in the hotel.

Room 409 was very much the same as the other room I had cleaned, With the exception that it had a second bedroom with a single bed in it. I set about my task. I saw from the balcony that the beach party had now ended and skunk maids in red dresses were now cleaning the whole area. I wondered where those skunk maids were kept, they were separate from us.  I remembered the housekeeper saying something about the beach being on the south wing, I took it that each wing had its own staff and slaves. Another 3 hours passed before the room was gleaming. I made my way back down the stairs to housekeeping.

Looking at my watch it was now 7 in the morning. I straightened my uniform before I entered the housekeeping room.

As I entered I saw 4 maids standing on the white line and five others standing on the pink line. A lady I had not seen before was allocating work to the maids on the pink line. I curtsied her and then went and stood on the white line. The lady did not acknowledge me in any way.  This lady had an Irish accent, she was the oldest of the housekeepers I had seen. She looked about 50 years old, with long black hair running down behind her uniform dress. She wore what looked like thick black tights and leather ballerina type shoes. Once she had dismissed the maids to their tasks she came over to us. Not saying anything she wrote our numbers on her clipboard and then went back into her office. We all curtseyed her as she disappeared.

I had been on duty standing or cleaning for almost 14 or 15 hours now, my body felt so wrecked. There was nothing I could do but stand here and hope the lady would dismiss me soon.

After a while the lady came out of her office and walked up to us, we all curtsied her.  She dismissed two of the maids giving them both five hours rest. She then turned and left me and the other maid standing where we were. We curtsied as she went back into her office, no doubt she had decided we had not worked long enough yet to deserve a break. After a while another housekeeper who again I had not seen before entered the room from the main door behind us. Her heels clicked as she walked past us, we curtseyed, but like all the other lady’s that worked here she paid no attention to us. It was only when we did not pay them respect that they seemed to notice. This lady looked in her thirties, she had blond neck length hair. She wore black tights and low-heeled shoes, carrying a shoulder bag. She disappeared into the office.

While we waited listing to the muffled voices coming from behind the closed office door, several maids returned from their rest periods and stood on the pink line. We all stood still waiting for the ladies. I thought about the control these ladies had over us. Our very movement was controlled, what we had to eat, drink evens toilet visits were controlled and all infrequent.  We were not treated as people; we were just things to be worked. I had also learned that every one of these lady’s demanded absolute respect and obedience from us, they never settled for anything less. As for our welfare there seemed to be little to no concern. The housekeepers seemed to work 5- or 6-hour shifts, judging from the cars I had seen in the staff car park and the jewellery they wore they were very well paid. That made sense when I thought about the cost of the rooms here and the fact that most of the work force were slaves costing only fifty euros each to buy.

The office door opened, and the elderly Irish lady left, again walking past us as if we were not there. We curtsied her as she left for home and her normal life. Then we remained in stillness again waiting. I had spent so much time just standing still which again reminded me of how worthless I was.

After some time, the blonde hair lady came out of the office, she was met by us all curtsying her, she gave a smile. She was the first lady to give any kind of acknowledgment that we were here and had shown her respect. She went up to the pink line and allocated work, I heard see had a foreign accent, but I had no idea where from. Once the maids who she allocated work to were dismissed she came over and stood in front of us both.

“I will not dismissed you yet as you must work at least 18 hours to earn the 6 hours rest, so I will keep you both here for now until you have done your time, OK?”

she said putting her hand up to her ear waiting for an answer. She had such a sexy voice, it may have been one of the most sexiest voices I have ever heard.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both replied. 

“If work comes in then I will send you, fair enough? She said.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” again we both answered.

She then turned and walked back into the office as we curtseyed her. She was another absolutely gorgeous looking lady. She also seemed a kind lady, she was the first to not just make us stand waiting, but she explained why we had to wait now. At least now I knew what my working day was, well what the minimum time was that I had to spend on duty. I was not sure how long I had left before I was allowed a break as the lady never said. I thought I must have worked very close to the 18 hours now. I stood still and waited, hoping that I would not be given any more work as that would add hours onto my already very long day. We stood for a long time, it felt like two or three hours passed, before the lady came back out. She looked at her watch as we curtsied her.

“It will be busy this afternoon as some guests are leaving, I can only give you both 4 hours rest periods,” she said to us in her sexy voice.

“You are dismissed,” she waved her hand dismissing us.

We both curtsied saying,

“Yes thank you Ma’am.”


Chapter 14

Another day

The four hours rest were nowhere near enough, half the time was spent cleaning my uniform and lining up to use the facilities. Everything here seemed to be designed to make our lives harder. My uniform was still slightly damp when I had to put it back on. Checking myself in the mirror it looked fine at least, I rushed off to housekeeping to start my next shift.

It was 4:30 in the morning now, there were many maids standing on the pink line, I joined them. There were also seven maids standing on the white line. We all remained perfectly still. Somewhere over the next couple of hours the lady who had whipped me and made me kiss her feet in thanks walked in. She was also carrying a holdall. Again she just walked straight past us as if we were not there, we all of course gave her a respectful curtsy. I noticed that today she had added some black pantyhose to her look. She disappeared into the main office; we were left listening to some muffled chatter coming from behind the closed door. A little later the foreign lady left with her bag, we respectfully curtsied her. This time she did not respond to us in anyway, it was as if we were not there as she rushed to return home.

What followed was a long wait before the housekeeper came out. We all curtsied her. She walked up and down the line of skunks inspecting our uniforms. She then stood in front of us and placed her hands on her hips. She was such a normal looking woman, in the past she would best be described as a normal looking housewife, those days had long since passed.

“We have a lot of check outs today girls, so it’s going to be a busy day for you all. Be warned I am in no mood for games today, are we understood?” She spoke in that calm sexy northern English accent again which sounded so wonderful.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we all responded.

She then addressed the maids on the white line,

“Right let me have an inspection of your work and then we can press on,” she spoke to the maids who had been working while I rested. she turned and left, leaving us standing there to curtsy her.

Sometime later the housekeeper returned and was met by a respectful curtsy.

“Skunk 807a step forward,” one of the maids stepped forward.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” one of the maids said as stepping forward.

“Strip, everything off,” the housekeeper ordered.

She did not sound cross or raise her voice in anyway, she just spoke in that soft accent. The maid obeyed her folding his clothing and placing them in a neat pile in front of him, he was however shaking in fear as he did so. The lady just stood in front of him with her arms folded across her chest watching and waiting. Once he was completely naked she spoke.

“Any reason why the bath plug was left in the plughole in room 456?” She asked softly.

“Maybe you thought it would be fun for a guest to have to remove it?” she continued to say.

“Ma’am no Ma’am, sorry I didn’t realise th.” He was cut off from speaking further.

She reached up and took hold of his ear pulling him into a bent forward squatting position before pulling him behind her as she marched him out of the room. We curtsied as she left. I could only guess where she was taking him, my feeling was he would soon be hanging on the pole to contemplate his error. A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of how a simple mistake could land you there, but I knew the ladies here had little tolerance for anything when it came to us.

About half an hour had passed before she returned alone with a paper cup in her hand, the aroma of coffee filling the room. She walked straight into her office, our curtsy to her went unnoticed.

Sometime later she reappeared, as we curtsied she spoke,

“Maids remember that guest are everywhere now so best behaviour from you all,” she then walked up to a skunk writing his number on her clipboard. “Rooms 508, 510 and 420, go,” she waved her hand dismissing him.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the maid curtsied and hurried off.

The lady worked along the line of maids that had been working for many hours now first. Most given work, some given 5 hours rest. She then started allocating work to those of us on the pink line. Finally, she came to me.

“Rooms 108. 109, go,” she said to me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I said giving her a curtsy before rushing off.

As soon as I stepped onto the first-floor corridor I came across a middle-aged woman and a young child about 8- or 9-years old walking towards me. The black-haired lady was wearing a long summer dress down to her ankles and lace up open shoes. The young girl was wearing a similar length dress and shoes. I immediately stepped to the side and curtsied and allowed them both to pass.

“And I want to go on that ride again Mummy,” the young girl said to the lady.

“Yes darling but there are other fun things to do, and what about the crazy golf.” The lady replied.

“Yessss and that,” the young girl replied with excitement.

Thankfully they walked past me as if I were not there and their voices faded. I continued to the first room and found safety once I had entered it and closed the door behind me.

The room gave me a surprise as it was occupied, there were personal effects scattered everywhere. It was a room or should I say an apartment like the ones I had already cleaned. The place was a mess and I so wanted to have this place complete before the guest returned.  I found a note on the bed. Headed to the cleaning maid. ‘The things on the floor need ironing, shoes and boots in bathroom need cleaning and polishing, it was signed off, have fun.’ My task in this room just got a lot longer when I saw the pile of clothing thrown on the floor and 5 pairs of shoes and two pairs of boots in the bathroom. Five hours later I had completed the room and the task the occupant had set me. I thought about telling the housekeeper about the extra work I had here but dare not go to her as she may have punished me for not just getting on with it. I was also worried that I was now behind with the other room I had to clean.

The next room was unoccupied, and I worked fast to complete it as quickly as I could. Once complete I checked and re checked it, knowing that housekeeping would check, and the simplest mistake could mean a lot of pain for me at best or hanging on the pole at worse. I checked my watch, and it was now 4:30 pm, I had been working or standing still for over 12 hours and my body was aching so much.

I straightened my uniform and went back to housekeeping. A number of maids were standing on both the pink and white line, I joined those on the white line.


Chapter 15

Bad feelings




I joined the line of maids standing on the white line, we were all by now completely shattered. There must have been about ten of us who had finished tasks and were now waiting for new ones. The pink line with the fresh maids, only had two standing on it. I wondered what housekeeper was in the office now. I hoped it was the one with the foreign accent she did seem the nicest of all of them.

It felt like an hour or two went past before the skinny Scottish lady appeared from the office. She paid no attention when we curtsied her. She walked up to the fresh maids, allocated them work and then returned to her office. The rest of us were ignored. I felt it must be nearing 5pm now and worked out in my mind that I had another 6 hours left on duty. I wondered what other tasks I would have to carry out today. As we stood there over the next hours a few more maids joined both lines, it was getting so hard to just stand still now. Being that we could not move it got to the point where I had no idea what the time was.

The Scottish housekeeper later appeared again, this time she dismissed all but me and another maid from the white line, giving them 5 hours breaks before going back into her office. At least when she came and went it gave us a chance to move, evens if that was only to curtsy her.

Sometime later the outside door opened and the sound of heels clicking, the lady came into view, we all immediately forced our stiff bodies to curtsy. She was another housekeeper that I had not seen before, this lady was large and had cropped hair. She wore the uniform dress with black pantyhose and flat shoes. I noticed that she had thick legs and ankles. She paid no attention to us and went into the office. Again, we were left to listen to the muffled chatter and laughter going on but had no idea what was actually being said. As I stood there it all seemed so pointless, I was only allowed 4 hours rest to be on duty early this morning, but then only tasked to clean two rooms the whole day. The rest of the time I had spent standing here uselessly. It must have been close to my 18 hours now and hoped that very soon I would be dismissed.

The door opened and the Scottish lady walked out with a rucksack on her back. I expected her to just walk past us as we curtsied. She was not one to pay us any attention especially on her way home. This time she stopped while looking at me and the maid next to me, she then turned and walked back to the office opened the door and called in.

“Jude I’m going to send the two used ones to the guest car park, they’ve been idle long enough.” My heart sank, she could not be serious.

This woman had left us standing here for hours and now it must be time to dismiss us and she was going to make us sweep a car park. There were about six maids on the pink line that had not been on duty that long.

“No problem I’ll mark them up,” a rough sounding Irish accent replied.

“Thanks Jude see you in the week sometime,” she called back. She then walked up to me and the other maid.

“I want the guest car park swept and make sure its spotless.” I think she paused to see the look on our faces.

“Move!” she then yelled out arrogantly.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both replied, curtsied and rushed away.

The housekeeper followed us out at her leisure to continue her journey home.

As I made my way to the car park I thought what a bitch she was, there was no need to do that, she had given us hours of work as an afterthought as she was going home. I am not sure if she was just doing what she thought was right and wanted us working and not just standing there. Or if she was just being a sadistic bitch knowing we had been on duty for 18 hours and just wanted to make us suffer. My thoughts were the latter. As I bent down on my hands and knees painfully sweeping, I thought about how much I hated that woman. Yet I knew I had no choice but to obey her and show her respect, she was not only female, but she was also one of my direct superiors.

The next five hours was spent on my hands and knees sweeping the tarmac ground, stretching under cars to ensure that all the sand and grit had gone. My body was completely shattered. I had been on duty for just short of 24 hours now, and all because of the skinny ugly Scottish woman who no doubt was sound asleep in her comfortable bed now. Since coming here I had feared all the staff but always felt real respect for them, this one just seemed to enjoy being cruel and it was hatred as well as fear that I felt for her. I am sure the other maid who was out working with me felt the same. As I worked I slowly came round to the fact that I should not be thinking of the Scottish housekeeper as I had, I really had no right to. At the end of the day, it was her job to make me work hard and to ensure I was controlled, and she did her job very well. I knew I had to think of her differently or it would show, and she would have me hanging on the pole. I did have to fear her, but I had to also show understanding in what she was doing to me and respect her for it. It was difficult but I set my mind up to try. I checked my watch when the sweeping was complete, and it was 3:30 in the morning.

We were back on the white line in the housekeeper’s room, standing in our normal way. There were two other maids also standing there and three on the pink line. The office door was closed, but there were muffled sounds coming from inside. It sounded at times like moans, this was the first time I had heard this and wondered what was happening in there, I wondered if it was a maid being punished or something. I forced my painful and aching body to remain perfectly still, I so needed water and sleep now. We must have stood there for about an hour listening to the strange sounds, before the door opened. The male that came out caught me and the other maids by surprise. He was muscular and tanned. He wore a leather body harness over his completely hairless body, his large cock was free and not pinned back like ours. Like us he wore the tight-fitting metal collar round his neck. He just walked past us and out into the hotel. My suspicions about who he was were confirmed when the large housekeeper came out soon after him. Her lip stick still smudged, she was adjusting her dress as she walked towards us without shoes, we all curtsied. While we had been working and then standing waiting here for her, she had been enjoying herself with one of the hotel pleasure slaves which someone once mentioned of. She walked up to me and the maid next to me.

Pointing to us both she said,

“You and you be back in five hours,” she spoke in her strong Irish accent.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” we both replied and curtsied, before rushing off to the rest area to relieve ourselves and drink some water.

By the time I had cleaned myself, my uniform and used the facilities it was 5am by the time I laid on the bunk, I had set the timer for 3 hours, it was not much time but I had learnt to not expect much rest here. Right now, anything was worth its weight in gold. The discomfort of the hard wooden bunk did not stop me passing out almost as soon as I lay down.


Chapter 16

One nightmare after the other

At 9am and I was standing back on the pink line along with several other maids. Under my permanent make-up I am sure that my face looked haggard and worn. For most of my life I had been in service to the female, but never anything like this. My body was constantly in a state of tiredness and always felt painful. Once again I found myself waiting while standing still, I could have been allowed a little extra rest period. I could not understand why they did this to us. I wondered what day of the week it was, I couldn’t remember how many days had passed since I finished my training. Not that it mattered as each day was the same as the last now, I stood and waited. I had become a worthless tool among many for the housekeepers. My thoughts of self-pity were interrupted when the office door opened. My body immediately went into the automatic mode of curtsying the black American housekeeper as she walked towards us. She looked so smart and sexy in her uniform as she always did. She walked up to us with her clip board writing down our numbers and inspected our uniforms. The maids on the white line were dismissed given 6 hours rest.

“Maids to save me coming in and out form a line in front of my office, I will call you in one at a time.” She turned going back into the room not waiting for us to give our robot-like reply and curtsy, which we did anyway.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.”

We formed a single file line in front of the office door, which the lady had left opened, I was second in the line. As I stood there in stillness I wondered what I was going to clean today, and what humiliation and suffering was going to come my way. How my life had changed over the past few weeks. Service to my old Mistress could be difficult and painful at times yet compared to my life now it was paradise back then.

Again my thoughts were interrupted when the housekeeper called out.

“First one get in here!” Her voice sounded rude.

The first maid walked into the office giving the beautiful lady her curtsy. We all shuffled forward. I kept my head facing down as I had been trained to do, from the top of my eyes I could see that the maid was standing in front of an oak desk.

“Rooms 384, 303, 355, dismissed,” the lady said to the maid.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” he gave her a curtsy and walked out.

“Next,” came her voice.

I walked into the office and saw a short white line about two feet back from the desk, I knew lines were where we stood. I stopped at the white line, curtsied and went into the at rest position.  The lady was sitting on a leather chair looking at her computer, a cup of coffee steaming to one side. I looked down towards her feet under the desk, she had kicked her shoes off to one side. Her feet were covered in the black pantyhose, below the black silk her pink painted toenails. She rubbed her feet together as a tapping sound came from her computer.

“Rooms 307 and 389,” she said.

“307 needs a deep clean, make sure the carpets in there are scrubbed” she commented.

She then waved her hand dismissing me.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I curtsied and left she didn’t look up.

Walking up the maid staircase my body ached so much, knowing that the first room needed floors scrubbing had added hours of backbreaking work for me. I didn’t feel human anymore, I felt I was just some kind of extension to the housekeeper, doing what she wanted and then commanded. I entered the maid room and picked up a bucket and other things I would need to clean the room, then I walked down the corridor. I saw an elderly lady at least in her seventies coming out of a guest room close by. I automatically stepped to the side and went into the respectful curtsy position to allow her to pass by me. My hands were full of the cleaning equipment.

“Good morning maid,” she said in a polite voice.

“Good morning Ma’am,” I responded as she carried on down the hallway going off to enjoy her day.

Once she had passed by I started to walk down the corridor towards room 307. Suddenly another guest door opened just in front of me. I immediately stepped to the side and dropped again into the curtsy position. A middle-aged woman came out of the room wearing a black and yellow track suit and trainers, her long blond hair tied in a ponytail, no doubt she was going for exercise. I waited with my legs bent for her to walk past me, but to my horror she stopped in front of me. Without warning she hit out at the things in my hands knocking them to the floor.

“Is that how you curtsy a lady!” she shouted at me.

“Lift the hem of your dress and show me the correct respect.” She had an angry American accent.

“Yes Sorr,” my words were cut short as she slapped me really hard across my face.

“How dare you speak to me you insolent bitch!” she screamed at me.

My face turning a bright burning red from the shock and humiliation of the way this lady had reacted to me and the hard slap she had given me. I was now standing in the correct position with the hem of my dress lifted. Without warning she then kicked my front leg hard it knocked me off balance and I fell to the floor.

“Kneel!” she yelled at me.

“Don’t move,” she next said still sounding angry.

I was shaking now in both fear and shock. She went back into her room and soon returned with a pen and paper.

“What is you designation bitch?” She rudely asked me.

“Ma’am it is729d,” I answered her in a trembling respectful voice.

I was looking down at her feet and knew she was taking note of my details. She then walked back into her room; I did not move. A few seconds later she came back out, she walked past me with a spring in her step, she yelled back towards me.

“Carry on with your work 729d.” She made a point of saying my designation number out loud so I knew she had it.

I slowly got up with my new added bruise. I started picking up the things she had knocked out of my hand. Why did she take my details? Oh god was she going to report me? The thoughts were going through my head and my world spun, I was terrified that she would. Why did she take such offence to my hands being full, I did curtsy her. I painfully limped to the room I had to clean; her kick had really hurt my shin. Closing the door behind me I started to cry. I knew that she was a very rich lady to be staying in this hotel and that I was nothing, but why did she have to be so cruel to me. Our encounter had lasted about a minute, but it would leave me shaken for hours, along with a painful bruise to my shin and now the constant fear of what would happen to me if she did report me. No doubt the lady had already forgotten it and was now enjoying the facilities the hotel had to offer her, or at least I hoped. I sat on the floor crying for about ten minutes feeling utterly abused and so sorry for myself.

Finally pulling myself together I knew I had to clean and not make my day any worse for myself by running behind with my work. My leg was painful from the lady’s kick as I got up and surveyed the room that needed cleaning. The carpets had dirt that had been trodden into them, I couldn’t understand where it had come from until I walked onto the balcony. The last guest had taken dirt from the flowerpots and thrown it to the ground of the balcony before grinding it in under their foot. They must have then walked into the room and again grinding what was left underfoot into the carpets. My heart sunk; it would take many hours to clean the mess. In the bathroom they had also managed to leave excretion on the floor, they had decided to use the floor instead of the toilet and the used toilet roll was also scatted on the floor. Cups were left on the high-quality wooden furniture leaving marks below them. In the bedroom the wooden headboard had dirty foot marks on it and there was some kind of dark stain on the pink carpet. A note was left on the bed, ‘have fun maid’ and a smiling face drawn under it. I fell to my knees and cried again. Why had the lady that stayed here done this, she must have known how hard our lives were, I couldn’t understand and the smile on the note she left told me she found it all really funny.

For the next six hours I cleaned, swept, scrub, dusted, the whole works were done to the room. My painful shin making everything harder. At the end I actually felt proud of what I had achieved, the room was spotless and ready for the next lady to enjoy. I wondered if the housekeeper that checked this room would thank me for my extra efforts, I knew she wouldn’t it was just my task in life to clean now. The results of my hard labours in this room were that my body was ready to drop, my dress and thick tights felt wet with the sweat that had ran from my body as I worked.

The next room was not so bad, it just had the normal mess that guest left when they checked out. I had it spotless in three hours. My leg from the kick I had been given was getting better and at least I now walked without the limp. I had thought about that lady all day and really feared that she would report me. I knew I would soon find out as it was time for me to report back to housekeeping now that my work was done. I had put everything back in the maid’s room but wanted to check the first room I had cleaned before I went back down to report. I was worried in case I had missed anything in it. Going back, I heard sound coming from inside the room, a guest must have checked in while I was cleaning the other room, I felt relief as that meant housekeeping had checked it and were satisfied with my work.

I started to walk back towards the maid staircase to report back to housekeeping when I saw a young girl about 12 or 13 in a pink dress and pink trainers coming towards me. I immediately stepped to the side and went into the curtsy position to allow her to pass me. My heart once again stood still when she stopped and faced me. She than spat out some chewing gum from her mouth, it fell just in front of her trainers.

“Well maid aren’t you hungry,” she said.

“Eat it.” She then said rudely to me.

For a moment I was taken back by this child’s words, but I knew I had to obey her.

“Yes Ma’am,” I responded and knelt down reaching out to pick the gum up.

“No!” she shouted.

“Use your mouth and swallow it,” she ordered.

For the second time today my face burnt bright red with humiliation.

“Yes Ma’am,” I said bending my back down and putting my mouth to the floor over the gum licking it up. At that moment the girl placed her foot onto the back of my head and pushed my face into the ground.

“Eat it,” she commanded while laughing.

I swallowed the gum as she pushed my face into the floor. She then placed her foot under my throat and pushed upwards.

“Kneel up maid,” she ordered.

“Go arrrr, and open your mouth wide maid,” she then commanded.

I obeyed her while kneeling up, opening my mouth and made the sound she wanted me to. She now used her hand to push my head up so she could look down into my mouth to make sure the gum was gone. She then slapped my face and continued walking down the corridor happy in her power over me. I knelt there red faced and feeling at an all-time low at what had just happened. I turned and saw the girl happily skipping away at the end of the corridor, I had really been reduced to nothing in this place. I got up and started to rush to the maid’s room, as I did I saw the same old lady that I had this morning. Behind her was a maid, like the ones I saw standing at the entrance to the reception area, in the pink dresses and high heeled shoes. The maid was walking behind the lady carrying several shopping bags. I stepped to the side and dropped into a curtsy.

“Good evening maid, see you’re still at it, good girl,” she said as she walked past me.

“Good evening Ma’am, yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied holding back the tears that were building up inside me.

Once they had passed by me I ran to the maid’s room, closing the door. I sat on the floor, then for the third time that day I burst into tears.

I knew I still had many hours left on duty before this day would end. And I still faced the possibility that the American lady who slapped me may have reported me, I didn’t know if my day could get any worse. I knew I had to pull myself together and go down to housekeeping or I would be punished for taking too long in the work set me.


Chapter 17

Judgment




I was standing on the white line along with several other maids, there were no maids on the pink line, all working or at rest now. The housekeeper’s office door was closed. I prayed the housekeeper behind that door was not the Scottish lady or the lady with the northern English accent, they were the worst two. As I stood there in complete stillness I also prayed that the American lady had not reported me for something. I felt so frightened right now and it took all my power not to burst into tears again. I felt my legs shaking in fear as I waited in silence.  

I felt it was about an hour that we stood there for, with more maids arriving to join the white line. There must have been all the maids from this wing in the room by now. We stood there for about an hour before the door opened and the most beautiful of all the housekeepers I had seen yet came out, we curtsied as she walked towards us. Her dress was the same as the other housekeepers but cut shorter so it only came down halfway between her hips and knees, showing her beautiful black pantyhose covered legs off. She wore the highest heels I had seen a housekeeper wearing so far, they were not uncomfortably high about 4 inches.  Most of the staff I noticed wore flat shoes or very low heel shoes for comfort. From the brief look I caught of her she looked like she was in her late twenties. Her long brown hair appeared golden at the bottom, it swayed over her shoulders and behind her as she walked. 

Behind her a pink slave carrying out a chair, (I named the slaves in the skin-tight bodysuits as pink slaves; I had no idea what they were really called). I noticed on the chair he carried was the same nasty whip that I was punished with not so long ago. He set the chair down, then took hold of the whip and stood to one side. The beautiful lady sat and crossed her lovely legs, her dress raising up her legs as she did, just like Miss Annabelle use to do with us. I was able to see her better now, she was younger than I first thought, I would guess about twenty. She had a beautiful tan and her body looked perfect. Under her makeup she seemed to have a pleasant and caring face. The gold and diamond bracelet on one of her wrists sparkled. I knew the looks of ladies here could be very deceptive. She glanced down at the clipboard she had with her.

“Skunk 719t and 870y go sweep the staff car park,” She ordered and waved her hand dismissing them.

she spoke in what was definitely a French accent, however her English was perfect. Her voice was soft and sexy sounding.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” two maids replied, curtsied and left.

“404r and 926f go clean the guest car park, go now,” she then ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” another two maids replied, curtsied and left.

“These skunks will remain where you are, 371c, 492d and 729d,” my heart sunk at hearing my name.

“The remainder go to rest, return in 6 hours, go,” she waved them away.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” they replied, curtsied and left.

Only the three of us remained who she had told to wait where we were. I knew it was because of the American lady, I had known all day that this was coming. I tried so hard to stop my legs from trembling. I felt weak suddenly and again so helpless.

“371C, kneel before me,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” one of the maids replied and obeyed her, kneeling up as we had been trained.

“I was not satisfied with your work today, it took you over 7 hours to clean the state room, why was this?” she asked the kneeling maid.

“Ma’am the room was really messy, it just took forever to clean. They had also spilt something on the carpet and that took me two hours of scrubbing alone to take off Ma’am,” his pleading voice responded.

“I think it is more like you were lazy and did not work as hard as you should, you agree with me don’t you?” The maid could not disagree with the lady, he knew that.

“Yes Ma’am, I am so sorry,” he resigned himself to his fate.

“Strip and bend over, take hold of your ankles,” she ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” he replied and obeyed.

The lady watched him strip and then he bent down in front of her, holding his ankles.

“Put your legs together,” she ordered him.

“Yes thank you Ma’am, sorry,” the maid replied and obeyed.

“If you move from this position you will leave me no choice but to hang you up on the pole, you understand? She said looking at him.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the maid replied in a very shaky voice.

“Twenty to the backside and backs of its legs,” she spoke to the pink slave holding the whip.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” he replied, then walked behind the bent maid, he positioned himself where he could get the best strike at the maid’s backside.

He then glanced up at the lady, she nodded her head once. The pink slave then went up on his toes and bought the whip crashing down onto the maid’s backside, he seemed to drive the whip as deep into her flesh as he could before it stopped, hitting her as hard as he possibly could. As the whip cut into the flesh of the bent maid, she screamed out in agony. The lady did not tell her to be quite like I was when I was whipped, she seemed to enjoy the pain the maid was feeling for her. A little smile on her face also showed this was the case. As the pinks slave got back up on his toes to deliver the next strike I saw the deep red welt which was left across the maids backside from the first strike. The next was delivered with as much force as the first, the maid screamed out in anguish and agony. I am not sure how the maid held the position. The Pink slave put so much force into every strike, rising onto his toes before each and putting all his weight behind the force of the whip. At the end the maids backside and leg tops were welted, cut and bruised. The maid was crying and shaking.

“The punishment is complete Ma’am,” the pink slave said standing to one side.

“Get dressed,” the beautiful lady ordered the maid.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the maid replied with tears rolling down her face.

Once the maid had dressed the housekeeper spoke.

“Go to rest, as you are so lazy you can be back here in three hours, go away shoo,” she waved the maid away with a single movement of her hand.

“Yes thank you Ma’am, she replied, curtsied and limped away still in tears and shaking from her punishment. I saw the smile the beautiful housekeeper gave as she watched the maid limping away with a backside that must have felt like it was on fire.

“Skunk 429d,” she said looking down at her clipboard.

“Kneel in front of me.”

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” the next maid replied and obeyed. I noticed him shaking as my legs were now.

“Skunk why do I have a complaint from a guest that you failed to move out of her way, and actually obstructed her, explain to me?” The maid was clearly very frightened and already tears were rolling down his face.

“Why?” The lady asked again, holding out her arms indicating she wanted a reply.

“Ma’am I was sweeping the corridor and the lady appeared from nowhere she just came up behind me and kicked me, I never knew she was there. Please Ma’am I think she tip toed so I would not hear her coming,” his voice sounded so scared as he spoke.

The housekeeper contemplated for a few moments and she formed little circles with her foot like Miss Annabelle did when thinking.

“So you dare to say the guest is making up a story?” The housekeeper said in a confused voice.

“Ma’am no Ma’am, maybe she just saw it differently,” the maid was so careful with his choice of words and again sounded so frightened.

The housekeeper gave a little chuckle.

“You failed to show a guest the correct respect by not curtsying her when she approached. You then also by not moving out of her way obstructed her free movement. There is only one punishment suitable for you, you will hang on the pole until you die,” she said softly and with such a kind and sympathetic voice.

“Strip and go back onto the white line,” she ordered him.

He was about to say something,

“Don’t speak just obey me or do you want to hang from your balls,” she again spoke softly looking down at him.

“No Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,” he said as he took off his clothing.

“Call security and ask them to come here,” the housekeeper said to one of the pink slaves.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” he responded and went into the office after curtsying the lady.

“729d, come kneel in front of me,” my heart sank at her command.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I said as I stepped forward on legs that were now shaking in pure fear.

I knelt before the beautiful young lady. I knew I would now suffer maybe even die because of the American woman.

“Skunk I have a complaint from a guest that you failed to curtsy her correctly and then you were insubordinate to her, forcing her to have to slap you,” there was a pause.

“Explain to me maid?” She looked down at me with an inquisitive look.

“Ma’am, I had my hands full of cleaning things when the lady stepped out of a room almost just as I was walking past her door. Ma’am I just curtsied the lady, but she took offense because I did not raise the hem of my dress and she knock the things out of my hand, when I tried to apologise she hit me Ma’am.” My voice was shaky as I tried to explain, I was feeling terrified at that moment.

The security officer who had branded me then walked in, I got up curtsied her and then fell back to my knees again.

`“Hi, did you call for security.” the officer said.

“Yes thank you, can you take that one away and hang it from the pole please,” she said politely and indifferently as she pointed to the maid waiting on the line naked.

“Of course, no problem, is there anything else I can do for you?” she asked.

“No thank you and thank you for coming so quickly,” the housekeeper replied.

“No problem,” the officer replied.

I heard a little scream as the officer took hold of the maid and led her out.

The beautiful housekeeper then looked back down at me. Again she made those little circles with her foot as she decided where she was going to take this.

“Do you not think that a guest deserves to be shown the greatest of respect, especially from the lowest slaves we have here?” She asked me in a soft voice showing no sign of anger towards me.

“Yes Ma’am.” I felt tears running down my face, the only positive thing was the housekeeper didn’t ask the officer to also take me to the pole.

“And then you dare speak to her without her permission, what do you think you are skunk?” she screwed her face up as she said that indicating that I was stupid.

“Strip,” she then ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied as I got up and undressed with my body now shaking in absolute fear. I knew that I was about to feel great pain that would last for days, all because of the American lady. Why couldn’t she have just walked past me like the other lady had. Why had she then also reported me after she punished me on the spot anyway. The housekeeper must have seen my still red and welted backside as I stripped.

“You were whipped recently, why?” she asked.

“Ma’am I failed to curtsy a housekeeper who I did not see coming towards me yesterday,” I replied shamefully.

“You have a problem with female authority I think,” she said.

“Ma’am no honestly, Ma’am I really do not?” I pleaded with the tears flowing and my body trembling in fear.

“Are you now arguing with me skunk?” she asked with a little smile on her face.

She knew she had me in a corner. I knew whatever she intended to do with me would be far worse if I did not agree with her.

“Ma’am no Ma’am,” I replied confused at being trapped in this position.

“So, you do have a problem with female authority, don’t you?” she said.

I knew I had no choice and had to give the lady the answer she wanted, evens if it was untrue as it really was.

“Yes Ma’am, I am sorry Ma’am,” I said in a trembling voice.

The lady smiled knowingly, her play on words had me just where she wanted me.

“I think you must have time for reflexion, it will help you to understand better your place and station in life, don’t you agree?” She looked down staring into my eyes.

I knew there was no way I could or would disagree with this lady. She was my better, my superior and knew what was best for me. Evens though I didn’t understand what she meant by time for reflection.

“Yes Ma’am, thank you,” my resigned voice replied. 

“Go back and stand on the line,” she ordered me.

I obeyed her still shaking and confused about what was going to happen to me. Just at that point the Irish housekeeper with the short hair walked in with her bag to start work. I curtsied her. The two greeted each other and they both walked into the office closing the door behind them, I again curtsied as they left the room. I was left standing there naked apart from the corset that couldn’t be removed and wondered at what hell of a punishment the sexy French lady was going to give me.

I stood there still shaking in fear waiting for the housekeeper. I thought about how bad the day had been. It seemed everything was against me today and no one cared. I started to cry as I stood there. The muffled voices and laughter coming from behind the closed door. The door to the housekeepers office suddenly opened slightly.

“Are you in tomorrow?” I heard the Irish lady ask.

“No, I am just doing the one day this week,” the French sounding lady replied.

“You part timers are so lucky,” the Irish lady said laughing.

The beautiful French housekeeper than came out of the office, she had put a jumper on over her uniform dress and had a shoulder bag. I curtsied as she walked towards me. I still had my knees bent when she took hold of my ear, she twisted it firmly in her hand forcing my head lower, so I had to go into a squatting bending forward position. I forced my hands to stay still as my reflex wanted to grab her hand and stop the pain she was causing my ear with the way she was pulling and twisting it. She then walked out of the room pulling me by my ear behind her. I had no doubt I was going to my death as she walked me towards the security yard where the pole was.

When we got to the flood lit yard, I caught sight of the officer it seemed like she had just finished hanging the other maid on the pole and was walking back to her office.

“Do you want that one up there as well,” she called out in complete indifference to me being hanged

“No, its fine thank you, this one is going in the hole,” the housekeeper politely replied.

She walked me to a metal trap door in the concrete as I was still bent forward and half squatting, being held like that by my ear. She then kicked a lock open with her foot and forced me down onto my knees.

“Open it,” she commanded.

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” I replied with tears flowing down my face, I lifted the heavy iron trap door and saw a small cage cramped into the dark hole below.

“Open the cage,” the lady ordered.

“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I replied.

I undid the bolt on top of the cage and lifted the cage lid.

“Get in,” she ordered.

I looked down into the black cramped hole in the ground, my body shook like never before, I didn’t want to die in there.

“Please Ma’am, please I beg you please don’t put me down there, please Ma’am,” I pleaded with the lady to not put me down there as my face started to kiss her shoes.

I received a painful kick into my ribs just below the corset that caused so much pain.

“Get in there, don’t make it worse for yourself,” she said while still speaking softly.

“Hurry up I have better things to be doing,” she then added.

“Yes sorry Ma’am,” I replied helplessly through my sniffling, and dropped into the tight caged hole.

The lady kicked the cage door down on top of me, but my body was not squashed down enough to close it.

“Down further, press downwards” she ordered me.

I knelt squashing my breast into my knees and felt the cage lid close above me, pushing down on my back, and heard the lock click into place. I was pressed downwards my face touching the cage floor in front of my knees, my arms trapped to my side, I couldn’t move.

“You will probably die in here; ensure the time you have left is spent on reflection in your disrespectful behaviour towards women. Do you understand?”

“Ma’am please, please I beg you don’t leave me in here please.,” I begged her while facing the dark ground.

My body was shaking uncontrollably within the bars which held me tightly in place.

“Maybe when I am next here, if I remember you, I may release you if I can be bothered.” She said in her soft and once again kind sounding voice.

Without me getting the chance to answer the steal lid smashed down with a crash. Then there was complete darkness. I heard the lady as she slid the lock in place and her heels then clicked over the metal door above me as she walked away to go home.

In complete darkness and unable to move, panic set in, my bladder let go. I was going to die down here locked in a cage in a hole. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, I screamed out for help, yet knew it was pointless. I was sweating it was so hot down here, yet it was night. I again screamed out begging for help, for mercy, none came. There was no doubt in my mind that I would die trapped in this little dark space, while above me females were having the time of their lives in the luxurious Diana Hotel.

End
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The Hotel Diana

his story follows a male called Steven who is dumped by his long-term partner and owner. Suddenly finding himself unowned he must report to what is now called The Disciplinarians Station for reassignment. The normal procedure being he will now become state owned property, the state will then reallocate him to another female or send him to do state work. However, the young Disciplinarian on duty decides to ship him off to a hotel in a foreign land so she can receive a small bonus.

The hotel on the coast of Spain is one of the most popular holiday destinations for the wealthiest of females from across the globe. Steven finds himself in a place where males are nothing more than feminised slaves. He finds out just how worthless he and all males are here due to the constant flow of new slaves. Once his training is over if he survives Steven will find himself in the role of a skunk maid. A skunk maid has but one task in life, to clean.

The hotels strict all female staff ensure that males are worked hard. The only concern here is for the wellbeing of the female guest.

Behind the scenes Stevens along with all the other male’s destinies are sealed, as the hotel owners plan for a better future.

The story begins with Steven arriving at his destination, his new home for the foreseeable future .

Hotel Diana

In a not too distant world where female’s rule with absolute power, all males must be owned and registered.

This story follows a male called Steven who is dumped by his long-term partner and owner. Suddenly finding himself unowned he must report to what is now called The Disciplinarians Station for reassignment. The normal procedure being he will now become state owned property, the state will then reallocate him to another female or send him to do state work. However, the young Disciplinarian on duty decides to ship him off to a hotel in a foreign land so she can receive a small bonus.

The hotel on the coast of Spain is one of the most popular holiday destinations for the wealthiest of females from across the globe.

Steven finds himself in a place where males are nothing more than feminised slaves. He finds out just how worthless he and all males are here due to the constant flow of new slaves. Once his training is over if he survives steven will find himself in the role of a skunk maid. A skunk maid has but one task in life, to clean.

The hotels strict all female staff ensure that males are worked hard. The only concern here is for the wellbeing of the female guest. Behind the scenes Stevens along with all the other male’s destinies are sealed, as the hotel owners plan for a better future.

The story begins with Steven arriving at his destination, his new home for the foreseeable future.

Stevens Journey

This book is a prequel to my first book “Hotel Diana”.

Here we will follow Steven’s journey as he travels into a life of slavery to a woman he has loved from childhood. We will also discover how our world turn into one of absolute Female superiority.

A major war in Europe was beginning to grow out of control, a female supremacist was doing all she could to end the conflict. With the help of a photograph, and some visitors from the other side of our universe she would gain a lot more than she could ever hope for.

All while Steven waited for the woman he loved to return from a holiday she was on with her boyfriend. The news that Steven got on her returned was what he had waited many years for, however there was a heavy price to pay if he was going to spend the rest of his life with the woman he loved more than anything.

As the world changed round Steven, so did the life he now had to lead. He had to choose between his freedom or a lifetime spent in servitude. He had many things to learn and overcome on his journey into slavery. He would in time have to face the outside world and hope to survive an encounter with a new kind of police force.

Hotel Athena

Steven now trapped in his underground cage, as he waits for death or a miracle.

The primary owner of the hotel Diana seeks to enhance her own popularity and advancement in the changing world. This becomes the miracle that will save Steven, at least for now.

Steven is now transported from his hell to another in a faraway land. In this land the New World Order has not yet taken control apart from in this one small oasis. Here women can practise their power over males without fear.

We also follow some of the life of Mary within these pages. She is one of the two women who run the Hotel Athena. A kind friendly woman to other females yet ruthless when it comes to males and the enjoyment of her guest. Assisted by her partner Stacey they assure the hotel runs smoothly.

Will there be a happy ended for Steven, will Dawn the love of his life have a change of heart and rescue him from the cruel world he finds himself.

Far far away there are plans unfolding to bring the whole of Earth into the federation, how this effect those in the story will unfold.
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2055: New World, New Order

This book is based upon a female dominated world in the year 2055. The story takes place in a future London, a place where many rules ensure males are held in their rightful places. They would never again cause the havoc that is now resigned to the history books. In this place the sole purpose of the male is to serve the female. From birth the male is educated to believe in the system in place. This is backed up by deep held religious believes installed on the masses.

This future world still resembles the world we inhabit today in many ways, just this new world is a calmer and more productive one. It is also one where females only rule.

The story will follow the lives of two main characters describing life in this future city.

We will follow a woman called Alison who moved to the city from her country home when a fantastic job offer came her way. Like most of the people of the world she was bought up in a female dominated society, however this city was like nothing she had known before.

The other main character is a male known as Tr6y2 who was born into the system. He is state owned, however due to his outstanding educational results he found himself in a good job, one giving him what very few unowned males had, his own apartment to live in. However there are those that want to ensure he never forgets his place.

The paths of the two will cross and lead to major changes in Tr6y2’s life, they may be for the better or worse. Other characters within the story will help to explore what life is like in 2055, in this world of pure female supremacy.

Who Am I: Truth or Fiction

So I decided to tell everyone all about myself, my feelings, my view points and my beliefs, but to make this book a little more fun not everything is true. Much of what you read is my reality and the way I live life, however you will have to decide what is real and what is fiction. I will at times show my more natural humorous side in this book, however, be warned you will also meet what many will consider a very dark side to me. Some will hate me after reading this, others will love me LOL.

Before you decide to buy this book be warned I am a female supremacist in every sense of the word, I see males as nothing but tools to be used for my own comfort and needs. I will show you my inner most thoughts about males in this book and if that offends you then don’t read it.

The photographs within the book are of my home and staff.

The Flight Attendant: The Beginning

Bella was a young rich girl with fantastic looks. She could have had anything she wanted, her parents money and her looks would open any doors for her. Yet Bella had a fetish, she loved to wear and see others wearing uniforms, especially those that involved pantyhose. It was only her love of uniforms and pantyhose that led her to joining an airline. She found the one which she considered had the sexiest uniforms to join. Bella quickly climb the ladder and became a cabin manager. Bella loved to enjoy all aspects of life and her love of women in uniform would soon attract her to one of her staff. The younger flight attendant called Sarah, was also a lady that enjoyed being a Dom.

As Bella's life became more entwined with Sarah’s things began to spiral out of control for Bella. She had fell in love with a person who loved her own power and was committed to ensuring Bella would do anything and everything to please her.

Suddenly Bella would not be the girl who had everything, she would now be the girl that gave everything. Her life now in the hands of her Mistress, a Mistress she would provide for and give everything to please.

Eastern Dreams

East and West had so many wars over the last thousands of years, it was only a matter of time before the final conflict would come. China the silent tiger had lay in wait for many years, now they would strike with the help of a newly born Arab Empire. Yet all was far from what it first seemed, the daughter to the king of the new Arab State had her own plan, only a select few knew what this were.

Naadia and her sister would soon rule Europe with an iron fist, this world would be one of female domination, but only by a few select women, at least for now.

In this first part of the story we see how the world changed shape, new rulers enforcing there wills on a conquered people. We will follow the lives of a few characters over the opening months in a new chapter of world history. There would be conflicts within as different woman had different views about how this new world would take shape.

This book is extreme in places so please do not read if offended.

Genesis

It is said that a captain of a nuclear submarine is one of the three most powerful people on earth. Only the president of the United States and Russia having more power than them, world events were to prove this incorrect.

Jane Hathaway commanded the United State ballistic submarine Trump, the latest and most deadliest addition to the American fleet. Jane made history by being the only female commander of a submarine in the entire fleet. There were two sides to Jane, the first being the one everyone saw, a professional and well educated woman. Then there was her darker side that few knew about, Jane believed that females were superior to males in every way. She had always seen men as tools that she used to get what she wanted, the cost to the men never concerned Jane. She also had a dream, well it was more of a fantasy, a world where women ruled and men served. Little did Jane know that her dream would become a reality on this patrol, as tensions grew between east and West the Trump and its crew disappeared below the waves.

As the world above her fell apart chance ensured Jane could take no part in the ensuing war. When her submarine was finally able to establish what had taken place above the war was over, as was the world she once knew. Jane knew it was time for change now, but could she persuade the few female crew members that it was a time for that change, time for them to take control of the submarine and if she could do that then what next?

As one problem after another showed its face, Jane knew she couldn’t fail, the fate of the world depended on her resolve and callousness. She would let no one stand in the way of her dream, a new world which was ruled and led by women, man had has his day.

The Passage

Paul dreamt of becoming the property of a beautiful woman for as long as he could remember. He loved to dress in girly clothes and post photographs of himself on social media sites. While doing this he had his first encounter with a woman who taught him so much about his inner feelings, he never met this woman and only communicated with her in the virtual world. She had also given him fair warning on being careful for what he wished for.

Then one day out of the blue an opportunity showed itself. Unwittingly and eager to fulfil his life’s dreams Paul walks into the human trafficking market. A beautiful woman who heads up a gang of slave traders is keen to sell him on for profit, she puts him up for auction. Paul’s life now depends on a buyer being found. The slave trader does not care if a man or woman buys him, her only concern is the profit he will make for her. Paul soon finds himself a mare commodity to be sold and bought by those with money to spend. A life somewhere between paradise and hell would soon become Paul’s way of life.

Soon he finds himself in the service of the most beautiful woman he could ever imagine and felt his life ambition had been started to be fulfilled. To soon afterwards he also finds his body adapted and learns there is more to life as a sissy maid than just cleaning a house. Although his body is frequently abused Paul still finds that hidden desire to serve, where will it end.

The photographs found within these pages are to assist the reader in understanding the clothing Paul had to wear in the story. All photographs are of my own maid who kindly agreed to assist in the finishing touches to this book.

The Temple

Jason lived a happy life in the stereotype female dominated family. Him and his father serving his mother and sister who ran the household. Jason had now reached eighteen and was looking forward to a wife of his own to serve and dedicate his life to. Unfortunately his younger sister Sandra had other ideas, the powerful young woman deciding the way her friends thought about her far outweighed the dreams of her brother. Sandra deciding it would add to her fame if she sent her brother off to become a monk.

Jason found himself in the service of the temple as a monk. Here was a life of hell on earth as he served the Goddess, his overseers being the nuns that ran things. Pain and suffering were just a way of life for monks, all while the nuns enjoyed their powerful vocations to the fullest.

We follow Jason on the worst journey possible and to a very uncertain future as each day became a fight to survive the suffering he had to go through to please a Goddess who thought nothing of him. We will also follow some of the nuns who enjoyed life to the fullest as they ensured the males under them existed only to serve the Divine Female.

Reform

Sarah and Bobby had been friends since early childhood, but now they were both coming of age. The two had been like brother and sister as they grew up together, Sarah being the smartest had always been the leader of their small pack. Now in their late teens they both wanted more from each other, little did Bobby imagine that what Sarah wanted was nothing like he dreamt of.

Sarah unlike Bobby who dropped out of school at sixteen was about to go away to university, with the help of her mother she fully intended to come back to the man of her dreams, well wife of her dreams who be closer to the truth. Sarah had decided she wanted her man fully feminized and very self-controlled. Her mother Susan who ran her own female led home was fully qualified to ensure her daughter would have the man of her dreams.

We follow the life of Bobby as it descends into a life of servitude. How far is he willing to go for the love of his life. We watch as innocent Female Domination turns into the extreme and a life that Bobby loses all control of.

However there is a final twist and one that no one could have imagined.

Other World

I thought it would be fun to write a shorter than normal story about female domination and alien abductions. Did you know that more than 600,000 people disappeared last year in the USA alone, I wonder where they all went. Now add to that the hundreds of thousands of reports of alien abduction and I feel a fun story coming on.

Tony is what you can call a normal guy, as an ex-soldier he still enjoyed those trips to the hills to unwind and feel at one with nature, only on this trip he wasn’t coming home.

Tony found himself on board an alien slave trading vessel heading to a distant planet with technologies way in advanced of our own. In this world some of the very advanced technologies were installed inside captured humans to ensure they were totally controlled. These unfortunate people were then sold into slavery in a far far away place with no hope of ever returning to their own world.

Tony found himself the property of a beautiful woman, one who saw him as nothing more than an animal of some kind. His future lay in her hands as he served as little more than a domestic slave to her. With no hope of escape he slowly became lustful of the beautiful woman that owned him, a lust that would cost him dear in the end.

The Mistress: The journey

Daniela had big plans for herself, however leaving school at sixteen without a qualification to her name would make achieving those dreams a little hard. Yet with ruthless determination she would achieve all her dreams and more.


In this story we follow Daniela as she reminisces about how those dreams became a reality. From a bag packer at a local super market she would become the goddess she had always dreamt of being. She would use as many people as necessary to achieve her goals, the only thing that mattered to Daniela was her happiness and her climb to the life she knew she deserved to have. The lives of others had no meaning to her other than to bring her pleasure and wealth.

Home

I thought I would write a fun short story which came to mind when I visit a friend who happens to be a sale rep for a house building company. However the story did not go the way I planned; it took on a life of its own as soon as I wrote the first line.
Still I hope you enjoy the read.

Jenny the sweetest and kindest sales rep in the country also had a hidden side to her that not many people knew about. She love to enslave lone males who decided to buy a property from her. Nothing gave her greater pleasure than taking everything they owned or would ever own away. Each site that the twenty-two years old had worked on she had found a male. She enslaved them and then used them while she worked on that site, they would then just become another slave which Jenny owned. Jenny had a great teacher in how to achieve this, that was the owner of the building company and her mother.

Andy had worked hard for many years and set about building himself a new life far from the city. Finally finding the perfect spot to settle down into his new life, he unwittingly set himself on a collision course with Jenny who saw him as nothing more than easy prey.

Caroline’s Revenge

An election for a new government with a shock result turns the world upside down. We follow the story of the two main characters in this fast changing world as Josephine the new president enforces her will on the population. This new party was about as far right as possible, with the leader seeing men as nothing more than a worthless low species of animal to be control or eradicated.

Caroline life had been difficult to say the least, at 40 years old she had drifted from job to job never being able to settle down. Her problem was her size, at only just over four and a half feet tall she found men took every opportunity to belittle and humiliate her. Now there was some paying back to do.

Meanwhile for Dave life had been going well, he recently had been victorious in a bitter divorce court battle with a woman he once loved but now hated. Dave was now the owner of his own home and yet with another promotion at work life was about the best he could remember. Little did he know how quickly things would fall apart.

It had been many years since Caroline and Dave had cross paths, however destiny was about to bring them together once again.

Warning this book is extreme in places with the execution of males a common theme throughout.

Helens Story

Helen considered herself a normal everyday woman, she held a decent enough job and lived a fairly happy life. The only thing missing in her life now was a man after splitting up with her boyfriend a few months earlier. Helen enjoyed nights out on the town especially with her friend Janet who always made her laugh. Helen and Janet had been friends since childhood. Helen went on to higher education whereas her friend Janet dropped out of school and had ended up as a Mistress. Her friends occupation had always made Helen laugh, especially when Janet would bring one of her male slaves for a night out with them. Helen always went out of her way to humiliate the poor slave, it wasn’t that Helen was into BDSM but it was just fun to play along with her friends slaves while they were out on the town.

Janet suggested to Helen that she should borrow one of her slaves for the night as she hadn’t had a man for a while. Helen agreed thinking it would be fun, what Helen never knew was that her so called friend had a sinister plan behind what she was doing.

Helens life was about to tumble into one of desperation as she found herself trapped in a world which she never knew existed. A world where real slaves try to survive the brutality of their owners each day. Her journey would take her to far away hostile lands where Helen would just become another worthless slave to those with plenty of money, and as Helen found out to her horror the people she had to serve hated her and consider her as a non-human.

Still somehow in the darkest of places Helen would find a friend in what she thought was one of the evilest of men which she could ever imagine. The story will climax in a twist that no one would see coming, including Helen.
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