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Chapter One

 
The former Tessa Harrow – from this morning now Tessa Millwright – squirmed in her seat.  Her chastity belt, even though it was the latest model, was chafing.   It was so slim and figure-hugging that nobody would have known it was there under her dress.  Nevertheless it still chafed.  The belt, which also contained tiny batteries, motors and electronic circuits, was made of woven titanium mesh straps with a slim locating prong inserted in her anus, holding a contoured triangular frame around the mound of her vulva.  The inside of the frame held a fan of titanium segments that concealed her intimate orifice.  While it was closed, she could not touch or relieve herself.  It was of course locked about her waist and she did not have the key.  

But it was traditional to wear one, at least for an Irontown bride.  Her father had handed over the keys and the belt’s remote handset to Archibald Millwright, her new husband, after the ceremony.  Now he and she were headed off for a traditional Irontown honeymoon.
“Irontown”, more formally known as Shackleswell, was the creation of W. S. Rowland: the Victorian engineer and free-thinker.  He had been known all over England in his day, but his greatest advances were kept secret within the town he founded. 

He realized that on a small scale and over relatively short distances, the human female body was a very effective, energy efficient and non-polluting power source when coupled with properly designed mechanical systems.  He applied these principles to the excess female population left behind after so many men had been killed in his time fighting wars, and thought his girl-powered machines were a solution.  He also believed that prostitution could be safely regulated and used positively.  Ahead of his time, he recognized the existence of the female orgasm and developed a system of punishments and rewards using its power, which could condition suitable women to accept intimately merging with machines.  He declared: "Flesh must yield to iron and steel, at the same time giving it life and purpose.”   In his memory, all Irontown slaves were named and numbered after machine parts and treated according to his principles.
And yet a stranger could pass through Shackleswell and seen none of this.  Its population of slave women and slave owners were kept well concealed from the outside world.  And so it had successfully adapted to life in the 21st first century.
Fresh potential slave girls were constantly being brought into Shackleswell, which, unknown to the rest of the country, was doing its bit to relieve the ongoing problems of disaffected youth and delinquency.  It had its scouts looking for lost girls and secret arrangements with outside social services and police to take selected female cases off their hands.  In Irontown, they were taught discipline and given a new sense of purpose and direction.  And, after their initial shock, they accepted living as slaves because they knew they were playing an important part in the life of the town, like flesh cogs in a vast machine. The city was largely built and maintained by their labour, and in return, it’s free population loved and valued and cared for their willing slaves. 

At least that was the official position.  Secretly, Tessa had always felt contempt for slave girls, and thought they were treated far too gently.  Most of them had been spongers and petty criminals in the outside world.  They should be grateful that they were fed and housed and made to do useful work.  And yet in Shackleswell, they were allowed to have days off once a week when they could wander about the town almost like free people!  Even her own ponygirl, Silver, had to have her free time.  That was Irontown law.
Tess squirmed in her seat again.  And now it was she who was a prisoner of unyielding metal, almost, she shuddered, like a slave.  If she wanted to pee, she would have to ask her new husband to use the remote handset he carried to open the fan of metal petals over her vulva.  Of course, in her case it was only a temporary inconvenience.  Something that had to be got out of the way for the sake of tradition…
From his seat behind the wheel of his classic Rolls Silver ghost, Archie glanced across her to her and smiled and reached out and squeezed her hand.

‘Soon be there and then I’ll have you out of that,’ he told her cheerfully.
Archie was rich and square-jawed and solid, with dark hair and a neat moustache.  Perhaps he was not the most exciting of men, but he needed a respectable wife and she needed to find a suitable husband.  It was another tradition that Irontown women married young.
Tess smiled back in return.  ‘Yes, Husband,’ she told him meekly, as was expected.  She supposed she had better get in practice at doing that, at least until they had settled into married life.

Honeymoons were when new Irontown wives were supposed to learn to obey their husbands in all things.  Naturally, this could only be done in an environment that accepted Irontown ways, which limited the number of suitable destinations beyond its city walls.  In future Tess was determined to travel the world to all those exotic places where normal people went, where they would never guess the secrets of her hometown.  But for now, she had to submit to tradition.  They were headed for Chasten Park, a secluded luxury holiday hotel set deep in the countryside and owned and run by Irontown supporters.
It was here over the next two weeks that she would learn (she did not like the sometimes-used word “trained” which was too suggestive of slavery) to play the part of a dutiful wife.  She did not expect it to be pleasant, but it was a necessity.  Of course, in future they would both make free use of their own slave girls.  That was expected.  But in public, they would maintain the image of a loving couple. 

It was a price that Tess was willing to pay for security and having all the comforts of life.  Then Tess frowned and bit her lip as uncomfortable memories surfaced once again. Actually, she had already paid a shameful price to be here now.  But that was something Archie must never know…

* * *

Late one evening three months earlier, Tess had been standing in the Foundry Ponygirl Stables tack room after the rest of the staff and riders had left.  Confronting her was the gangling form of Charlie Puller, one of the stable lads.  Normally he would have been of no interest to her; but for last few weeks, he had held a secret of hers that she could not allow to be made public.  He had witnessed her being shamed and humiliated, and he had the physical evidence to prove it.  

Since that terrible event, on several instances she had caught him smiling at her knowingly, enjoying his sense of power over her.  But he had said nothing, and made no blackmail demand.  She could not go on like that.  So, she had demanded a meeting to sort things out.

Charlie grinned and held up his phone.  On it was an incriminating recording she could not allow anybody else to see.
‘So, Miss Harrow,’ Charlie said.  ‘I’ve got something you want, right?’

‘Yes!’ Tess snapped.  ‘And you promised you wouldn’t show it to anybody else.’
‘And I haven’t.  Good as my word.  The only people who’ve seen it are the ones that were there.  Me, you, Miss Samantha and Danny… and Beauty of course.  Danny said he wiped his recording after it had done its job, leaving me with the only copy.  He thought I might like to hold onto it just in case, like having insurance.’
‘How much do you want for it?’
‘Hold on,’ Charlie said.  ‘You want to pay me for this recording which shows you making nasty spiteful remarks about slave girls that’s not in the Irontown tradition, then fighting topless with spanking paddles with Sam Fillister and then losing and having to pay forfeit: a session stark naked on the balance beam.  You wet yourself on it, didn’t you?  And screamed a lot.  And then you came several times as well.  By the end of it, you were blubbing and begging me to take you down.’
Tess’s cheeks burned in shame at the recollection.  Nobody must ever see her like that. She would be ruined socially.  ‘Yes, yes, yes!  All of that.  Now, how much do you want for it!  I can get five thousand… maybe eight…’
‘Oh, I don’t want money,’ Charlie said lightly. ‘I want you.  I want you to perform for me here and now.  I want to see you humiliated one more time for being such a stuck up snobby tart.  Except this time, it will be more hands on for me. Well, I say hands on, more cock in, if you know I mean…’ 
Rage boiled up inside Tess.  How dare he suggest something like that!  How could he expect her to have sex with him!  She turned to stride out but he held up his phone again.  
‘You walk out the door, and I’ll start sending copies of this to all my friends,’ he warned her.
Her shoulders dropped and she felt sick and, what was even worse, powerless.  She had never felt like this before.  ‘Maybe I can get ten thousand… please…’
He shook his head.  ‘Strip!’ he told her.  ‘I want to have another look at you starkers.  You’ve got a nice body as I remember.  Don’t worry; nobody will bother us in here.  It’s just you and me.’
Biting her lip, Tess began to undress.  
In a minute stood naked before him, trembling with fear and shame, struggling to keep her hands to her sides and not try to cover herself up as instinct demanded.  Charlie smiled and walked around her, looking her over just as she would have done with a new ponygirl.
‘Nice,’ he commented, ‘very nice…’
Tess had dark straight hair, pale creamy skin, a firm jaw, a straight determined nose, deep blue eyes and shapely lips that were naturally pursed, as if in perpetual disapproval of something.  Her pale, neatly rounded breasts were capped by full brown nipple cones.  Her shoulders were strong, her waist was trim and her legs lean.  Her bottom was also well rounded and fleshy.  Her pussy was smooth, deep, pale lipped cleft with a wedge of dark curls above it.
Charlie stroked and patted her and Tess flinched and shivered, sick with disgust.
‘Yes, Tess, you’ve got a nice body,’ he declared.  ‘I can call you Tess, can’t I?   Miss Harrow seems little a formal in the circumstances, doesn’t it?’  When she did not reply he pinched and twisted her left nipple until she yelped. ‘Doesn’t it?’ he prompted.
‘Yes… yes,’ she yelped. ‘P… please, call me Tess…’
‘Now, are you going to be a good girl for me, Tess, and try your hardest to please me?’
‘Yes… I’ll try to please you…’
‘I’ll try, Sir.’
‘I’ll try… Sir…’ she said wretchedly.
‘That’s better…’
Charlie dragged something out from under a bench.  It was a full-size leather saddle, without stirrups, mounted on a wooden trestle.  The legs of the trestle had leather straps screwed to them.  There were hooks fitted to the underside of the trestle beam from which hung several implements of different sizes.
‘Bend across it with your hands and feet resting on the floor next to the legs,’ Charlie commanded her.
Trembling with fear, Tess obeyed, spreading out her hands and feet as her stomach rested on the curve of worn and stained leather.  Charlie buckled her straps tight around her wrists and ankles, holding her in place.  Now her head and breasts overhung one side of the saddle, while her bare bottom jutted out from the other, exposing her groin to his gaze.
‘Open your mouth,’ he said, selecting something from underneath the trestle.
She obeyed again, and he pushed something into it.  It was a short length of bungee cord with two large broad rubber hooks on each end.  The cord went around the back of her neck while the ends of its hooks lodged between her teeth, stretching her lips back and holding her jaws apart, baring her teeth. Now she could not prevent anything being put into her mouth.
He took out a ponygirl riding crop from underneath the trestle and swished it through the air in front of her nose.  ‘You know one of these is, don’t you, Tess?’  He said. ‘I’ve seen you use them on your pony often enough.  But have you ever had one across your bum?  I asked: have you?’
‘N… no, S… Sir I haven’t…’ she choked out around the rubber hooks, which slurred her words.
‘Well now you can find out what it feels like.  And I’ll keep on beating you until you beg me to screw you.  And I mean, seriously beg me!’
The crop swished through the air and cracked against her buttocks.  Tessa screamed through her stretched jaws as searing pain burned into her, while her soft bottom flesh rippled under the force of the impact.  She jerked convulsively, grinding her stomach across the shallow curve of the saddle until the fronts of her hips banged against its side.  She had never felt such pain before, even when Sam had been beating her during the terrible fight.  But this was only beginning.
Half a dozen more times Charlie slashed the crop across her bottom, cutting blazing welts into its twin hemispheres.  Tess lost charge of her bladder and hot pee hissed from her slot onto the floor.
‘That’s what it feels like to be helpless, Tess,’ he mocked her.  ‘Just like a ponygirl…’
By now tears were streaming down her cheeks.  But she had not begged him to screw her.  Perhaps she still could not accept this was actually happening to her, or simply could not regain the use of her tongue after her string of wild screams.  But Charlie read her lack of response is stubbornness.
‘Maybe I’ll have a go with your tits and see if that’ll loosen you up,’ he said.
He moved round the trestle to stand in front of her.  She saw his flies were open and his stiff penis was jutting out through them.  He swung the crop under her chin across the upper slopes of her dangling breasts.
They bounced and shivered and swung wildly as each searing below cut across them, filling them with blazing pain.  The leather thong sliced across her nipples folding their hard, throbbing cones over as it did so.  And with each blow, his hard penis bobbed and swayed: mocking and threatening her.
As her breasts danced, her screams resumed their ear-splitting pitch.  They must be burning, torn to shreds, she thought: she’d never feel them again.
‘Too proud to get screwed by a humble stable lad?’  Charlie asked her.
Finally, she found her voice, even as she temporarily lost any sense of pride.  She would do anything to escape such pain. ‘Awwww… p… please, please… eeeek… Sir… use me… Sir… fuck me… owww… screw me… now… please… I beg you…’
The terrible crop dropped to the floor as Charlie ran about her and rammed his cock up into her surprisingly wet hot pussy.  She sobbed as he filled her and then groaned as he began to thrust, his hips rasping across her blazing buttocks.  A tiny bit of her felt soiled and defiled, but it was infinitely better than the crop.  Just let him do what he had to do and then it would all be over…
He must have been close to ejaculating from sadistic pleasure before he had even penetrated her, because after only a minute of this he gave a grunt and she felt his hot sperm filling her.  
And then suddenly, shockingly, she felt her sheath clenched tight about him as a short sharp orgasm course through her.
Charlie slumped across her back breathing hard and then whispered in her ear. ‘Why, Tess, you dirty masochistic little tart.  I think you’ve just cum on my cock…’
No, no she couldn’t have!
‘Still, a deal is a deal…’ He was holding out his phone in front of her eyes highlighting the terrible recording and then pressing delete…

* * *

A week later came the news that Samantha Fillister and Danny Stamp were getting married.  

What was the matter with her, Tess wondered?  Once Danny’s family had been quite wealthy, but they’d had some reverses of fortune and now socially he was nothing.  Yet everybody seemed to think it was true love, which was hardly an excuse.  Of course, Tess secretly hoped it would all go wrong for them, but much as she hated Sam, she was wary about trying to interfere openly.  
Still, there was something she could do.  Archie Millwright had been pestering her about marriage for some time, and she knew her parents approved of him.  He was not ideal, but he’d do.  So Tess said yes and timed her big expensive wedding to eclipse the modest union between Sam and Danny.  And now here she was on honeymoon with a new husband and a chastity belt, just like a respectable Irontown wife.








Chapter Two

 

Chasten Park was a big old country house that had been tastefully extended and renovated to meet Irontown standards.  It was set in spacious and secure grounds, with belts of woodland, a nine-hole golf course, a river and lake, assorted follies and many winding pathways, along which one could happily drive a ponygirl trap all day long.  It was frequented not only by Irontown residents, but by discreetly chosen outsiders as well, who had been drawn to its slave-girl life style.

Archie parked his Rolls amongst a spread of other reassuringly expensive and or exclusive cars.  Tess looked at them with approval.  Yes, this was the sort of society she wanted to move about in.  There would be no stable lads with ideas above their place here.
Once they had checked in, the receptionist rang a bell and a properly subservient naked female slave baggage girl appeared and took charge of their bags and led them up to their suite.
Perched on her head was a small red pillbox hat with gold trim piping held in place by a chinstrap.  She had red and gold gloves and matching knee-length boots that went her gold-edged red metal slave collar.  A red cupless basque pinched in her waist, accentuating her figure.  The basque lifted her bare breasts invitingly while reaching down to the tops of her hips, leaving her buttocks and bare sex exposed.  Small gold bells hung on her pierced nipples, which stood out stiffly.  As she moved they chimed softly.  Red and gold garters were strapped to her thighs, linked by a short length of chain which subtly hobbled her steps   
She showed them round their suite, explaining its special features, and then presented herself to Archie by bending over and offering her pretty bottom.  ‘Your booking entitles you to a complimentary coupling with me, Sir, including your wife if you wish.  Do you want it now or later?’
‘Later, later,’ Archie said impatiently, waving her away.
‘Very well, Sir.  Be sure to ask for Pin 183, Sir,’ she said, referring to her slave ID number stencilled in indelible ink on her forehead, lower belly and above her bare buttocks.
And then she left.
Her offer reminded Tess what was expected of her now.   Her anal ring clenched about the little metal rod inside it, while she felt wetness in her pussy lips trapped behind their metal shield.  She must show she was a good bride and submit to Archie’s carnal wishes.  It was said that Irontown women were not slaves, except in private to their husbands, where Rowland’s Victorian values still ruled.  That was the price she had to pay for the position she had achieved.  She wanted to get the first night over with as soon as possible.  Once she had a clear idea about Archie’s tastes and desires, she could soon learn to manage them with the least fuss.
Tess enjoyed sex as much as any woman, but preferably using slave girls.  In the more sexually repressed outside world, she would have been considered an uninhibited bisexual with strong sado-lesbian tendencies.  No doubt Archie had a similar upbringing except from the male point of view.  Actually, having sex with another free person was something that neither of them had done that often, and with both parties used to coupling with slaves, it was sometimes hard to remember to be considerate.  Understanding the sort of marriage they were entering into, and neither of them being caught up in a mad passion, they had not actually coupled with each other.  But now as his wife, she was expected to be the submissive one while he asserted himself.  Tradition once again…
Archie was looking at her hungrily, actually licking his lips.   ‘Let’s go into the bedroom,’ he said.  Obediently she followed him.   The room was dominated by a massive modern four poster bed finished in matt black.
‘I want to see you stripped,’ he said simply.
Tess took a deep breath and began peeling off her clothes.  When she was totally naked except for her chastity belt, Archie walked around her, smiling in approval.  Tess shivered, remembering Charlie doing the same thing.  No, that incident was in the past now!  It was perfectly proper for her husband to inspect her like this.
He took out the key to her chastity belt and its buckle snapped open.  She stepped out of it and Archie gazed in delight at her bare pussy and the deep cleft of her buttocks now revealed to him.  She saw a bulge forming in the front of his trousers.
‘Oh yes, you really are quite lovely,’ he said, which gave her a little thrill of pleasure.
Then he spoiled it by snapping his fingers as one might to a slave and pointing at the end of the bed.  ‘Bend over,’ he told her.
The top rail of the foot board of the bed was black padded leather.  It felt cool on her lower belly as she bent over it and spread her legs wide and rested her hands on the top of the bed’s crisp counterpane.  Once again, there came the unwelcome recollection of bending over the saddle in the tack room, which she forced out of her mind.  This was different, she told herself.
The big corner posts of the bed concealed hidden recesses, out of which Archie pulled cuffs on the ends of wire cords that he snapped about Tess’s ankles and wrists, pulling her arms and legs out wide.  Another strap with a hook on its end extended out of the inside of the base rail of the foot board.   Archie looped it about her neck and hooked its end back onto itself, and then shortened it, pulling her head down and raising her bottom until her face was pressed onto the bed sheets.  Now she was secured and helpless, at the mercy of a husband… which she, reminded herself, was perfectly proper.
There was a shallow drawer under the side of the bed that held an array of devices for inflicting pain and pleasure and restraint, all neatly nesting in recessed grooves.  Archie inspected its contents with delight, and then he drew out a cat of nine tails with rubber thongs that he swished experimentally.
‘Just right for giving your bottom a nice rosy glow, eh?’ he said brightly.
Tess shivered and clenched her buttocks.  But this was how it was meant to be.  The first night would be the worst…
Then he hesitated over a gag.  ‘Are you going to make a lot of noise when I beat you?’ he asked in genuine perplexity.  ‘I mean, some slave girls do, but their mouths are usually well stuffed.  Not so sure about free women… or wives…’
Tess gulped.  It would be humiliating but it was best to play safe.  ‘I… might husband.  Can you give me something to bite on, please?’
He selected a thick rubber bit and pushed it between her teeth and buckled it in place.  She noticed that his hands were trembling in anticipation.  Strange as he was so suave and self assured in public.  Secretly he was as nervous as she was.  That gave her some comfort.
Realising he was still dressed, Archie dropped the lash and hastily tore off his clothes.  Once he was naked, with a large erection jutting out from between his thighs, he took up the lash again and stroked it across her buttocks.
Then he drew back his arm and swung it.  There was a swish and a multiple crack as the pliant thongs clung to her buttock cheeks and intruded into the cleft between them.  She screamed and bit on her gag bar.  He swung the lash again and again.  The impact was spread over a larger area than a crop, but each thong delivered a sharp stinging blow that bit into her flesh.   After half a dozen strokes her bottom felt as if it was on fire.
Then Archie changed the angle of his swing, and the lash swung up between her spread legs and cut into the hot mound of her pussy.  One thong actually rasped between her lips across the hard nub of her clitoris.
Tess screamed even louder, telling herself that she would not lose control of her bladder this time.  She would find the pleasure in the pain, just the way she drove her slave girls into a wild frenzy of masochistic delight when they could no longer tell pain and pleasure.  Of course, that was their nature ingrained into them by long hours of training, but she could surely imitate it for a short while.
The thongs came away wet with her juices.  Archie swiped them up into her for second time and then a third, splattering her discharge over the insides of her thighs.
Think of the intimate heat filling her and her hot wet pussy and the hardness of her nipples and the burning of her bottom, Tess thought desperately as she sobbed and whimpered.  Wasn’t this what sex was all about?
Then Archie dropped the lash and took hold of her hips and rammed his shaft deep up into her blazing pussy and she was clung onto him desperately, squeezing with her sheath and trying to suck all the pleasure out of his manhood.  And so, clumsily, they achieved their first orgasm together as man and wife.
‘Th… thank you… for having me… husband,’ she choked out as tradition demanded as he slumped limply over her back.
And Tess thought that it was over for now at least.  But she was wrong…
After a minute, Archie stirred and pulled his now semi-hard cock out of her.  He moved round the bed and rummaged amongst his discarded clothes.  Then he pulled out what looked like a chunky silver fountain pen.  He pressed its clip and it went click and a slim blade about three centimetres long sprang out of its end.  Tess froze at the sight of it.  He moved round behind Tess again, collecting more straps from the drawer under the bed and buckled them about her waist and upper thighs, holding her haunches firmly against the foot board of the bed.
‘This is just a little family tradition,’ he told her. ‘We personally mark all our new wives with our initials on their inner bum cleavage.  It’ll be nice to see them when I take you from behind.  It’ll only hurt for a minute.  Then you’ll have no doubt who you belong to…’
Tess whimpered and began to squirm in fear.  She had never imagined anything like this!  He slapped her sore bottom firmly. ‘You are my wife and you will accept this, Tessa,’ he warned her, prying apart her buttocks to open the cleavage between them.
She yelped and bit hard on her gag bar as she felt the tip of the fine blade cut into the flesh on the inside fold of her left buttock, just where it was deepest, carefully drawing across it in several neat little strokes.  Then he did the same on inside curve of the left one.  Hot blood welled up about them, matching the tears streaming from her eyes.  She felt a perverse thrill of pain and shame.  A squirt of fluid spluttered from her tightly clenched pussy: not urine but the final expulsion of her juices and Archie’s sperm.

* * *

After Archie had freed her from the bed, Tess fled to the bathroom and fearfully examined her sore and tingling backside with a hand mirror, wiping the drops of blood away with a flannel.  To her relief she found it was not quite as bad as she thought.  The marks would only be visible when her buttocks were spread. The cuts were neat, fine and not too deep and the individual letters were no more than two centimetres across.  The “A” was on the inner curve of her left buttock and the “M” on the right.  A hard cropping of a ponygirl’s backside would raise worse welts.  But this was her backside and her flesh, which would bear scars that might last for years!  Her husband’s initials were now cut into her, even more permanently than the part mark on a slave girl.  It was almost like she was a piece of property. 

It made her more wary, even a little frightened, of Archie.  He was not quite the uncomplicated man she had imagined.  Perhaps she should have found out more about him before agreeing to this union.  Then she took a deep breath, controlling both her fear and anger.  She could not storm out on him on their wedding night!  Apart from anything else, she would never live the shame down.  Therefore, she would have to accept this because it was done and nothing would undo it.  Any protests would only make him angry, and he was now quite within his rights to punish her.  But in the future, she would have to take steps to see he didn’t take such liberties again…

* * *

An hour later they were both bathed and refreshed and dressing for dinner.  There were awkward silences in between smiling in some embarrassment at each other.  One way or another it had been an intense and intimate experience for both of them.

Tess’s bottom, quite apart from the initials cut into its cleavage which she had awkwardly covered with plasters, was still sore from her lashing, but she had applied plenty of healing cream and told herself it had not been too bad.  Looking on the bright side, she really had quite a nice orgasm in the end, even though her pussy still ached.  Not as intense as she might get after beating and screwing a pretty slave girl, of course, but you couldn’t have everything.
She conceded that Archie had filled her very satisfactorily.  At least there was nothing wrong with the size or potency of his manhood, although she was more used to having the controlling end of a double dildo inside her.
It was as she was selecting her underwear that Archie said.  ‘No, no panties, Wife.  You’ll have the belt on again.  You’ve got to learn who’s in charge now.  Anyway, I want you nice and hot for more fun and games after dinner.’
She opened her mouth to protest, but instead then lowered her eyes meekly and said.  ‘As you wish, Husband.’
But silently she resolved to get him drunk over dinner if at all possible so he would not be any state to assert himself later.  It had been an unexpected start to married life and once a night was quite enough for a new bride to cope with.  There would be no more surprises…









Chapter Three

 
Chasten Park boasted an excellent restaurant which Tess looked over with approval as she and Archie were escorted to their table.  Everybody was perfectly dressed and the murmur of refined conversation filled the air, punctuated by the popping of corks and the click of cutlery on expensive dishes.  Naked, hobbled slave-girl waitresses with chain harnesses glittering, shuffled discreetly among the tables, bearing their trays of food.  Their glossy breasts jiggled attractively while little trembles rippled across their bottom flesh.  More bare flesh flashed amongst the eveningwear at a lower level.  Several diners had brought their slaves to eat with them, typically kneeling at their feet with their heads down and bottoms up as they ate from their bowls.

Tess felt a moment doubt.  Should she have brought Silver with her?  Was it proper on a honeymoon?  Even though she was primarily a ponygirl, Silver also made a very attractive pleasure slave and it would have been nice to show off in this company.  And now she thought about it, Silver would also have been a distraction for Archie.  He could have beaten her as much as he liked and so tired himself out, leaving Tess to finish him off as a dutiful wife should.
It was only after they were seated and Archie was perusing the wine list, that Tess noticed one diner who stood out from the rest seated just opposite them.  He was a man not much older than her with a mop of unruly hair and a stubble beard, dressed in what looked like a second-hand jacket and, yes, black jeans!  He had bright sharp eyes and was grinning a lot as he looked about him, while eating his food with more gusto than good manners.  As she stared at him, he caught her eye and grinned back and raised his glass convivially.
‘Quite a place isn’t it?’ he said cheerily and far too loudly.  ‘Think they’d faint if I ordered fish and chips and a beer?’ 

Tess did not reply, but glared at Archie.  ‘Who is that man?’ she whispered.

Archie glanced across at him, and received another cheery grin and raised glass.

‘Well, I don’t know. Just ignore him…’

‘Now he’s staring at me.’
‘Well you do look very beautiful, Wife,’ Archie said in an attempt to placate her.	
‘Oh no, he’s coming over…’

The man got up and ambled over, still carrying his wine glass.  Didn’t he know you didn’t intrude on people like this, Tess thought in disgust?  

He held out a hand to Archie.  ‘Jonathan Jack,’ he announced amiably, ‘but people usually just call me Jack.’

Archie took his hand out of cold politeness. ‘Archibald Millwright,’ he said.  Then he added grudgingly. ‘My wife, Tessa.’

‘Pleased to meet you,’ Jack said, studying them with his bright eyes.  ‘Let me guess: newlyweds?’

‘Yes, as it happens,’ Archie conceded.

‘I thought so.  Well, you have a lovely wife, Archie and I hope you have fun with her.’
It was acceptable by Irontown standards to make such a personal observation, since Irontown women valued their appearance.  But then Jack continued.  ‘But she looks like she’s going to be high maintenance, Archie.  I hope you’ve got a good job to support her.’
Tess blinked in surprise.  He was mixing impertinence with compliments and it was hard to keep up.
‘I am in brokerage,’ Archie announced with gravitas.  Then he had to ask out of politeness. ‘And yourself…?’
‘Oh, I’m just a delivery driver.  I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t won a competition.  Two weeks in a five-star hotel with all the trimmings.  Bit above my usual holiday jaunt.  But I’m determined to make the most of it.’ He grinned at the slave girl waitresses.  ‘Who wouldn’t, eh?  And I get to have one of them every day on the house.  Well, my food’s getting cold.  Nice to have met you.  See you around, I expect…’  

And he returned to his table.
‘Why did they let him in here?’  Tess hissed angrily.  ‘I thought they had proper standards.’

‘I suppose he was being friendly in his way,’ Archie said generously.  ‘He just doesn’t know any better.  If he won a legitimate competition they could hardly refuse him.’ He reached out and took her hand and squeezed it.  ‘Just ignore him.  We are on our honeymoon, remember…’
And for the next hour, Tess did just that.  Both the service and food was excellent and she happily lost herself in them.
But Archie was still looking too lively and expectant by the end of the meal for her liking.  Fearing she was going to get another taste of husbandly discipline back in their bedroom, she suggested.  ‘What about looking in on the gaming room before we go back up?  I know you like your cards…’
She knew Archie enjoyed both Bridge and Poker, although in consideration of his position, he was a careful player of both.
He smiled.  ‘Well, why not?  Just a hand or two.  After all this is a special occasion…’

* * *

The Chasten’s gaming room was as well appointed as its restaurant.

They were tables for roulette and all the usual card games, but with Irontown additions.  Naked female slave croupiers, with colourful patterns of playing cards stencilled in body paint over their flesh, were chained to the tables.  Then there were games only to be found where Irontown practices ruled.  

At the end of a modified dice table, a naked slave girl was strapped down with her legs spread wide.  The lips of her pussy were stretched apart by a metal ring, opening the dark pit of her vagina.  Players had to try to bounce their dice into this wet warm orifice.  

Next to it was a table over which was suspended a naked slave girl also with her legs pulled up wide.  Her bulging pussy was clamped tight by metal spring jaws worked by remote-control.  She was slowly rotating over the table.  When her pussy clamp was opened, balls dropped out of her passage onto the head of a large bagatelle board covered with pins and slots and holes.  Players took bets as to where they would end up.

It was nice to see slaves being used properly, Tess thought, as she smelt their helpless excitement filling the air.
Archie found a poker game in progress and joined it, while Tess happily took up the seat to one side and a little behind him, like several other attentive women watching their men.  Enjoy yourself, husband, she thought.  Don’t hurry on my account…

It was only after some minutes that she realized Jack had followed them into the games room.  He wasn’t playing, but he was also watching the poker game intently, occasionally flashing grins at Tess and Archie, as if to say: well, aren’t we having fun.  

After a while, his interest began to put Archie off his game.  Glancing round he saw Tess was also getting uncomfortable.  After playing a few winning hands he began to get flustered and folded when he should have raised.  Suddenly, he threw down his cards and turned to face Jack. ‘I say, do you mind not staring at me or my wife like that!’ he said angrily.  ‘Please go away!’
Jack stepped forward, looking the picture of the injured innocence.  ‘Sorry I was putting you off your game, Archie.  Didn’t think me watching quietly would bother a seasoned player like you obviously are.  And of course I was looking at Tess because as we agreed earlier, she’s quite an eyeful.’ He appealed the other players. ‘I wasn’t bothering any of you, was I?’
They shrugged their shoulders and shook their heads.  It had only been apparent to Tess and Archie how penetrating and annoying Jack’s gaze had been.
‘If you want to play then play,’ Archie said stiffly; then added meaningfully. ‘If you’re man enough for this game, that is.’
Suddenly Jack looked serious.  ‘Oh, I’m man enough, Archie.  But I don’t think I can afford to buy into a game with you and your rich friends.  It would have to be a little wager between me and you. If you’re a real gambling man, are you man enough for a simple high card drew, winner takes all?’
Everybody else around the table was watching them intently now.  Tess could feel the tension rising.  This unexpected interruption to play was becoming entertaining.  Then she saw Archie suddenly smile.
‘And what can you offer me as a stake?’
‘Well, since my presence seems to be annoying you so much, if you win, I’ll promise to leave here tonight.  That’ll mean me giving up my luxury paid-for holiday, which is a big thing for me because I’ll probably never get so lucky again.’
‘Agreed,’ Archie said.
‘And what do I get if I win?’ Jack asked.
‘How about a thousand pounds?’
‘Oh that’s cheap of you, Archie, and I don’t think that would really hurt you.  If you’re a real gambler, wager something that matters.’  He glanced at Tess again. ‘How about ten days exclusive use of your pretty new wife as my pet slave?’
There was a gasp from the onlookers.  Tess gulped, suddenly feeling sick.
‘That’s allowed under Irontown law,’ Jack reminded them.  ‘Wives can be offered as payment for debts or security on loans.’
A few people were nodding.  That was true.
Tess stared at Archie.  No, surely he couldn’t accept such a wager.
But Archie was grinning.  And he winked at her.  He seemed to be totally confident.
‘How about making it more interesting?’ Archie suggested.  ‘What about find the Ace of Spades? The first one of us to cut that in a fresh deck wins.’
Jack considered.  ‘Does the deck include jokers?’
Archie spread his hands generously.  ‘Of course.’
‘One chance in 54 then?  And you’re wagering ten days exclusive use of your wife against me leaving here?’
‘That’s the deal.  The first person to cut the Ace of Spades wins.’
‘Can we write that all down so it’s in black and white?’  He looked at the spectators. ‘In front of witnesses?’
‘Certainly…’
Two sheets of note paper were produced and both men wrote down their wagers and put them on the table where all could see them.  Tess could see them as well.  The words were quite clear.  The first one of them to cut the Ace of Spades either kept or won her…  
She felt her nipples standing up and her pussy tingling with an unaccustomed thrill of excitement and horror.  But Archie still looked totally confident.  
The croupier provided a fresh deck of cards.  Jack opened it up and sorted through them until he found the Ace of Spades, which he held up so that everybody could see it.  ‘The first one of us to cut that wins?’ he asked.  ‘As simple as that?’
‘That’s the bet,’ Archie said, beaming broadly. 
Jack returned the ace to the deck and shuffled it slightly clumsily.  Then he put the deck down on the table. 
‘Now it’s your turn, Archie,’ he said.
Archie’s hand had slipped casually into his pocket.  Now he pulled it out again holding something silver and slender.  Even as Tess realized what it was, he stabbed it downwards, transfixing the entire pack from front to back with the very penknife he had used to carve his initials into her behind.
‘There, I’ve just cut the Ace of Spades first go!’ he declared triumphantly. 
There was a moment of surprised silence from the onlookers.  And then they began to laugh.  The shabbily dressed intruder to their exclusive retreat had been properly tricked.
But Jack was curiously calm and unmoved.  ‘So are you saying, Archie, that in this wager of ours, when you said “cut” the Ace of Spades, you meant cut it with a blade, and not turn it up in part of the deck to see if it’s the bottom card, the way people usually mean when talking about cards?’ 
‘That’s right,’ Archie chortled.  ‘Didn’t I make that clear?’
‘You didn’t, Archie.  Some people might say that’s cheating.’
‘Let them!’  Archie said, his shoulders shaking with mirth. ‘That’s what it says on my wager slip.’
Tess felt a surge of relief.  Archie had known what he was doing after all.  All right, so it had been a sly little trick, but it had worked.
But Jack persisted, remaining surprisingly calm.  ‘But I don’t think you have cut it first, Archie.  I want to see for myself.’
‘What do you mean?’  Archie said, holding up the skewered deck on the end of his penknife.  ‘Of course I’ve cut it.’
‘Humour me, Archie.  Show me and all these witnesses the Ace of Spades with your cut through it first.’
Archie scowled and pulled the deck off the knife and spread it out on the table until he came to the Ace and held it up.  There was the gash his blade had made right through its middle. ‘There!’ he said.
‘But that’s not the only cut on the card, is it Archie?’ Jack said, leaning forward and flicking the side of the card, opening up a curving cut in it for all to see.  
There were gasps of surprise from the onlookers.  Tess felt her stomach knotting up.
‘Your blade didn’t do that, did it?’ Jack said.  ‘It couldn’t have done.’ He held up his right thumb.  And now everybody saw a little crescent of shiny metal tucked underneath the nail.  ‘I cut it when I was shuffling the deck.  That’s why I said, “now it’s your turn” when I gave it to you.  I’d already had mine.  But I gave you a chance.  If you’d cut in the usual way it wouldn’t have mattered and you’d have had your one in fifty-four chance of drawing it fair and square.  But you thought you’d play a little trick on me because I’m not in your class.  But I’m not stupid, Archie!  People have tried to con me before.  That’s why I let you define what a “cut” meant for the purposes of this wager in front of all these witnesses.  You’ve just insisted it meant cut with a blade.  Well I cut the Ace with a blade first, so that means by Irontown rules and traditions, your wife belongs to me for the next ten days!’
There was a stunned silence.  Tess thought she was going to faint.  Archie’s eyes bulged and then he went red in the face.  His mouth opened and closed like a fish’s, but he only made a faint gurgling sound.
‘Or do you want to be known as a cheat and a bad loser who can’t keep his word and won’t pay his dues?’  Jack added darkly.
Now the colour drained out of Archie’s cheeks.  ‘You… you wouldn’t dare…’
‘I wouldn’t have to, Archie.  All these people will do it for me.  Archibald Millwright,’ he said loudly and clearly. ‘That’s his name.  Don’t forget it.  Now hand her over like a good sport.  That’s all you’ve got left.’
Archie looked round desperately, but there was nobody willing to give him any support.  Then he looked at Tess in despair.  ‘I’m sorry, Wife… I’ve got no choice… My reputation… I have to…’
Tess shook her head.  ‘No… you can’t… I won’t!’
‘It’s the law.  I hate it but… by the terms of our wager; you belong to this man for the next ten days.’
Tess gaped at him foolishly.
‘Has she got a belt on?’  Jack asked.
‘Yes,’ Archie said faintly.
‘Can I have the keys, please?’  Numbly Archie hand them over.  ‘And will you have all her things sent over to my suite, that’s room 35?’
Archie nodded dumbly.  Then he seemed to gather his strength, struggled to his feet and walked away without a backward glance.
Her new husband had just left her!  Tess felt the anger bubbling up inside her.  She turned to Jack in fury.  ‘I… I won’t do this.  You can’t make me…’
Jack glanced at the croupier.  ‘Could you have a slave leash and a collar and a set of cuffs sent over here please?  It seems I have a disciplinary problem with my new pet, and I wouldn’t want her to cause a scene.’
‘I’m leaving and you won’t dare lay a finger on me!’ Tess declared.  She got up and turned to go.  
‘Gentleman, can you restrain my pet please?’ Jack said.  ‘She seems to be trying to escape…’
A couple of the onlookers barred Tess’s way, taking hold of her arms and dragging her back to stand in front of Jack.  They were total strangers and a few minutes ago they had been laughing at Jack.  But now they were helping him.  Of course they were.  They were all men while she had been reduced to the status of a slave girl: a procession, at the mercy of her new master.  She had no friends here.  She had been abandoned…
‘Could you help me strip her, gentleman?’  Jack asked.  ‘I want to see what I’ve won…’
Numbed by shock, Tess could only struggle feebly as they stripped the clothes of her back.  A couple of women came forward to help undo her dress.  There was no sympathy in their faces as one of their own class was humiliated in public.  They were probably just glad it was not them.
Then she stood there naked except for her chastity belt.  Jack got up and inserted the key and took it off her.  Her anal ring clung humiliatingly to the metal locating pin as it was pulled out of her.
Then she was totally naked, no better than the slave girls serving at the tables.  Dozens of pairs of eyes examined her with unashamed interest.  She swayed, feeling as if she was going to faint.
Jack took hold of a fistful of her hair and held her upright while he walked round her, looking her trembling body up and down.  ‘Nice, very nice indeed…’  He peered at her sore bottom and frowned and then spread her buttocks apart, revealing the oddly placed plasters.  He peeled them off, revealing the initials freshly cut in her flesh which had now stopped bleeding.  ‘Looks like Archie was practising his knife-work on you earlier.  But it seems I won the next cut…’
Somebody laughed.
A waiter brought over a collar, leash and cuffs on a tray and presented them to Jack.  He buckled the collar about Tess’s neck and pulled her arms behind her back and cuffed her wrists.  Then he took up her leash and looked her full in the face.
‘You tried to run away from me,’ he told her with a frown of displeasure. ‘You won’t do that again…’
And he bent her over the side of the gaming table and spanked her bottom with his hard, strong hand.  Her flesh shivered and leapt while she sobbed and screamed in pain, her tears falling onto the green beige.  A fresh wave of heat boiled through her buttocks while shame blazed in her cheeks.  She was being spanked naked in public!
Only when her bottom was rosy red did he desist.  He jerked her back onto her feet by her leash and stared into her tear streaked and humbled face and nodded in satisfaction.
‘I hope I haven’t kept you from your games for too long,’ he said to the other guests.  ‘I must leave you now.  I’ve got a girl to tame…’
Then he led Tess away.









Chapter Four

 

Jack’s suite was almost as luxurious as hers had been, and was fitted with the same model of bed.  Not that these facts impinged deeply on Tess’s mind at that moment as she knelt to the middle of the floor with her knees spread wide where Jack had put her.  She was still struggling to come to terms with what had happened.  It was impossible!  She was meant to be on her honeymoon!  But instead of Archie it was Jack sitting in a chair watching her silently.  It had to be a nightmare.  Any moment now she would wake up…

There was a knock on the door.  It was one of the near naked slave baggage girls delivering her belongings.  How quick had that been?  Had Archie thrown her stuff out? 
The girl hardly glanced at Tess.  She had no slave insignia and must be a guest, but clearly at that moment she was in disgrace.  It was not her place to comment.  ‘Do you want me to pack these things away, Sir?’ she asked
‘Please do…’ Jack said.
The girl did so quickly and efficiently.  When she was finished, she asked. ‘Will there be anything else, Sir?’ wiggling her bare bottom suggestively.  
‘Yes.  Get onto the bed on your back and pull your legs right up so that your bum’s hanging over the side and your pussy’s bulging nicely…’
Nimbly the girl obeyed, laying on her back and pulling up her legs so that the pink pout of her sex bulged between her thighs, while the dimple of her anus showed beneath it.  
Jack looked down at Tess.  ‘Now you’re going to lick her out until she comes over your face,’ he told her.
She gaped at him in dizzy disbelief.  Do what to the girl?
He went to the drawer of implements under the bed and selected a cane.  Before Tess realized what he was doing, he had taken hold of her hair and slashed it across Tess’s breasts.  She screamed in pain.  Keeping hold of her, he delivered another couple of blows, so that three sets of red stripes blazed across their upper slopes.
‘Do what I tell you,’ he said simply.
Reeling with pain and blinking away her tears, Tess shuffled frantically across the floor to the side of the bed and rammed her face into slave girl’s sweetly scented pussy.  Desperately, the same way she had made Silver pleasure her, she tongued and licked and sucked at succulent orifice.  She heard the girl sighing happily.
The terrible cane flicked across her bottom.
‘Harder!’  Jack commanded.
She ground her nose into the slippery hot slot, nibbling at the girl’s hard clitoris and plunging her tongue deep into the sticky depths of her vagina.  She had inspected many slave girl vulvas, but she had never actually pleasured one before.  But this would be what she would want a girl to do with her, so it must be right.  A wild insane passion seemed to come over her and she found herself smothering the pussy in kisses as if her life depended on it.  This was madness… this must be the point she would wake up…
The girl gasped, and her hips bucked and she sprayed her juices over Tess’s face.  She could taste them her in her mouth.  How filthy, and yet what a relief!  
Jack pulled Tess off her and let her slump to the floor. ‘All right, thank you, you can go now,’ he told the flushed girl.
When they were alone again, Jack dragged Tess back onto her feet by her hair and said quietly but forcefully.  ‘For the next ten days, you belong to me.  You may not like it, but that’s how it is.  During that time there is really only one rule: you do everything I tell you without hesitation, get it?’
Miserably Tess nodded.
‘Now let’s get you cleaned up…’
There was a slave option button on the elaborate toilet in the bathroom which did everything automatically for the person sitting on it who might not have the use of their hands.  Jack sat her down on it and spread her legs wide so he could examine her groin.

He tugged on her pubic curls.  

‘This’ll have to go for a start,’ he said.  He took some scissors, shaving gel and a razor from the bathroom cabinet and clipped and soaped and scraped her pubic curls away until her mound was perfectly smooth.  She felt even more naked and defenceless…
‘Now empty yourself out.  I want you nice and clean for later…’
Her cheeks burned.  She would have to do it with him staring at her!  He took up the cane again menacingly and stroked it across her nipples.  She screwed up her eyes and strained and her wastes hissed plopped into the toilet bowl.  When she was done, Jack pressed the slave button.
A disinfectant spray washed over her groin.  Then a laser scanner tracked the position of her cleft and anus and directed probes up into them.  Warm soapy water fizzed through her passageways front and rear and was then flushed away.  A careful measure of lubrication was squirted up into her anus.  Finally, a blast of warm air dried her groin.
Jack led her back into the bedroom and worked one of the concealed controls on the bedposts.  
A concealed motor purred and a rectangular wooden frame size of a large door and supported between unfolding side struts descended from out of the canopy of the bed.  It had cuffs and straps fitted to its inner sides.  He flipped it upright, so that its base hung just above the sheets, and stood Tess in it.  He secured her ankles to its bottom corners and then bound a strap around her waist held between a pair of elastic cords.  He freed her arms and stretched them up to the top corners of the frame and re-cuffed her wrists.  Now she stood on his bed spread-eagled and helpless.
From the equipment tray on the bed, Jack selected a rubber ring gag and pushed it into her mouth.  It pulled her lips back and held her jaws wide, opening them for possible penetration.  She knew such devices made a female mouth look so inviting and she tried to bite down on it to close her lips, but the rubber ring simply gave a little and then sprang back into shape.
Taking his time, Jack stripped off his clothes.  He was not a particularly big man but he had a wiry strength about him, with well toned lean muscles that looked as if they were the product of hard work.  His penis was already standing up stiffly.  She goggled at it in fascinated horror, feeling sick, knowing he could put it into her in any way he liked and she could not stop him.  She would not even have the right to stop him…
Taking up the cane again, Jack clambered onto the big bed and walked round Tess’s helpless body.  He stroked the cane across her bottom and up her buttock cleft and then sawed it through her pussy lips and flicked it across her nipples, which were standing up in hard confusion.
She could feel the warmth of his naked body.  He smelt freshly washed.  That was the only good thing she could say about him.  The man who would be her master for the next ten days was clean…
‘You made it clear what you thought of me earlier in the dining room,’ he said frankly.  ‘You thought I was slobbish and embarrassing and didn’t belong in a place like this.  That right?’ He dug the cane hard up into her cleft, making her wince. ‘I won’t punish you for telling the truth, but I will for lying or not answering my questions…’
Trembling she nodded.
‘Well, I think you’re a spoilt young woman who’s only known the advantages of Irontown life and never tasted rough.  Because you’ve had plenty of slaves to play with, you think you’re superior to everybody else.  I enjoy playing with slaves as well, but I know deep down that I’m no better than them.  You don’t like me because you think I’m common, and imagine you’re better than me because you’ve been brought up in some fancy privileged way by your rich parents.  
‘And then you married that rich idiot Archie, and I guess that made you imagine you were even more superior than before.  But somehow, common-old me managed to outsmart him, and now here you are.  And I have to tell you, Tess, that right now you don’t seem superior to me in any way at all.  You’re no better than that a baggage girl I made you lick out.  In fact, you’re worse than her, because you haven’t been trained like she has.  She is an honest working slave who makes people feel good about using her.  You couldn’t do her job because you’re too mean and stuck up and worried what people in your exclusive set will think of you.  You don’t know how to trust. You don’t know how to give yourself totally.  But you’re going to learn…’
Tess whimpered and shook her head.
‘Oh yes you will.  I’ve got ten days to turn you into my willing and devoted slave.  For eight generations, Irontown women have been chosen for their compliance and obedience.  Your pride won’t let you admit it, but deep down you’ve got a secret submissive nature.  And I’m going to dig it out if you!’
She was shaking her head.  No, that was all nonsense…
‘But first you’re going to find out what it feels like to be properly used…’
He slid stiff fingers up into her pussy, penetrating her vagina and questing about inside her.  Her eyes bulged in horror at this intimate intrusion, and she turned her knees and thighs inward in a futile attempt to protect herself.
‘You’ve been screwed in the last few hours,’ Jack said as he felt, speaking it seemed with the voice experience.  ‘I suppose it was Archie.  Was that your first with him?’
She whimpered and nodded.
‘What about your bum and your mouth?  Has he had those?’
She shook her head.
Jack grinned.  ‘Well that’s something to look forward to.  But first, I’m going to warm you up a bit to make sure you’ll try your best to please me…’
He exchanged the cane for a spanking paddle with a broad rubber blade cut into a diamond latticework and positioned himself in front of her and raised his arm.  
Tess gurgled in horror and shook her head.  She found she could speak through the ring gag, although it slurred her words.  ‘No… Please… don’t…’
‘Call me “Master” when you speak to me, Tess,’ he warned her.
The word almost stuck in her throat but she forced it out of her stretched lips.  ‘Master… please don’t beat me…’
‘Why not?  You belong to me and I can do anything I want with you.  I’m sure you enjoy beating slave girls.  It’s a lot of fun and it makes them more obedient, doesn’t it?  I bet you even tell yourself that deep down they enjoy it because they’re natural masochists and it’s in their nature. Well now you’re going to find out if that’s true…’
And he swung the paddle and smacked across her breasts.  She screamed through her gag.  Three crisp sharp blows on each proud mound set them bouncing, driving their hard nipples deep into their hot fleshy pillows.  Then he swung the blade up between her spread thighs to smack into her freshly shaven naked cleft. The stinging pain seared up through it, bringing forth a shameful surge of juices which splattered about the blade and over her inner thighs.  He stepped round behind her and attended to her trembling buttocks, swinging the blade upwards into their fullest curves, lifting them with each blow so that they shivered and bounced, as if filled the life of their own, and adding another layer of burning heat to those they had already soaked up that night.
When he was done, Tess hung within her frame sobbing and trembling in fear, feeling the heat of the beating flowing through her body.  For the moment she was totally overawed and broken, and she would do anything to please this man she so despised, as long as he did not hurt her again.
 He flipped the frame into the horizontal again and lowered it all the way down onto the bed so that it sheets pressed against her burning bottom.  Then he clambered into it and mounted her, his hard chest grating against her stinging breasts.  Their eyes met: his grey and hard and masterful and hers tear-filled and yielding.  He rammed his hard cock up into her hot sticky pussy.  And to her shame, she squeezed hard about him in a desperate desire to please.
He was already hard.  He would come soon.  Just get it over with as soon as possible, she thought.
And he came, spurting his seed deep up inside her.  And she felt a sudden convulsion as an orgasm coursed through her as her sensitised body responded by instinct.  For a moment she was infused by a sense of perfect bliss, but it was swiftly quenched by a wash of acute shame. 
Jack lay on her for a long time enjoying her exactly as he desired without any consideration for her feelings.  Then he pulled his cock out of her and straddled her chest and lifted their head and pushed it between her ring-stretched lips.
Desperately she licked him with her tongue as he used her throat like a second vagina and she tried not to choke.  She could taste her own juices and his sperm.  It was filthy…
And so he came for a second time.  And she had to swallow his sperm down.
He rested again with his cock still in her mouth.  She saw he was smiling.  She hated the pleasure she had given him even though she felt desperate relief that he was satisfied with the performance. 
Then he got up and flipped the frame over so that she lay face down and sore bottom-up.  She had one last orifice to offer him
He mounted her from behind, prying apart her simmering buttocks so that the head of his revitalized cock forward force its way into her anal sphincter, stretching it wide so that the length of his shaft slide up into her greased rectum.  He was big and she was tight and unused there and for a terrifying moment she thought he would burst her.  And then she gave way and her third virginity was taken.  
She gasped and groaned and sobbed as he pumped away on top of her, riding her as she would ride slave girl she had plugged with a double dildo.
But now she was a slave girl.  That was the terrible truth!  For the next ten days she was his slave girl!









Chapter Five

 

Tess’s honeymoon night turned out to be the very worst of her life.

Jack left her strapped within the frame but he rearranged it so that it stood upright on the foot of the bed.  This meant that she had to hang suspended within it; sore, aching and naked with his sperm dripped out of her ravaged orifices, whilst she was forced to watch him sleep in comfort and satisfaction. 
Several times during those long hours, Tess felt herself overwhelmed by pity and despair and sobbed quietly, fearful of waking her new master.  Then sheer exhaustion claimed her and, incredible as it seemed in the circumstances, she slid into brief periods of fitful sleep.  It was only as the grey of dawn was showing around the bedroom curtains that she managed to regain enough self-control to think clearly.
All right, she told herself firmly, so something terrible had happened.  That did not mean she was damned forever.  There had to be a way of containing it and covering it up so she could save face.  For a start, how many people knew about her misfortune?  As far as she knew, only strangers had witnessed her humiliation in the games room.  There were hotel staff of course, but they were usually meant to be discreet, and if necessary they could be bought off.  Archie of course would keep it all secret.  She was still his wife after all and what had happened had made him look like a fool.  
Jack had her for ten days, but she was expected to be away on honeymoon for two weeks.  If nobody realized who she was while she was playing the part of his sex pet, and he handed her back to Archie as the terms of the wager demanded, they could still return home and act as if nothing had happened.  They might just get away with it...
Although she would see to it that Archie never made a bet ever again!

* * *

The next morning, Jack ordered breakfast in bed.  He rearranged the suspension frame so that Tess was angled up over the bed with her head more or less level with his but hung over the tray.  He removed her gag and fed her spoonfuls of food, which she had to gulp down gratefully.

‘I made enquiries at reception earlier,’ he told her.  ‘It seems that Archie checked out early this morning.  Went off to stay in a regular hotel a few miles away, apparently.’

Tess shuddered.  He had left totally alone!  And then she realized that it made sense.  Any chance meeting with him while she was on Jack’s leash would be acutely embarrassing for both of them and only call attention to her.  Better if he was completely out of the picture.  Then perhaps she could be mistaken for an ordinary slave girl.  That didn’t make the prospect any less unpleasant, of course.
‘So you’re all mine,’ Jack said with a grin, reaching out cupping and squeezing her sore breasts thoughtfully as they dangled before him.
‘Yes, Master,’ Tess said faintly.

‘Now, it looks like it’s going to be a nice day.  The brochure says they’ve got some lovely grounds here with a lot of fun things in them.  Would you like to go for a walk to see them?’

He had told her to be honest.  Had he meant that?  At least she could speak her mind. ‘No, Master,’ she said, cringing even as the words passed her lips, ‘not with you…’

He didn’t punish her.  Instead he chuckled. ‘No, I expect you wouldn’t.  You were reckoning to be doing that with Archie, weren’t you?  But you’re coming for a walk with me anyway.’

‘Yes, Master,’ she agreed miserably.

* * *

Of course, it was not the romantic walk hand-in-hand with Archie that she had envisioned taking.

She had been reduced to the status of a sex slave and that was how she would participate in this outing.  Nerving herself as she was prepared for the walk, Tess expected a collar and leash and felt sick at the thought of being exposed once again naked in public, but then Jack added some unwelcome accessories.

‘You’re my sex pet, so I’m going to make you look more like one,’ he told her. ‘I think being treated like an animal for a while will do you a lot of good…’

She was allowed to wear black rubber slippers on her feet which buckled about her ankles, which were odd but comfortable enough.  But then he had her bend over and plugged something into her anus.  It was a hollow rubber dog tail that rose from between her buttocks and curled up over her haunches, held in place by an expanding plug that swelled inside her rectum.  There was also ring cast into its base. As she stood up and moved, it bobbed and wagged about with the swing and roll of her hips.  Of course, she had plugged many ponytails into her slaves, but she never realized what it felt like to have one inside her.  It twisted and squirmed like a living thing.  It was impossible to ignore.  Everybody would look at it and her naked arse and then her.  It practically screamed humiliation.
He strapped fingerless and thumbless black rubber “paws” over her hands, so she could not use them.  She realized they matched her slippers and went with the dog tail.  The paws had short chains on them that fastened to broad black rubber garters that he bound about her thighs, thereby holding them down to her sides.
With a grin he clipped a little toy black rubber dog nose over the tip of her own nose.  Then he pushed a rubber bone into her mouth.
‘You don’t let that out of your mouth until I tell you,’ he warned her.
He was making a joke of her for all to see.  But there was still one more humiliation to endure.  He had small picnic basket on wheels with an extendable handle with a hook on its end.  This he attached to the ring at the base of her rubber tail.  Then he took up her leash and led her round the room.  The basket trundled after her, tugging on her tail plug.
She was a slave, a pet and a beast of burden all in one!
‘Now you look the part,’ Jack said, opening the door of his room and leading her out into the corridor.

* * *

Tess felt physically sick as Jack led through the hotel and out of its back entrance.  The terrible basket on wheels trundled and bumped along behind her, tugging on her bottom plug and making her tail wag all the more, while her cheeks blazed as she felt every guest’s eye passing critically over her naked body.  She lowered her own eyes, staring at Jack’s heels as she followed close behind him.  Absurdly she found herself trying to hide behind her false nose and the bone clamped between her teeth, imagining they were bigger than they were.  Maybe they would just assume she was another slave girl and not take any notice.  But of course, she didn’t have the usual slave girl part mark stencilled on her body.  She had to be something different.  It was a nightmare!

To her surprise, is was actually a relief to get outside into the hotel grounds, even though technically she was even more exposed.  But she was out in the open and moving away from what had felt like a stifling crowd of people inside.  It was a bit like Rowland Park in the middle of Shackleswell, where naked slave girls wandered unrestrained on their days off amongst free people simply having fun.  It was natural to be naked here, she told herself.
Jack led her along one of the many gravel paths that wound their way about the carefully tended and sculpted landscape.  There were other people there with naked slave girls in tow.  Some seemed to be playing games with them.  And there were two pony girls harnessed to a trap trotting along another path with their driver’s whip flicking across their bare bottoms.  How natural it seemed. At a distance, she would look just like one of them.  Nobody would know her secret.
For the next two hours, they wandered about the grounds, with Jack taking note of all the facilities offered.  There was the regular golf course and a novelty one, a maze, several games courts of different designs, a running track, the lake and river, various faux classical follies offering themed diversions concealed within them, and of course gardens, woods and lawns.  The boundary was formed of reassuringly high solid walls, backed up by screens of trees.  Nobody from the outside could see what was going on in here.
Gradually Tess had started to relax.  Nobody had confronted her and pointed a mocking finger and said: Look at you, Tess Harrow!  Why are you stripped and collared like a slave girl?  I thought you’d got married.  Where’s your husband?  Deserted you…?
As long as she trotted obediently along at Jack’s heels pulling her basket and keeping her rubber bone in her mouth, he had demanded nothing more from her.  He had even fed her water from a bottle in the basket a few times, which seemed to show concern for her well-being.  Of course following him uncomplainingly at his heels was itself a demonstration of slavish obedience.  Oh God, was he already training her?
Actually, the water he had fed it was beginning to become a problem.  She needed to relieve herself.  And slave girls were not permitted any privacy to perform that act…
Jack saw her squirming and beginning to clench her thighs together as she walked and he smiled.  ‘Need to pee?’  She nodded.  ‘Over here then…’ 
He led her into a small spinney of trees.  He unhooked the picnic basket and pointed at a tree trunk. ‘I want you to do it like a dog, cocking your leg…’
He was deliberately humiliating her, treating her like an animal.  She whimpered but she knew she had no choice but to obey.
Awkwardly, with her arms still bound to her sides, Tess lifted one leg and rested her foot against the tree trunk, opening up her groin.  She screwed up her eyes and squeezed and a hot stream of pee and spurted out of her like a little fountain and splashed over the tree trunk, leaving a dark stain behind.  The stream seemed to go on for ever.  Her cheeks were burning as she realized the spectacle she was making of herself.  And Jack was watching every detail with cheerful interest.  Of course, she had seen plenty of ponygirls relieving themselves, but then it had seemed perfect natural.  Now she wondered if they had ever felt like she did right now.  Could a girl get used to doing such a thing?  Even worse, could she get used to doing such a thing?
When finally she was empty and the last drips had fallen, Jack tore up a handful of grass and wiped her pussy dry.  Then he turned her around and pushed her face against the tree trunk, so that her bare breasts grated against its bark, and spread her legs and pulled her rubber tail out and rammed his cock up into her greased anus.  Her tight ring yielded a little more easily than it had the previous evening, but it still hurt.  As she bit on the rubber bone clenched between her teeth, she realized he hadn’t said anything or given her any warning.  But then he didn’t have to.  He was simply making use of his property.
When he was finished with her, he pulled out of her anus and wiped his cock dry on her buttocks.  Then he plugged her tail back in, sealing his sperm inside her.  Then he removed the bone from her mouth and settled them down between the trees for a picnic lunch.  
She had to kneel opposite him with her legs spread wide, acutely aware of his sperm trapped inside her sore anus, and accept everything that he put into her mouth.  Once again she was being fed like a child, which only emphasised her helplessness.  But he had removed the rubber bone, so she could at least speak to satisfy his curiosity about her.
‘What does your father do?’ he asked.
‘He’s a broker, Master, like Archie.  They work for the same company.  That’s how I met him…’
‘What about your mother?’  
‘She is just my mother… she runs our house.’
‘I mean does she work?’
Tess felt shocked.  ‘Of course not, Master.’
He frowned.  ‘That sounds as if you think work is something bad for women.’  
She had to remember who she was talking to. ‘No, Master, not at all.  It’s just that she doesn’t need to.’
‘I don’t suppose you get your hands dirty with honest work either?’ 
Absurdly, she felt a brief pang of guilt.  ‘I keep myself busy, Master, I… I help when the father has business guest round… and I have a ponygirl and ride and compete with her regularly.’
‘A ponygirl, eh?  A typical rich girl’s pet.  Costs a packet to maintain, I expect, what with stable fees and harness and so on.’
‘Yes Master,’ she admitted.
Then Jack paused and looked thoughtful.  ‘Hold on.  If you’re her owner and you belong to me for the next ten days, then logically she does to.  What’s her name?’
Tess gulped.  ‘Silver, Master.’
‘Is she strong and pretty?’
‘Yes, Master.’
‘You know what we’re going to do when we finish our little walk?  You’re going to send a text home saying you’ve decided you want Silver with you on your Honeymoon, and she’s to be sent here straightaway.’

* * *

Back in Jack’s suite, Tess felt sick with doubt after she had sent the text, which he had largely dictated.  

Would it help having Silver here?  She might possibly distract Jack and drain some of his carnal desires and perhaps even take a few beatings on her behalf.  On the other hand, she could hardly bear to think of the shame she would feel when Silver saw her like this face to face: reduced to the status of a slave girl by a total stranger.  At least Silver was controllable, she reminded herself.  After this nightmare was over, she could make sure she never told another living soul.

* * *

More shame looked likely that evening when she saw Jack putting on his shabby dinner jacket as if preparing to go down to eat.  

‘At least I’ll have a pretty pet with me tonight,’ he said, clipping the leash onto her collar.  ‘Maybe all those snooty types won’t look down their noses at me so much this time if they’ve got you to stare at…’
Horror filled her.  No, she could not bear to be seen by any people who might remember from last night.  Outside in the grounds was one thing, but kneeling by a table eating out of a bowl like a dog when everybody could stared her at their leisure was something entirely different.
He had not gagged her yet.  She had a chance to plead.  She knelt down before him.
‘Please, Master, don’t take me down with you.  I couldn’t stand it.’
‘You don’t want to dine alongside your rich friends with all those pretty waitresses and shiny cutlery and fancy menus?  I’ll even let you sit at the table if you promise to be good.  Of course, you’d still be starkers.  I mean, what’s the point of having a pretty girl with you if you can’t show her off… ‘
Oh God, it was just getting worse.
‘Please, no, Master.’
He frowned.  ‘You know, somebody might think you were ashamed of being seen with me.’
Suddenly she could not hold it inside her any longer. ‘Yes, yes I am, Master,’ she cried. ‘You’re not my type… my class… and you never will be.  Maybe that’s snobbery… I don’t care… its how I feel.  But even more, I’m ashamed of people seeing me like this…naked… treated like a slave… when last night I was one of them.  And suppose somebody from Shackleswell is there who I know?  I’ve got my pride, you understand?  And that’s the truth and you can beat me for saying it if you want to!’
She felt dizzy and terrified and yet also slightly relieved after unburdening herself of this torrent of words, no matter what it might bring her.
But Jack didn’t punish her.  Instead he nodded.  ‘Yes, I get all that.  I’m no rich smartly dressed husband who understands the foreign bits in the menus.  I’m just a guy who got lucky in a game of cards.  But I still want to eat with a pretty slave woman.’
Tess gulped.  There was only one thing she could do.  She went further down on her knees and kissed the tips of his shoes.  Then she looked up at him with imploring eyes.
‘If we eat in here, Master, then I promise I’ll be very, very good to you afterwards…’ she said.

* * *

Jack ate his dinner from a side table, while Tess knelt at his feet eating out of a bowl, with her leash clipped to his chair.  

He patted her head from time to time and she rubbed her cheek in mock affection against his leg.  It was something she had seen slaves do and she hoped it would please him. He even offered her a few morsels from his own plate, which she took with care and a smile, as if delighted by his generosity.
Did he understand it was all an act on her part, she wondered?  Was this superficial flattery and attention all he really wanted?  How shallow was he?
When they had dined and bathed and were ready for bed, Jack lay naked on his back with his legs apart and Tess, chained to the footboard of the bed with her body strapped tightly, lay between them.  He held the end of a cord that ran over a pulley mounted above the head of the bed and back down to a hook that was embedded in her anus.  As he tugged on it, she wriggled obediently forward like a pink worm and took his cock in her mouth and kissed and lapped and sucked on it lovingly until he came down her throat.
And afterwards, when he was asleep, with the taste of his sperm still in her mouth, Tess shuddered at the thought of what she had done, at the same time admitting that she felt a strange thrill of elation that she had mustered the courage to go through with it.
She had traded wounding her pride in public for enduring a private shame.  For the second time in her life, she had bartered her body to keep her social standing intact.  But this had been far worse than that brief ordeal with Charlie Puller in stable tack room.  This time she had actively played the role of a submissive.  She hoped Archie would appreciate her sacrifice when she told him.  
Oh God, should she?  Maybe some things were best left buried.  As long as the price she had paid was worth the return.  Of course it was.  It had to be!









Chapter Six

 

Silver arrived at the hotel the next morning by special delivery.  

A porter brought her travel box into Jack’s suite on a set of luggage wheels and set it down the middle of the floor.  It was a wooden crate fitted with rope handles that might contain anything, except that there were sets of air holes bored in its sides and it was stencilled with a discreet message: LIVE CONTENTS.  It hardly looked big enough to contain a person, but slaves were flexible and could be folded up very tightly.
Tess stared at it with her stomach churning.  Silver was one of her prize possessions and normally she loved to have her around and show her off.   But how could she face in this state: collared and as naked as she was and obviously in the power of stranger?  She just hoped the sacrifice would be worthwhile.  Surely, Jack would prefer playing with a lovely compliant slave than wasting his time trying to break her in.
Jack opened the lid of the box.  Inside its padded interior, Silver was hunched down on her knees with her back bent over and her hands cuffed behind her back.  Her head was covered with a hood.  He took hold of the back of her white leather collar and lifted her upright and helped her step out onto the floor.  Her matching white leather leash dangled between her breasts.  He pulled off her hood.  Underneath it, Silver had a gag strap on.  
Silver was a pale blonde with strong features.  She had a lightly tanned skin and high-set breasts that, despite their fullness, were almost perfectly conical.  Years of training had left her with a tight well-defined abdomen, and the usual shapely but muscular pony girl buttocks and legs.  The part name PIN 138 was stamped on her smooth flesh.  
She blinked in the light and then her eyes widened in surprise and disbelief as they focused on Tess.
Tess was kneeling naked on the floor where Jack had put her in a submissive posture, with her hands resting on her thighs and her knees spread wide, exposing her bare cleft.  She knew what would happen to her if she broke her pose.  Reluctantly her eyes lifted to meet Silver’s gaze.
‘Say hello to your ponygirl, Tess,’ Jack instructed.
‘Hello, Silver,’ Tess said faintly.
Jack pulled Silver’s gag strap out.  ‘Say hello to your Mistress, Silver,’ he prompted.
Silver’s mouth opened but only a feeble rasping groan emerged.
‘What’s the matter with her?’  Jack demanded.
‘She has a muter fitted, Master,’ Tess explained.
A “muter” was a device developed by the Shackleswell Centre for Slave Medicine and Control.  It involved fitting delicate plastic sheaths and a miniature control unit to a slave’s vocal chords, making it impossible for her to form intelligible words.  By including magnetic particles into the composition of the sheaths, they could be reset by an external control unit to modify her vocal range.  On full mute, she was rendered dumb except for indistinct grunting.  When it was turned off, she could talk normally.  When it was tuned to “pony”, she could only make appropriate equine noises.
Jack scowled.  ‘Aren’t gags good enough for you? How do I turn it off?’
‘They should have included her control unit, Master,’ Tess said.
He rummaged in the travel box and picked it up: a phone sized device with a metal loop, one end.
‘How do I use it?’
‘Set to Zero and hold the loop against the front of her throat, Master.’
He did this.  Then he said to Silver. ‘Can you speak now?’
‘Yes… Master,’ Silver said uncertainly.  Her voice sounded very feeble.  With an unaccustomed frisson of guilt, Tess realized she had been muted since the day before her wedding.
Jack looked Silver over appreciatively, running his hands over her body and squeezing and patting her.  It was the sort of the handling ponygirls were used to.  Even though she was clearly still confused about who he was and what had happened to Tess, she automatically responded by standing straighter, pushing out her breasts and spreading her legs.  Her nipples hardened as he cupped and squeezed her breasts, while a faint blush coloured her cheeks as he stroked her bare pussy cleft.  
‘You are a pretty ponygirl aren’t you?’  Jack declared after his examination. ‘And strong to. I’d love to take you for a ride and watch those lovely bum cheeks at work.  Whatever other faults your mistress has, she has good taste in girl flesh.’
Once again, Silver’s gaze fell on Tess in confusion.

‘Yes, you must be wondering about Tess and where her new husband is,’ Jack said. ‘Well, Archie made a rather foolish wager with me and lost.  I won ten days use of Tess as my slave.  And now, since you belong to her, you also belong to me.  Tell her, Tess…’

‘It’s true.  While you’re here, you have to obey Master Jack as you would me, Silver,’ Tess said miserably.
‘Do you understand, Silver?’  Jack asked, patting and stroking her hair.
‘Yes… Master Jack,’ she said.  And she gave him a shy smile.
Tess blinked in surprise and resentment.  A minute’s fondling and a few words of praise and she was already smiling at him?  When had she last smiled at her?
‘Are you thirsty?’  Jack asked Silver.
‘Yes, Master.’
He snapped his fingers at Tess.  ‘Bring her a bottle of water!’
Gritting her teeth, Tess had to fetch a bottle of water from the mini bar and then feed it to Silver.
When she was refreshed, Jack undid Silver’s cuffs.  ‘Would you like to use the bathroom?’
‘Yes, Master,’ she said uncertainly, unused to being treated with such consideration.
He smiled and patted her on the bottom.  ‘Go on then...’  
She scuttled away quickly, flashing Tess another disbelieving glance. 
Tess could only gape at Jack in disbelief.  He was stealing her slave’s loyalty away from her in front of her eyes.  And there was nothing she could do about it.
When Silver returned, Jack had both of them sit more comfortably on the floor on large pillows facing him, with their knees spread and shaven pussies displayed for his pleasure, while he reclined in an armchair, holding the cane across his lap.
‘Now, I’ve been telling Tess the last few days that I like slave girls to be honest with me,’ he told Silver. ‘I will never punish an honest answer when I ask for it.  Do you understand?’
‘Yes, Master.’
‘For instance, Tess has told me how much she hates and resents me and my class, and I didn’t punish her for it, did I Tess?’
‘No, Master,’ she admitted.
‘So now I’m going to ask you to be just as honest about Tess.  I want to know what you think of her as a mistress.’
Silver’s lips pinched and her pretty face seemed to screw up from inside.  She glanced at Tess in despair, and then back at Jack.  ‘P… please, Sir…I… can’t… I won’t say anything…’
Jack frowned at Tess.  ‘It seems she’s so frightened of you, she won’t speak the truth even when I promise she won’t be hurt.  What does that say about you as her owner?’
Tess was caught in agony of indecision.  She feared Jack but every instinct also rebelled at the thought of being seen as weak in front of Silver.  It was bad enough what she had seen already, but if she gave in now, she’d lose her domination over her completely.
‘Can I also speak honestly, Master?’
‘Of course.’
‘You think I should have been soft and kind to her, to win her affection, Master?  Well, to be my pony girl she doesn’t have to love me, just obey me.  She looks pretty, yes, but she’s nothing really.  She’s just some kind of petty criminal or social misfit that our scouts found and brought to Shackleswell.  Our people trained her and gave her a home and a useful purpose to serve.  She should be grateful enough for that.  She can’t expect love as well.  They need discipline to keep them in line.  That should be good enough.’
‘So you assume she deserves harsh discipline and nothing else.  Did you ask her about her past?’
Tess blinked. ‘No master.’
‘Do you know her real name?’
‘No.  Why should I?  She’s got her part number, and I named her Silver.  What more does she need?’
‘Listening to.  Silver, please tell us your real name.’
‘It’s… Astrid Marlow.’
‘Now tell us how you came to Irontown.’
Astrid/Silver took a deep breath, looking uncomfortable, as if dredging up painful past memories.
‘I… I have been in care since I was fourteen, when my parents died in a car crash.  I had no other relatives who could look after me.  I had an okay sort of foster family.  When I turned eighteen and had to leave them, I thought I’d found a replacement family with a religious group.  They seemed so nice and welcoming at first.  It took me a while to realize underneath it was a nasty mini cult.  By then I was trapped in it and its leader started abusing me.  But the worst thing was that although I hated him, sometimes I enjoyed being misused, even though I knew it was wrong and I could see it hurting the others in the group.  I knew I had to get away, but I had no money of my own.  Anyway, one day I made a run for it.  Luckily, I was picked up by an Irontown HGV scout and brought to Shackleswell.  I went through the slave courts and then Grindstone.  They understood about my dark side and trained me to embrace it.  It was all right to submit and become a slave because here my submission was valued.  I had a part to play in how the town worked. I mattered…’
She paused to sniff and blink away some tears that had been brought on by her recollection. 
‘So, she is not a social misfit or a petty criminal, but an unlucky orphan girl who has found her home here,’ Jack said to Tess. ‘You were wrong about her.’ 
‘She admits she’s a natural submissive, Master,’ Tess protested. ‘She does belong here.’
‘Yes, but that still doesn’t give you the right to make her so terrified she can’t say a word against you.  So now you’re going to beg her to tell me exactly how she feels about you.’
Tess gulped and turned to Silver.  ‘Please tell Master Jack exactly what you think of me, Silver.’
Silver swayed, looking as if she was going to be sick. ‘The… truth… Mistress… But I can’t… Not that…’
‘Still too frightened to talk?’ Jack said in disgust. ‘Perhaps she needs some encouragement…’
His cane lashed out… but not at Silver but at Tess.  It cracked across her breasts, making her yelp in pain.
‘Sit up straight, chest out, arms behind your back!’  Jack snapped. ‘You will stay right there or you’ll get it twice as bad!’
Swish, crack, the cane lashed her breasts again and again.  Tess yelped and squirmed and sobbed, but she held her position.  Tears fell on her leaping breasts and the salt burned the cane stripes cutting across them.
‘Beg Silver for the truth, before your tits start bleeding,’ Jack told her.
‘Eeeek… p… please  S… Silver… owww… t… tell him the truth… whatever you think of me… I… ahhh… b…beg you!’ Tess yelped and stammered, as her breasts bounced and flattened and shivered, cut across by blazing red stripes.

‘There were times when I hated her, Master!  Silver practically shouted.  
Jack stopped caning Tess’s breasts while Tess looked at Silver in disbelief.
It was as if a bared door had been opened in Silver’s mind. Now the rest poured out of her. 
‘She… she’s often mean and cruel and heartless.  I’m not even sure she really likes ponies.  We’re sort of fashion accessories.  All she cares about is looking good in front of her friends.  She wants to win no matter what it costs.  Sometimes I collapsed in the shafts when she ran me too hard.  She specially wanted me to beat Sam Fillister’s pony Beauty, when we were in competition for the cup.  I tried my best, but I couldn’t.  Beauty ran better… because she loved her rider Danny…’
Tess, hunched over her stinging, blazing breasts, slowly straightened up and looked at her through tear-filled eyes as Silver continued.
‘And then Sam and Danny got engaged and I saw them with Beauty and you could see she was so happy to belong to them and they loved her and they were all so right together… it was amazing… I could only dream of being as happy as that…’
Then she trailed off, blinking tears away once again.
‘Thank you Silver, that was most interesting,’ Jack said.  ‘Can you get some cream from the bathroom cabinet and put it on Tess’s tits?  They look rather sore…’

Obediently Silver got up and fetched the cream.  
Tess could not look her ponygirl in the eye as she smoothed the cooling ointment across her breasts.  How could she have had those feelings about her all this time?  Well, was did it matter what your slave girl thought of you?  All she had demanded was total obedience, not love.  And what she had said was not true… not all of it, anyway.  Except that for some reason, just briefly, it had hurt to hear such harsh words spoken like that in front of a man like Jack, almost more than the cane had hurt on her breasts.
Unfortunately, Jack had seen the expressions playing across on her face and read them perfectly.
‘Feeling a bit ashamed, are you, Tess?  I bet that isn’t something you’re used to.  But you should be.  You will look Silver in the face and much more before I’m through with you.  Eventually you might even get around to saying you’re sorry…’

* * *

The canopy mounts of the bed’s restraining frame could be slid along some concealed rails to its foot, so that the frame itself could be extended out between the bedposts until it rested on the floor in front of it.  Jack strapped Silver and Tess into the frame so that they stood spread-eagled and nose to nose, with their breasts flattened against each other.  They each held one side of a thick rubber ring between their teeth. Now as promised, Tess had to look Silver in the face.

She expected to see unconcealed hate in her eyes but there was instead a peculiar kind of puzzlement and even a little pity.  There was certainly no awe or fear.  Silver had seen Tess humbled, punished and reduced to tears.  From that moment, Tess knew that she had lost her.  When this was all over, she would get rid of her.  But right now she had more pressing concerns.
Their pussies were joined together by a double ended dildo, and for once Tess was on the wrong end.  The controlling pleasure end with its little spray of soft clit stimulating prongs was plugged up inside Silver, while its tormenting end, with the ring of sharp studs around its base was lodged inside Tess.  She winced as they pressed into her shaven sex lips.
Jack took up a lash from the selection in the bed tray and trailed its thongs across their outward facing buttocks.  

‘I’m going to give both of you a little lash and screw to demonstrate that you both belong to me now.  This is not a punishment and you haven’t displeased me in the least,’ he assured Silver.  ‘You have of course,’ he told Tess.  ‘This is also to get it into your head that you’re no better than she is.  You are just Tess and Silver, my slaves.  From now on you both pull together, you understand?’

They nodded.  

He drew back the lash and swiped it across Silver’s smooth buttocks.  She yelped and bit on the rubber ring and jerked her hips forward, with the dildo clenched tight inside her.  Apart from squashing their breasts together this rammed the other end of the dildo into Tess’s pussy.  She yelped a lot louder as the sharp studs dug deep into her soft pubic flesh.
After a couple more blows, Jack circled round and lashed Tess’s bottom.  She also yelped and jerked, ramming the dildo into Silver’s pussy.  The girl gasped and groaned, but not in pain.  She was going to suffer far less than Tess was.
In this manner, Jack beat them, swiping at their buttocks again and again until they both glowed with a healthy blush.  Meanwhile the women’s hot bodies ground and jerked against each other building up a film of sweat between them.  Tess could feel her hard nipples digging into Silver’s smooth conical mammaries, while her nipples reciprocated.  She had felt that before, of course, but then she had been on top of the girl riding her hard while she been strapped to a bed.
The terrible dildo was surging back and forth between them delivering its uneven gifts of pain and pleasure.  It was squelching inside Tess.  Her juices were dripping to the floor.  She could smell Silver’s arousal rising between them.  It really was very sweet…
Then Silver’s eyes rolled up and she moaned in ecstasy and shuddered and bucked as an orgasm tore through her.  Her hips jerked wildly, jabbing Tess painfully in the pussy one last time with the dildo.  Then she hung limp.
Tess glared at her, dizzy with rage.  She’d been close to a climax herself, despite the pain.  Now she was left in need.  She had been cheated!

Jack was stroking and patting Silver.  ‘That was very well done,’ he complimented her.  ‘I see you’re nice and responsive.  Now, is your rectum greased?’
Silver nodded.  A ponygirl’s bottom was always greased in preparation for whatever might be pushed up it.  
‘Good, because I’m going have some fun with it…’ 
He put down the lash and opened his flies and took hold of Silver’s hips and slid his hard shaft up into her bottom hole.  Silver whimpered in pleasure.  Then he began to thrust.
Now was it Tess’s turned to whimper, but in pain. It was as if Jack was ramming directly into her through Silver’s body and the dildo, jabbing the spiked ring again and again into pussy while its ribbed shaft worked on her insides.  As he pumped harder, the studs began to prick her hard clitorises.

No, that was terrible… or was it wonderful?  It was certainly cruel and shameful but it was helping her over the edge until… ahhhh!
Her loins burst and she jerked about frantically against Silver’s slippery body, twisting about the dildo that joined them, and then she went limp.

* * *

Tess came to while Jack was un-strapping her from the frame.  Silver still hung on it.  Tess was still dizzy from her orgasm.  Had it been a triumph of defiance or submissive surrender?  Tess slumped limply to the floor, pulling the end of the dildo out of herself.  Jack took hold of her by her hair and dragged her around the frame and knelt her behind Silver.

He pushed his soiled cock into her face.  

‘Lick me clean,’ he commanded.
And she obeyed, sucking off his sperm and the grease from Silver’s bottom. When she was done, he dried his cock in her hair.  Then he pointed Silver’s pretty bottom with its rose-tinted buttocks and the mess that was seeping out of her anus.
‘Now lick that up,’ he told her.
For a moment, Tess thought she was going to be sick.  No, she could, not lick the soiled arse of her own slave girl! Jack raised the lash again.  Tess shuffled forward and buried her face in Silver’s deep buttock cleft and wretchedly tongued and licked and sucked at the tight ring of muscle, swallowing down the juices seeping from it.  She had never done such revolting thing before!  She knew exactly what Silver’s tongue felt inside her own pussy of course, but she would never demean herself to do such a thing in reverse to her rear.
Except that now she had.  And she knew Silver hated her.  And now Jack was telling her they were both equally his slaves.  This terrible man had not only turned her life upside down and put her through hell; he was ruining her future as well.  With a sob she slumped to the floor, her face smeared with evidence of her shame, and cried.

* * *

A little later, once they were both cleaned up, Jack took Tess and Silver outside for a walk.  

‘I’m sure Silver would like to stretch her legs and get some fresh air after spending hours inside the travel box, and we can show her around,’ he said cheerfully, almost as if they were all the best of friends.
Their arms were cuffed behind their backs.  Tess’s wardrobe had supplied sandals and espadrilles for them.  Jack had linked their collars together with a short chain from the bed tray, and then used a nipple leash on them: a fan of four chains of different lengths hung on a single ring with clips on their ends that fastened to their nipples.  The ring could be hooked to the end of a standard leash.  Once they were linked together, they had to walk together shoulder and hip to hip following at Jack’s heels.
Silver looked about the grounds with innocent interest, totally used to being exposed in such circumstances, while Tess started at the path in front of her.  Jack pointed out the places they had seen yesterday and speculated about when they might visit them.  It was all one big amazing holiday to him, enlivened by the unexpected bonus of having two slaves to share it with.

No, not two slaves, just one, Tess corrected herself.  She was not his slave!

* * *

Eventually they reached another of the little belts of trees.  Jack led them inside.  He undid their collar and nipple chains and then commanded Tess to kneel down while he had Silver stand straddled over her. 

‘Now pee over her head,’ he told Silver.
Tess cringed.
Silver hesitated.  ‘I beg your pardon, Master?’
‘Pee over her head.  You admitted she’s been terrible to you.  You hate her.  You deserve the chance to take a little retribution.’
Tess whimpered.
Silver shook her head.  ‘I’m sorry Master, but I once saw her pee over Beauty’s head when she was tied down and helpless.  It was mean.  I… I don’t want to be like her.’

‘But I’m sure she deserved it, didn’t she Tess?’  Jack said with a cruel grin.

Tess bit her lip and said nothing.  
‘Of course if she deserved it then so do you, since you’ve been a bad girl.  But if she didn’t deserve it, then what were you thinking of doing it?’
Tess snivelled and shook her head.  She had just done it.  It had really been to get at Danny Stamp and spoil his chances of riding for the cup.  And it had been a bit of fun, of course. You didn’t worry about slave girls’ feelings…
‘All right, Silver, you don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,’ Jack said.
Silver shuffled off Tess, while she sobbed in relief.
‘But you’ll say thank you to Silver for being kinder than you are,’ Jack told her.
‘T… thank you… Silver for being kinder than I am,’ she choked out.

Now she owed Silver a debt!  Little by little, he was destroying her authority!

* * *

The process continued that evening when Jack got ready for dinner.

‘I’m going down and have a fancy meal in the restaurant,’ he said.  ‘So far Tess has been too shy to come with me in case, after getting a good eyeful of her bare tits and bum and pussy, somebody recognises her.  But you’re not shy, are you Silver?’
‘No Master,’ she said brightly.
‘You don’t be mind people admiring your pretty body and thinking: what a lucky bloke he is to have such a girl on the end of his leash.’  
‘No, Master.’ 
‘So let’s dress you up a bit…’

He raided Tess’s wardrobe for some red high heels and assorted jewellery which he hung about Silver’s body.  When he was finished, even Tess had to admit she did look very beautiful.

Jack took up the end of Silver’s leash.  Then he looked down at Tess.  ‘I’ll have a bowl sent up for you if that’s what you want.  Oh.  And there’s also a slave basket I ordered that’s going to be delivered.’ 
And with that, he opened the door and led Silver out.

In due course both the food and slave basket were delivered.  Tess ate morosely and alone.  At least she did not have to pretend to be his loving pet again, she consoled herself.  She stared at the basket.  It was a big piece of woven rush work, lined with quilted blankets and fitted with an assortment of chains.  It was made to sit at the bottom of a bed.

* * *

Jack and Silver arrived back around midnight.  Jack looked merry and Silver seemed to sparkle.

‘After we ate we visited the games room again, and I got lucky,’ he told Tess cheerfully, while hugging Silver to him and playfully squeezing her breasts.  ‘I think she’s my lucky charm.  This has been a great night…’ he belched ‘… but I think I’ve had too much vino and champers for any more screwing…’
He let the girls visit the bathroom, and then put them in the big slave basket head to toe and chained them in place.  Their wrists were cuffed over their stomachs to belt-like chains wrapped about their waists.  The cuffs were also fastened to longer chains that ran down between their legs and back up to rings set in the side of the basket.  Shorter chains connected their collars to the ankles of the other girl.  They could wriggle about a bit and even gently stimulate themselves, but they were well secured.

Jack pulled the blankets over them, patted them vaguely and then turned out the lights and flopped down the bed.  Soon he was snoring.
I’m chained up in a basket with my own slave who pleases my common lout of a master better than I can, Tess thought wretchedly.  Then she thought: but that’s good.  He can screw her all he likes.  It means I won’t have his filthy penis inside me so often.

So why did she feel just a little resentful?









Chapter Seven

 
The next morning, Jack took them out into the hotel grounds to the little chalet building amongst the trees where there were pony girl traps and harnesses for hire.  Soon, Tess found herself bridled and harnessed side-by-side with Silver pulling their master along a gravel pathway at a gentle trot.  Tess would have enjoyed the ride if she had been in the trap seat driving.  As it was, she panted and sweated and strained to maintain the pace as the tip of Jack’s whip flicked across their straining bare buttocks.  By contrast, Silver seemed to be enjoying herself; pulling the trap easily, her strong legs moving in a steady rhythm, with her head up and brightness in her eyes.  There even seemed to be a merry jauntiness in the bounce off her breasts.  Tess had never seen her so happy.

Jack was also happy, but then he was sitting down and had the view in front of him of two sets of sweaty naked female buttocks rolling and swelling as they pulled him along.
After barely fifteen minutes of this, Tess felt exhausted.  She was lathered in sweat and struggling for breath and her legs felt like they were turning to rubber.  As she began to stumble, Jack steered them off the path between some trees.
He got off the trap and came round with a bottle of water.  He pulled at their bits and fed them some, and then splashed the rest over their faces.

‘Thank you, Master,’ Silver said happily.
He grinned back and ruffled her hair and tweaked her nipples playfully.
‘Thank you… Master…’ Tess gasped miserably.
There was no ruffling or tweaking for her.  Instead, Jack examined her closely.  ‘Looks like you need a rest before we go on.  Tomorrow I think I’ll put you on the treadmill in the hotel gym.  Need to strengthen those legs up…’

He wanted to train her just as she would a ponytail.  She was not pony girl!  She was a free woman…

And then she caught sight of three figures walking along the path towards them.  At the sight of them, Tess froze; feeling lightheaded, as if she was going to faint.  What were they doing here?
There was a young blonde woman holding hands with a wiry young man with pale sandy hair and spectacles.  On a leash behind them and trotting along cheerfully at their heels and was a naked black slave girl with the physique of a ponygirl.
Rivet 23 was traced in silver ink under her pony fringe across her high smooth forehead.  It was repeated across her bare pubic mound just above the apex of her sooty deep cleft.  Silver rings were pierced through the thick outer lips of her vulva.  Her high full breasts were tipped with glossy dark-chocolate nipples that stood up in stiff cones.  Each nipple was also pierced by a silver ring.  A ponytail of jet black hair hung down her back.  As she passed them, Tess saw the same part name stamped across her haunches where her hips began to swell out above the cleavage her proud strong buttocks.
If any one of them looked round into the trees and saw her… But they seemed to be fully occupied with their own company at that moment and they passed by and out of sight.

Only then did Tess realize Jack been speaking to her.  Now he slapped her cheeks to get her attention.

‘What’s the matter with you?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost.’
Tess was still too shocked to speak.  Helpfully Silver explained.
‘It was those three people on the path, Master.  Danny Stamp and his new wife Samantha, with their slave Beauty.  Nobody knew they were coming here… ‘
‘Oh, I get it now.  It would be a bit embarrassing for them to see you like this, wouldn’t it?’
Tess began to tremble helplessly.  “Embarrassing” did not cover it.  It would be her greatest humiliation, her complete disgrace and downfall.  After everything she had said and done to them, what would they make of her in this state!  In an hour, all of Shackleswell would know about it. Her legs were giving way anyway, so she sank to her knees, almost dragging Silver down with her.  Then she looked up at Jack beseechingly.

‘P… Please, Master, don’t let them see me like this.  I couldn’t survive that.  That would be too much… I’d be destroyed.  Hide me away.  I’ll do anything you want… I’ll be a perfect slave, I promise… but just don’t let them see me…’

She knew she was grovelling pathetically, but she did not care if it spared her total disgrace.
Jack looked thoughtful, rubbing his chin.  ‘After what I’ve heard about you and them, I’m not sure you deserve to be spared any embarrassment.  What do you think, Silver?’
‘If she means what she says about behaving herself, then I think she should be given a chance, Master,’ Silver said. 
She felt the thrill of pathetic gratitude towards her slave, and then she realized that she was just putting her even more into her debt.
‘Do hear that?’ Jack said to Tess. ‘If you step out of line, I’ll drag you up to them so you can say hello face-to-face.’
‘I’ll be very good, I promise, Master,’ Tess said humbly.
‘We’ll see.  But I’m not going to hide you away in my room for a week.  I want to have fun with you outside.’  He frowned.  ‘Do you think they would recognise you as well?’ he asked Silver.
‘Yes, Master.’
‘Then I’ll have to take care of both of you.’  He stepped out onto the path and checked it in both directions, and then he came back.  ‘They seem to have gone for now.  Let’s go back to the ponytrap shop.  They’ve got something there we can use…’

They returned to the shop at a walk, which was the only pace Tess could sustain.  Jack tethered them to the hitching rail around the back of the building and then went inside.  Five minutes later, he came out again with two items.
They were masks made of black leather, cut and stitched and buckled into representations of pony heads, with snouts and upraised ears and even blinker flaps.  They covered their heads completely once they were buckled in place, leaving them peering out of the eye slots.  
‘There, now nobody can recognise you,’ Jack said. ‘Of course they might get a bit hot…’

‘I don’t mind, Master,’ Tess said quickly.
‘Ask Silver if she minds.  She’s going to have to be covered up in the same way and get just as hot.’  
‘Please, Silver, do you mind?’  Tess asked meekly.
‘I don’t mind, Tess,’ Silver said.
She was just “Tess” now, not “Mistress”.
‘From now on, neither of you will go outside unless you’re masked.  There are a few other little tweaks I can think of to change your appearance further, which I’ll take care of later.  Now, let’s continue with our little ride… ‘  

* * *

At a gentle walk they continued on along the pathways, making their way slowly but steadily about the grounds.  

Tess’s legs were still weak but she strained to match Silver’s pace.  However now she kept her head up and stuck out her chest and let her breasts jiggle as if she was a proud pony girl.  She did not even mind the occasional flick of Jack’s whip across her bottom.  She hoped he enjoyed the view, if it kept him happy so he would keep her concealed.  And it did get hot inside the masks despite their nostril holes and vents and soon her sweat was dripping out past her collar.  But Tess did not mind that either, as long as nobody could see her face.
Jack stopped and fed them water through a straw, pushing it through the fake mouths of their masks.  And Tess felt pathetically grateful for his consideration.
Of course, Tess knew that masks like this were demeaning things, used when you wanted to dehumanize a ponygirl and make her seem even more like an animal.  But right now that was good.  She wanted to be anything but who she was.  Neither Tess Harrow, nor Tess Millwright was here, she thought a little dizzily.  She was just an anonymous slave girl.
Perversely, that felt rather reassuring.

* * *

That night she had to continue being the perfect slave in Jack’s suite.  It was not easy.  He had an even greater hold over her now, and he was going to make the most of it.

She was strapped sitting against the headboard of the bed with her arms stretched out from her sides.  A heavy rubber gag bit plugged her mouth.  Rubber cords from the top rail of the headboard passed down over her shoulders and were wrapped about the roots of her breasts, pulling them upwards and outwards, even as they squeezed them out into glossy balloons of flesh.  Her legs were bent up at the knees and then twisted outwards and pulled back painfully until they rested almost flat against the headboard, where they were held in place by more straps.  This posture of course totally exposed her groin.
Silver lay on the bed on her back with her head pressing up into Tess groin.  A kind of bridle was strapped about her head, holding a rubber bit between her teeth.  A rubber dildo was fixed perpendicularly to the crossed crown straps of her bridle and its head was lodged inside Tess’s pussy.  About its base were metal spikes and spur wheels, even sharper than those on the double dildo Jack had used on her the previous day.

More rubber cords held Silver’s arms spread out wide, while wire ropes were tied to her ankle cuffs, holding her legs apart.  Her back and bottom were resting not on the bed sheets, but on a special padded board.  This was a sandwich of two outer padded boards with a cluster of short but strong springs holding them apart.  This meant the two boards could wobble and slide about each other.

Jack lay between Silver’s spread legs, screwing her enthusiastically.
The force of his thrusts made her torso roll back and forth on her padded boards, jabbing the dildo spikes into Tess pussy and thighs.  This motion also pulled on the wire ropes cuffed to her ankles.  These ran through pulleys and up into the canopy of the bed and came down again attached to crocodile tooth spring clips that were pinched to Tess’s nipples, which jutted out from the swells of her bulging breasts.
It was a cruel torment.  Every pleasurable thrust Jack made, and which Silver also seemed to enjoy, only tormented Tess with a poke from the rubber dildo accompanied by the prick of studs and the rasp of spur wheels on her soft exposed pussy lips and inner thighs.  At the same time, her cruelly pinched nipples were given a jerk upwards.
She could smell the intimate scent of Silver and Jack’s arousal as they ground their bodies together, while she was subjected to intimate pain.  As they screwed, she cried softly.  Once again she was suffering while her slave enjoyed herself.
She could not take much more of this!  But she had to or else she was ruined!  

How did ponygirls and sex slaves survive such treatment?  Of course, they had been trained and most were natural masochists to begin with, but somehow they also learned how to accept the pain and used it to help bring themselves off.  She’d had faint and brief glimmerings of that so far, but now she needed to summon that ability at will.  She had to learn quickly how to accept humiliation and pain and feed on whatever sexual stimulation she got and somehow build that up inside her until she could come. 
Wouldn’t that be a kind of surrender to bondage in slavery?  So what!  If she wanted to survive this, she had to forget her pride and her position and dire circumstances, and just concentrate for this moment on her own body.  And it was a good passionate body, she told herself.  Yes, her nipples were being painfully pinched, but they were hard.  Her pussy was being pumped out and pricked, but it was hot and wet and it could pour out plenty of juices.  She was helpless and exposed and humiliated, but she knew that was fun to do.  She had to imagine she was her own slave girl and that she was outside her body and looking back on it and admiring and enjoying her suffering.  Because it was a good body, a lovely body, and it couldn’t resist the stimulation.  It was going to cum… it had to cum… ahhh!
A massive orgasm tore through her and she sobbed and clenched on her gag bit and she strained against her straps and squeezed her sheath tight about the plunging dildo strapped to Silver’s head, locking it tight, even as her discharge sprayed over her hair. 
The orgasm seemed to go on and on, reverberating back and forth through her body, existing only for its self and her.  And for a few unexpected wonderful seconds, Tess knew perfectly happiness. 









Chapter Eight

 
The next day, Jack provided them with new masks.  Both Tess and Silver were equally baffled at first. They were full-head colourfully painted rubber fish head masks with large bulging transparent, which overlapped enough with their own eyes to allow them to see through them.  What distinguished them from innocent novelty shop party were their gaping mouths, which had hooks and rings to secure them to their own lips and hold open.  Presumably, they were for anyone who wanted to screw a slave girl with the head of the fish.

Jack grinned at their confusion. ‘I got them from the gift shop.  You’ll see, they’ll be just right for what we going to do later…’
He had also obtained an indelible felt tip marker used for retouching faded part mark stamps.  He used this mostly on Tess, carefully inking in on her forehead, pubic mound and above her buttocks, the part name: COG 87.  

The thought of being marked like a slave revolted Tess, but she still held very still while Jack worked on her.  When he was done and she saw results in the mirror, she had to admit he had a steady hand.  It would take close inspection to discover they were not officially stamped on her body.  She really did look like a slave now.  Jack then spent a shorter while modifying Silver’s part number PIN 183 by adding a couple of loops to turn it into 188.
‘There were now, nobody will recognize you now,’ he said.
He pulled the masks onto their heads and had them walk around and look at themselves in the mirror.  They made a ridiculous contrast with their naked bodies, but they did completely conceal their features.

When he was satisfied, Jack clipped leashes to their collars and led them out of the room.

* * *

They received some curious glances as they were led through the grounds, which made Tess blush and shiver at first.  But then she realized it was only the odd contrast between their odd masks and bodies that people looking at.  They could not see her face, only her naked, slave-marked body.  That was a strange consolation.

It was only when they approached the lake that Tess began to suspect what Jack was doing.  There was a little boathouse and jetty beside it with an assortment of slave powered rowing boats and pedalos for hire.  He selected a two girl-powered pedalo and they clambered aboard.
Jack sat on the rear raised seat set between and behind the two girls controlling the tiller.  They sat in the lower side seats with their feet on the pedal wheels.  The seats her twin dildos fitted to them: the small rear one for anchoring their anuses and the larger front one for penetrating their vaginas.  It was not a standard model, but a ribbed concertina tube of heavy rubber that only half plugged them.  Tess thought it seemed rather inadequate. Jack also had control of a bar that folded down over their chests.  It had sets of spring clips on its ends which fastened to their nipples.  He pushed it forward if he wanted them to go faster.  Tess whimpered as the clips closed about her nipples that were still sore from similar attachments last night.  But she did not protest.  She would be a perfect slave girl…
They set off, the girls pedalling furiously to turn the paddle wheel under the boat.  As they did so, they discovered why the vaginal dildos were hollow and only half length.  As they peddled, they must have worked some hidden pump.  The dildos swelled up inside them as if filled with water, stretching and extending until they were well plugged.  Then they were emptied and shrunk back again, sucking out of them.  Tess and Silver both shuddered at this intimate stimulation.
Jack worked the control bar stretching their nipples and they pedalled faster, which also increased the pulsations of the concertina dildos inside them.  He twisted the tiller and the boat turned.  He laughed cheerfully at the control he had over his two living naked engines.

As they peddled about the lake, their paddlewheel churning while their pussies were being relentlessly shafted, Tess told herself that at least it was a nice day.  The sun shone down out of a clear sky and sparkled off the blue green waters, cut through by other slave powered vessels.  She could see people on its banks walking or sunning themselves.  Ponygirls pulled traps along the lakeside pathways.  Further away girl pets were chasing after thrown balls like dogs.  It was an idyllic place to be a slave owner, but perhaps less so to be a slave.
They had circumnavigated about half the late, when Tess saw a small rowing boat coming towards them.  It was being propelled by a black slave and it had a couple sitting in its rear.  Oh no…
‘She looks stronger than my two put together,’ Jack called out cheerily across the water, as Sam and Danny passed them, propelled by Beauty’s powerful oar strokes. 
‘She’s a champion pony girl,’ Sam called back proudly.
‘That explains it,’ Jack said.  And then they were gone.
Slowly, Tess’s stomach unknotted.  They had not recognised them, even when seen together.  Their disguises had worked.  She felt a moment’s absurd relief, and even enjoyed the sensation of the dildo pumping away inside her.  And then she recalled that she still had to somehow reconcile herself with Archie when this nightmare was over.

* * *

They had only just finished circling the lake when Silver groaned and hunched forward and came happily over her dildo.  Tess, quite helplessly, was only a few seconds behind her.  Their combined shudders and convulsions made the boat rock as it lost headway while they stopped pedalling and clenched their thighs together.  Tess blushed under her ridiculous mask.  She had just climaxed out in the open in front of so many eyes.  But she was just a slave girl, she reminded herself, and that was perfectly normal for them…

Jack laughed.  ‘You see, this can be fun.  Now let’s go under the bridge and down the river…’

* * *

They had fun on the lake and river for a couple of hours and then they returned to the boathouse.  After having the same dildo inside her for that length of time, Tess found it embarrassingly hard to pull herself off it.  And even when she did, her stretched vagina would not close up immediately, but gaped embarrassingly wide as if hungry.  

Jack led the weary girls back to the hotel for lunch.  
It could be worse, Tess kept telling herself.  None of this matters, however embarrassing it seems.  As far as anybody else is concerned, it’s all happening to a girl called Cog 87.  Everybody can see her number above my pubes and bottom.  As long as I have a mask on, it’s not me.

Her wish was granted.  After lunch, Jack produced two more full-head masks that in their way were even stranger than the fish masks.  ‘You’ll see what these are for soon enough…’ he promised.

* * *

Beside the clubhouse of the regular nine-hole golf course, there was the crazy golf course.  Here people could relax from the serious game and also have fun with their slaves, if they wanted to do more with them than use them as attractive caddies.  There were the usual convoluted miniature greens, scattered with an assortment of windmills, humpback bridges, rotating paddles, switchbacks, ramps and offset gates.  

It was on this that slave girls were sometimes played together, although of course they were severely handicapped.
Silver and Tess found this out as Jack put them on the course and command them to play for his amusement.  People looked at them and not just because of their naked bodies.  They had what appeared to be huge golf balls enclosing their heads.  They were thin plastic masks made in two halves that were dimpled like golf balls with mesh strips in their fronts so they could see.  Once again, their individuality had been completely concealed.  They were pretty naked anonymous bodies with white balls for heads.
Tess felt the shame of it, but also the concealment her mask provided.  It was almost empowering.  She could do anything however outrageous and it didn’t matter.
Their golf clubs were also specially modified.  At the ends of the shafts where the grips began there were swivel mounts connected to vertical shafts which were held in place by expanding plugs lodged deep in their vaginas.  The grip handles extended through their groins and out between their buttocks where they had to hold them because their wrists were cuffed to them.  To actually putt a ball to the left, they had to swing the golf club handles to the right, at which churned the ribs on the shaft of the pussy mounts inside their sheathes.  This of course made them very poor golfers.
Their concentration and steadiness was not improved by the little sprung prongs extending upward from the golf club shafts just beneath the swivel mounts.  These prongs had balls of bristles on their ends positioned so they would tickle their clitorises every time the club was swung.
And so Tess and Silver made their tortuous way around the course, dutifully trying to navigate the balls through the various obstacles and into their target holes.  They bent over and spread their legs and wiggled their hips and swayed their upper bodies to swing the clubs, making their breasts jiggle and giving everybody a good look at them.  Jack followed them with great amusement, sometimes calling out advice.  

The special fittings on the clubs had their expected effect.  Constantly stimulated, their plugged pussies wetted while their clitorises stood up.  Their breasts grow hot and heavy and their nipples throbbed hard.  Soon the course was marked with a trail of drip stains that fell from between their legs.
Their poor game became even worse and the balls went everywhere, and they had to chase after them with the golf clubs plugged between their legs wagging about.
Suddenly Tess started laughing.  It was all so absurd and impossible, but it didn’t matter.  Nobody knew who she was.  At this unique moment, she had no name or dignity to protect.  She was free…
At first Silver could not make out what was happening to her as her face was hidden by her bizarre mask.  Then she started laughing as well.
Caught up in the madness of it, Tess wagged her club back and forward between her legs, slapping it against his thighs and churning it within her and rasping the bristle ball across her clit until she came.  And then she dropped to her knees, dizzy with delight.
‘A hole-in-one,’ Jack declared.

* * *

They were hot and wet when they got back to they got back to the suite.  Still with their golf ball masks on, Jack bent them across the end of the bed with their hips touching and cheerfully rammed his cock alternately into their well exercised and slippery pussies.

And Tess squeezed on him until he came because she knew for once that it didn’t matter.

* * *

‘You’re coming down to dinner with Silver and me in the restaurant tonight,’ Jack told Tess bluntly that evening.  ‘What’s the point of having two lovely slave girls if you can’t show both of them off to all the best people?’ 

Automatically Tess cringed and whimpered, but Jack cut off her protests.  

‘However, because you’re still worried about being recognised, you’ll do it with these on…’  And he held up a pair of elegant cat masks that covered the upper half of the face, together with a pair of furry tails and cat paw gloves and socks. 
‘If you say no, despite promising to be obedient, then I’m going to get the cane out and your bottom is going to look the raw steak,’ he added.

Tess looked at them and swallowed hard and nerved herself and then said, because she knew she had no choice anyway, ‘Yes, Master Jack, of course I’ll go to dinner with you.’ 

* * *

And so Tess huddled down beside Jack’s table.  She ate out of a bowl with her hands encased in fingerless paw gloves and her feet in paw socks and her stiffened tail plugged into her anus and held in place by a spring clip, curling up over her bare bottom.  As she ate, she hid her face behind her cat mask which seemed barely adequate.

She saw nothing of Sam and Danny or Beauty when she risked fearfully peeks about at the other diners.  In fact, she only saw admiring and even frankly carnal glances cast her way.

Briefly, perversely, Tess felt a little thrill of pride at that.  They wanted her. She must look good even beside Silver.

Then she thought: there were people here who would happily screw her if they could, and there would be nothing she could do to stop them because she was only a slave girl.  The numbers marked on her flesh declared she was just a piece of property that could be traded: indeed as Archie had in effect traded her in his wager.  Suddenly she felt cold and edged closer to Jack’s chair.  Even though he was the man responsible for her downfall, he was her only protector.  









Chapter Nine

 
The next day, Jack decided to hire a twin girl trike to travel on as a change from the pony trap, although of course Tess and Silver still provide the motive power.  

It was an odd machine with two large hollow metal rib and mesh wheels in front and a smaller steering wheel behind.  Jack’s seat was mounted over the rear wheel with control over the steering tiller, while she and Silver were actually locked inside the hollow wheels.  Their inner halves were fixed to the bike axle while the outer halves could be clamped onto them, closing them inside as if they were in cages.  

They hung under the axle, which was strapped to their backs and supported most of their weight.  They had heavy boots and gloves on to give them grip on the interior ribs of the wheels and clambered up the inside little like hamsters.  This shift of their weight turned the wheels and propelled the bike forward.  Because of dirt, twigs and gravel that might fall through the open mesh of the wheels as they, they had tinted goggles on to protect their eyes, fitted with mesh muzzles that went over their mouths and chins, which also helped to disguise them.

From his seat, Jack could watch their naked bodies scrambling frantically about inside their wheels.  There were controls on the steering tiller connected by rods and flexible gear cables passing through the hollow axle of the trike to anal plugs and little spiked arms mounted on them that could prick their bottoms if he wanted them to go faster.  A second oval shaped control arm on the anal plug, mounted at right angles to the bottom-pricking arms, curved about the pouts of their sweaty clefts and dug spikes on their upper ends into their clits if he wanted them to slow down.
And so he rode around the hotel grounds in the trike, riding in comfort while he watched them scrabbling within their wheels, getting steadily dirtier and sweatier.  It was not an efficient means of transport, Tess soon decided.  It would be better if they propelled it by pedals, or even if they were harnessed to it like ponies.  But it did make a pretty spectacle: seeing a rider being propelled by two naked girls on all fours with their sweaty breasts bouncing and swaying about inside what were in effect mobile cages.  

A week ago, Tess would happily have ridden on one of these using slaves to carry her about; thinking nothing about pricking their bottoms until they bled to make them go faster.  Now, as Jack drove the spikes into her buttocks once again to encourage her to try harder, she began to wonder if it was not a little cruel.

And yet in the wheel next to her, Silver was clambering about the spinning doughnut of metal ribs and mesh with strength and determination in a steady rhythm.  She was sweaty and dirty but seemingly perfectly content in her humiliating captivity.  Didn’t it trouble her, or was it that she wanted to please her new master as she had never done her old mistress?

Tess sobbed as she felt further humiliation and doubt piling upon her shoulders.  Had she really been that bad?

* * *

Jack stopped to give them rest and feed them water, opening up the outer halves of the trike wheels and to reach them.

Tess gulped down her water gratefully, feeling filthy and exhausted.  She tried to console herself with the thought that a week ago she would also have never imagined she had the stamina to carry herself this far.
Beside her, Silver took the opportunity to pee into the grass through the ovals of her clit control arm.  Tess did the same almost without thinking.  She’d never have had the nerve to do that a week ago!
And then Jack crushed that little bit of pride.

‘You’re not working hard enough, Tess. I’m having to adjust my steering to compensate.  Silver is turning her wheel at least ten percent faster than you are.’
Not long ago she would not have stood for such criticism, whether it was true or not.  Now she did not have the strength or will to deny it.
‘I’m sorry, Master,’ Tess said miserably. ‘I’m doing my best, but she is much stronger than I am.  She’s a trained pony girl after all.  I’m just a…’ what was she? ‘…just a temporary make-believe slave.’

‘That may be true, but I’m still going to drive you until you drop,’ Jack promised.
‘Please, Master, screw me instead any way you want.  I’ll be so good to you…’

‘No, I want to see you drop.’

Tess bit her lip, knowing further protest wouldn’t do her any good.  But there was something she had to know.  ‘Please Master; are you punishing me for what I did to Silver in the past?’

‘Partly.  Are you punishing yourself for it yet?’

Tess said nothing.

Jack closed the outer halves of the wheels around them once more, locking them in their mobile cages, and then clambered back into his seat.  Tess yelped as the control spikes jabbed into her buttocks and they were off again.

* * *

Tess soon lost count of the number of paths they trundled along.  How many times had they circled the hotel estate?  When would it ever end?  

Her world had become a little spinning round cage with its shower of dirt and grit falling down upon her and the sweat and the pain in her bottom and clit… the sheer cruelty and excitement of it and knowledge that she was so completely helpless in the power of another being… and it was so unfair and yet also so right… exactly right as it should be…. and at least she had Silver for company… although she couldn’t see her anymore… and…
And then arms and legs gave in and the wheel ribs bumped past her limp hands and feet and then the bike slewed round and then everything became fuzzy and confused…

* * *

The next thing Tess knew for certain was that she was lying in her slave basket at the foot of Jack’s bed in his hotel suite.

She had a set of slave chains on, loosely linking up with her cuffed wrists and ankles.  Her head throbbed and her entire body ached.  She could hardly move.  She had never felt so completely exhausted!
Jack was looking down at her.  ‘That’s what it feels like to be run into the ground,’ he told her.  ‘Rest, have some rehydrating salts and drink plenty of water and you’ll soon get over it… at least your body will.’
Tess realized that Silver was kneeling beside the bed looking at her with unexpected concern.
She felt a pang of shame.  Of course, she already knew what this felt like.
Tess wanted to say that she was sorry but her throat was too sore and dry and she couldn’t get the words out.

* * *

As soon as Tess gathered enough strength to move, Silver, also in slave chains, helped her into and bathroom and stood her in the shower and washed the dirt from her.  She had never felt so grateful to be clean again.  Once he was assured she was recovering, Jack left them alone in the suite for some time.  Silver kept feeding Tess water and helped her back to the bathroom when she needed it.

By now the moment had passed when Tess could simply have said, ‘I’m so sorry about everything I ever did to you.’  That was too much to admit in one go.  A little of her old pride had returned, together with resentment at Jack treating her so cruelly.  She had collapsed because she was not trained for such work, whereas Silver was.  There was no more meaning in it than that.  But she had to say something as Silver patiently watched over her.  Temporarily they were sister slaves without barriers between them.

‘I’m… sorry I couldn’t drive the trike as fast as you could,’ she said.  ‘I did my best… but I’m not strong as you are…’
‘I understand,’ Silver said simply.
‘Thank you for cleaning me up.’
‘Well, I wouldn’t want to share the same basket as somebody as filthy as you were.’
Tess almost smiled.  Then she asked something that she realized had been puzzling her.
‘For most of the time I’ve owned you, I hardly ever let you speak… which may not have been entirely right,’ she conceded grudgingly.  ‘And yet you can speak very well. How do you manage that?’
‘What do you think I do my day off?  I talk to my friends a lot.  We all talk about our masters and mistresses and how good or bad they are, and then about things we’ve seen the news.  And I read books from the library.  We are people you know.  We can think for ourselves.’
‘And then you come back home again and let yourself get put back into chains?’
‘That’s because we’re Irontown slaves.  It’s partly the tradition of the day off that makes it work.  It proves we’re important parts of the machine that have to be a maintained and cared for.’
And yet here she was a prisoner of the same set of traditions, Tess thought miserably.

* * *

That night, Jack let Tess sleep in her basket alone, while he had Silver in his bed.  She could hear him unhurriedly making love to her, and hear her own happy sighs and groans.

And suddenly Tess wanted that same attention.  But she could hardly beg for it.

She began to tug on the chain fastened to her wrist cuffs that passed between her legs, rasping it through her sex lips and over her clit.  Soon she was hot and slippery.  Of course, it would be so much nicer if it was Silver’s tongue doing this work.  Would she ever have the chance to feel it again inside her?

Then she realized how much she would miss her.









Chapter Ten

 
The next day Tess was still weak and stiff, but at least she could walk about unaided.  She was also feeling the effects of the change in routine.  Having gone a whole day without being penetrated or having a climax forced upon her, except for her little act of masturbation, she was actually feeling slightly needy.  Would she have felt that way normally after such exertion if it had not been wrapped up in slavery and bondage?  But of course, she did not admit that.

‘I won’t work you too hard today,’ Jack promised.  ‘I’ve got a couple of amusements planned, but they don’t involve any heavy lifting…’

Tess had to admit that sounded considerate of him.

* * *

The first “amusement” involved playing a game of “girl sticks” by the bridge on the river.  It was true that it didn’t evolve much effort on their part, but the other hand it was hardly innocent.

Along with several other slave girls, Tess and Silver were strapped up tightly from head to toe, and then had floats fitted about their collars and ankles.  Rings were tightly strapped to ankles.  They all wore swim goggles which provided some sort of disguise, reducing Tess’s fear of being recognised.
A steel hawser had been slung across the river and sets of spring hooks carried on pulley wheels had been hung on it, arranged so they could all be sprung with a jerk on a cord from the bank.  Four girls at a time were turned upside down so that their ankle rings could be hung over one of the hooks.  Then the array was slid out over the river so their heads were dangling in a row just above the water.  The trigger cord was jerked and they were dropped in head first.

The floats ensured that they quickly bobbed back up again with their faces out of the water.  Then the current took them and they began to drift slowly downstream and under the bridge.  Their owners meanwhile had crowded onto the far side of the bridge waiting to spot which girl emerged first.  The first girl scored four points, the second three and so on.

Then they were pulled out again with boathooks and returned to the bank for another go.  The highest score out of three drops won.

After being plunged into the river and then dragged out again a minute later several times, Tess began to think about exactly what was being done to them.  They were not being used sexually, but they were being used.  They were standing in for inanimate objects, perhaps because they were prettier and easier to spot in the water than a bunch of sticks.  It was a subtle kind of degradation.
Then again, it was almost fun because it also seemed innocent.  It was another hot day and the river was cool.  Slave girls, herself included now, had endured far worse things.  Silver had even giggled several times as they had been hauled out on the bank and then swung out upside down over the river for another drop. If Tess had been free to, she would happily have taken a plunge at it.  But not naked and strapped up tightly with a float round her neck.  Did that matter?
Perhaps for what it was doing to her.  A week ago, she wouldn’t even have thought it worth asking the question.  

* * *

That afternoon, Tess faced a far tougher challenge, although as Jack promised, it didn’t involve much physical exertion.  The challenge was almost entirely emotional and mental.

In amongst the hotel’s gardens was an outdoor girl-chess board.  Although it only slightly resembled chess in its rules, it did involve living pieces being moved across a board marked out in square metal sheets that were coloured black and yellow.  Tess had heard of it before but had never played it.  There were six pieces on each side.  The objective was simple enough: to get more girls to the opposite end of the board than your opponent.  
The girls wore coloured and numbered crash helmet and visors to identify them to the masters, who sat on high umpires’ chairs directing their moves.  This satisfied Tess’s desire for anonymity.  The other fittings were less easy to accept.
They stood straddled over round solid castor-mounted boards which were chained to their ankles.  Adjustable rods extended up from the centres of the boards.  They had twin-pronged dildos on their tips which were embedded in their pussies and anuses, keeping them standing straight.  Electric flexes ran up the impaling shafts and up their backs and over their shoulders to their nipples, to which shiny metal cones were clipped.  Their arms were cuffed to garters bound about their thighs, keeping them to their sides.

The girls were lined up along opposite sides of the border facing each other, while a few dozen onlookers watched with interest.  Rival players put their own girls on the board and if necessary the team numbers were then made up by house slaves available for hire.  The game began and the players began calling out piece numbers and how far they were to move and in what direction.  Then Tess found out why the game was so challenging for its playing pieces.

For every rank of squares she moved forward, she received an electric shock in her pussy and anus through the base unit on which she was impaled.  And the shocks got more intensely further she moved up the board.  Soon living pieces were shuffling about the board, trying to attack or evade others, whimpering and crying as they did so.

When pieces were directed to attack other pieces, things got even worse.
Obeying Jack’s commands, Tess stepped into an occupied square and jabbed her metal tipped breasts at the girl occupying it.

The objective was either to push her out of the square through pain, in which case she forfeited her position, or knock her over, which case she was out of the game, or force her into submission, in which case she was taken to the back of the board again.
They were little white flashes and crackles as her contacts jabbed into the girl’s breasts, making her yelp in pain.  Then the other girl twisted around and jabbed her metal tipped breasts back into Tess.  The shock made her flinch and she almost fell over.  Grimly she steadied herself again and made a little charge.  She struck the other girl hard and managed to push her out of the square.
Briefly, she felt a thrill of delight at this little victory.
But every move from then on became harder and harder.
Moving up the rank of squares was an ordeal in itself, crossing each threshold and feeling the electric shocks zapping through her anus and pussy.  As she became more of a threat to the other player, he directed his girls to stop her.  She was jabbed by sparking metal tipped breasts that dug deep into her own mounds and she cried and sobbed.  One of them forced her out of the square and she had to retreat.  Jack advanced her in another direction to confront another girl who was grimly determined to stop her.  

The girl was agile and she jabbed her sharp electric nipples into her again and again until the pain became too much and Tess had to shout, “I yield” from around her helmet’s integral rubber gag bit.  She was taken to the bottom of the board again and received a scowl from Jack.  

Meanwhile, Silver was steadily progressing up the board, defying all attempts to stop her.  Tess saw she was working her hips in between moves, churning her impaled pussy and rectum on the twin pronged dildos inside her.  She was actually pleasuring herself on the things that gave her an electric shock each time she moved up the board.  
Grimly Tess made her way back into the game rank by rank, pushing towards the other end.  She was trembling and wracked by pain but she was determined to get there.  She also tried squeezing and grinding on the dildos on which she was mounted, but she could not keep her concentration long enough to draw pleasure from them.
One of the opposing girls sobbed and wet herself and then appeared to climax almost right in front of her, and was applauded mockingly by the onlookers.  By then the board was slippery with spilled juices and urine.  Tess and realized it was soaking into her bare feet, which made her feel soiled.
And then came the threshold of the second to last rank of squares.  Tess tried to shuffle across it but the pain was too much.  She backed off and tried again, only to lose control of her bladder and pee over the board.  She sobbed and shook her head.  She could not go on.
The onlookers shouted ‘Refusal!’ and ‘Take her off the board!’
Jack pointed to one side and miserably Tess shuffled off.  From there she was forced to watch as Silver, trembling from the shocks coursing through her and with her eyes wet with tears, nevertheless succeed in reaching the far end of the board and win the game for Jack.

* * *

Tess didn’t realize until they got back to his suite, how angry Jack was with her for her failure.  He knelt them side-by-side in front of the bed and then looked down at them grimly.

‘You did very well, Silver.  I’m proud of you. You’ll get a reward later.  On the other hand, you let me down, Tess.  A man doesn’t like to see his slave failing him in public like that.  I expected you to try harder.  I wouldn’t have minded if you had been beaten, but you gave in!’  
Tess gulped, fearing punishment.  ‘But Master, it was just a game… it didn’t really matter… and you won anyway!’
‘Riding ponygirls is just a game, but that didn’t stop you demanding total sacrifice from Silver, did it?  Today Silver won despite you.  That’s because she’s braver than you are.  Do you admit that?’
Tess gritted her teeth.  ‘Yes, Master.’

‘Say it out loud.’
‘Silver is braver than I am.’
‘And stronger…’	
‘Silver is stronger than I am…’
‘And kinder…’ 
‘Silver is kinder than I am.’

‘Therefore you must admit, that Silver is a better person than you are.’

Tess opened her mouth, but the word did not come out.
Her feelings had softened towards Silver over the last few days.  She was ready to admit that maybe she had got something things wrong in the past and had been a little too strict with her.  But better?  How could you be the mistress of somebody who was “better” than you were?  To openly admit that would be to go against all her upbringing.  She and her class were inherently superior to slaves.  That was just how it was.

Tess shook her head.  ‘I can’t say that, Master.  It would be a lie.  I don’t believe it is true…’

Jack took out the cane from the bed drawer and flicked it across her breasts, making them jump and her squeal.
‘Say it!’ 

Tess whimpered and shook her head.
Jack took hold of her by her hair and jerked her to her feet and pushed her against the front of the bed.
He drew out a recessed rubber dildo from the middle of the padded top rail of its footboard.
‘Get on and impale yourself on that,’ he commanded.

Miserably, Tess clambered onto the bed and sat on the padded rail, letting the dildo slide up into her still sore and tingling vagina.  Jack drew her arms up above her head and pulled down wire ropes and cuffs to secure them in place.  Then he pulled her legs out wide along the top of the rail, forcing her into the splits, and strapped her ankles and knees to the bed rail.
‘Silver: stand on the bed in front of her, take hold of her head and keep her face pressed into your pussy…’
Silver obeyed.   Her hot, sweet fleshy lips parted about Tess’s nose and mouth.
Jack put down the cane and took up the rubber lash.  He stroked it across Tess is exposed buttocks.
‘I’m going to keep beating you until you shout out: “Silver is a better person than me,” into her pussy,’ he told her.
Tess trembled in fear, but what he asked for was simply impossible.
The lash hissed and cracked across her buttocks, and Tess screamed in pain into Silver’s pussy, which muffled her cries strangely.  
‘Are you going to say it?’
Sobbing, Tess shook her head.
A dozen times more the lash cracked across her buttocks from every angle, making them shiver and dance until they were bright rosy red and felt as if they were on fire.  Each jerk she made ground her face into Silver’s pussy, which responded by smothering it with juices of excitement.  Their heady scent made her dizzy, mingling strangely with the fiery pain of her bottom.   
Jack dropped the lash and opened his flies and took hold of Tess around the waist, cupping and squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples painfully.  Then he rammed his cock up into her backside, thrusting hard into her, making her body jerk and bringing fresh tears to her eyes as he ravished her rectum.  Impaled as she was on the bed dildo, his cock felt twice as large inside her, and she feared he would split open.
She was hurt and ashamed, and yet she also felt a darker terrifying pleasure at being taken like this, with her every orifice occupied either by rubber or hard male flesh or the dripping cleft of a ponygirl.  It was all being done to her.  She had no control of her body or her feelings.  Was that what a slave felt all the time?
With a grunt of pleasure, Jack spurted his semen deep up into her bottom.  Tess squeezed tight about him and her impaling dildo and felt a most unexpected thrill race through her.  Silver jerked her hips forward and sprayed her juices over her face.  Then, together, dazed and drained, the three of them rested for several minutes.  
Tess felt dizzy and drunk both with carnal delight and self-loathing.  It had felt so good and terrible at the same time.  How could she respond to being used like that?
‘If only you’d have had this much courage earlier, you wouldn’t be in this position right now,’ Jack said huskily in Tess’s ear.  ‘You’ll stay there like this tonight, while I treat Silver to the best meal the restaurant can provide.  Then, tomorrow, I’ll arrange for you to have a lesson in equality.’









Chapter Eleven

 

It was the dawn of day seven of Tess’s unwilling servitude under the terms of the terrible wager. She had spent a whole week as Jack’s slave – it had felt far, far longer – and today promised to be the worst yet.

As she knelt trembling before Jack in their room, he spoke sternly.  ‘Though you probably don’t realize it, I’ve been quite easy with you so far, Tess.  But today you’re going to learn what it’s really like to be a slave, and be on the other end of the kind of treatment you dished out in the past.  For a day, I’m going to let anybody who wants to beat and screw you.’ Even as a cold hand clenched about her heart, Jack grinned.  ‘Don’t worry, I’ll still protect your identity.  I’ve got a new mask for you…’
It was a broad black leather strap almost like a bandit mask with slots for her eyes and a cut-out triangle for her nose.  It wrapped about her head above her ears with its lower edge passing under her nose, so it could not ride up.  A transverse strap ran over her crown and under her chin.  There were cheek rings where this crossed the eye strap, from which adjustable rubber hooks extended forward and curved around her lips and in between her teeth, holding her jaws apart.  Rubber T-bar’s on the hook tips ensured that they could not be dislodged.  As they were tightened, they pulled her lips back in a forced smile.

‘There you are, now you’ve got a really inviting face,’ Jack said, padlocking the mask at the back of her neck.  ‘Anybody can open up your mouth as wide as they want.  Can you talk?’
‘Yes… Master Jack…’ Tess said indistinctly, feeling her cheeks burning in shame.  

He put a mesh muzzle over Silver’s nose and mouth and fitted her with a chastity belt so she could not be used in any other way.

‘You’re the one who’s going to do all the hard work today,’ he told Tess.  ‘Silver is there just to look after you.’
He had a couple of whiteboards and a marker pen in a bag, which he picked up before he took up their leashes.
Sick with fear and still sore, aching and confused after yesterday’s punishment, Tess stumbled along beside Silver as they were led out of the hotel and across the grounds to one of its follies.  These were structures sometimes built to resemble Gothic ruins or Greek temples, intended in the past to serve as exotic features in the grounds of great country houses.  The one Jack had chosen was set on a low rise and looked from the outside like the tumbled remains of a castle keep.  Broad flights of artificially worn stone stairs, flanked by fallen slabs of masonry, led up through heavy ironbound oak doors to a single large chamber, which had been roofed over like a modern greenhouse to keep the rain out.
Heavy beams, weathered to look suitably ancient, crossed the roof under the glass ceiling.  From them dangled chains of all sizes.   Arrayed about the walls were devices of every sort, clearly intended to inflict pain or pleasure or both, together with a wheeled rack of general-purpose flogging and penetrating implements.  Tess felt a fresh surge of sickness at the sight of them.
Jack secured her to a long chain hanging from the ceiling beam in the middle room.  The chain was padlocked to the back of a metal collar and bar with cuffs on its end which he clamped about her wrists, rather like a yoke.  The chain ran through some pulleys and down to a windlass mounted on a post by the wall so its slack could be adjusted.
‘You’re going to serve anybody who comes in here and wants to use you no matter what they do, and say thank you afterwards, do you understand?’
‘Yes, Master Jack,’ Tess said struggling not to be sick.
There was another length of chain hooked to a ring on the wall which he clipped to Silver’s collar, with enough slack in it to it to allow her to reach Tess.  There was a box by the wall ring stocked with water bottles, buckets, an enema syringe, soothing cream, lubricating jelly, towels, flannels and sponges.  Next to it was a rubber kneeling mat.  He uncuffed Silver’s hands from behind her back and put her in a set of slave chains, which allowed her as a fair degree of movement.
‘You’re going to keep her clean and fresh for her next visitor, you understand?’
‘Yes, Master Jack,’ Silver said meekly.
Jack showed Tess one of the whiteboards he had already written on in bold letters: BAD SLAVE GIRL FREE FOR USE TO FIRST 10 CALLERS INSIDE.
‘I’ll put that outside by the front steps as advertising.  I’ll also spread the word to anybody I see out in the grounds.  Then inside the door in here I’ll put up this one…’
It was an empty chart headed by the words: COG 87 HAS A PENANCE QUOTA TO FILL – PLEASE HELP HER.  Under this were two columns marked: “Users name” and “Comments” and the numbers 1 to 10 written down the left-hand side.  A felt marker was tied to it by length of string.
‘That’s your quota for the day.  You’ve got to serve ten people.  You won’t leave here until it’s full and everybody was at least satisfied with you.  I’ll be back later to check on how you’re doing…’
And he strode out, leaving the door open and inviting. 
Tess shivered and looked at Silver, already kneeling patiently on her mat by her box of supplies.  At this moment, she was her only comfort and the closest thing she had to a friend.  And she would have to rely on her to keep her clean and watered for a whole day.  In effect she was her keeper and freer than she was, while Tess was in her power.  Then she thought of all the things she had done to Silver in the past and realized that Jack knew how to punish her subtly as well as grossly.  Why should Silver be kind to her?  
She stared at Silver and Silver stared back at her.  Finally, Tess could stand the silence no longer. ‘Please…’ she begged, ‘… have you any advice for me… to help me get through this?’
Silver shrugged.  ‘Stop feeling sorry for yourself.  That’s not allowed.  You’re a slave, so act like one.  We’re all masochists at heart, remember…’ Tess shuddered at this dig ‘… so enjoy it and be grateful afterwards, even if you’re not.  Cum every chance you get.  That always pleases a master or mistress because they think it’s all down to them.  Make them feel good so they write nice things about you…’
Had anybody ever written nice things about her, Tess wondered in fresh despair?
Tess had to wait half an hour in an agony of anticipation, before she heard the first footsteps outside.  Then a jovial grey-haired man in a tracksuit came into the chamber and closed the door behind him to indicate it was occupied.  He looked around with interest at the devices on offer, and then grinned at Tess.
‘So, you’d been a bad girl,’ he said, walking around her and pinching and tweaking her body.  ‘Do you deserve to suffer?’
She nodded wretchedly.
‘Shall I make you cry?’
She nodded again.  Over his shoulder, she saw Silver mouthing words and pointing at her lips.
‘Yes… please, Sir… make me cry,’ she choked out.
‘I will.  Now, what shall I use on you…?
He selected a trestle on wheels, with a graded set of five perpendicular black rubber dildos arrayed in a row along its top beam.  The first was normal sized, while the last was outrageous.  Tess goggled at them in panic as he slid one end of the device between her legs.  There were rails along the sides of the trestle fitted with sliding cuffs which he fastened to her feet.  The rails could be raised and pulled together or lowered and spread, using a crank handle fitted to one end of the trestle, so she could stand straighter or be pulled down and spread wider.
He selected a spanking strap from the selection: a wooden handle with a broad stiff strip of leather on its end and stroked it over her breasts and buttocks.  ‘Now you’re going to go down on the first dildo,’ told Tess.
He cranked the handle and her legs were spread and she was pulled down onto the first dildo that slid slowly up into her vagina.  She whimpered as she was filled by the plug of rubber.  When her pussy lips were resting on the top of the beam, the man swiped his strap across her bottom.  ‘Now start working yourself off on it,’ he told her.
Desperately she began to jerk and grind her hips, pulling on her collar bar to lift herself slightly up and down again.  The man chuckled at desperation in her eyes.  He waited until she was warmed up and had began to lubricate the shaft, then he cranked the handle to lift her off it so that it pulled out of her by now dripping pussy.  Then he slid the trestle under her until she was positioned over the next larger dildo.  The handle cranked again and legs were spread and she was pulled down onto it.  This time she whimpered as she took the greater girth and length of the shaft inside it.  

Swish, crack: the strap beat across her breasts.  She began to jiggle and grind again. As soon as she was warmed up and lubricating again, he pulled off that one and onto the next in line.  And then the next…

By now she was helplessly aroused and terrified as each shaft stretched her vagina wider.  But somehow, she took them inside her, leaving shiny rubber and string of drips to wake.  But the last one looked monstrous.  She could not manage that.  She shook her head, crying in despair.  Tears trickled down over her mask.
The strap cracked across her by now wet buttocks.
‘Skewer yourself on it or I’ll beat your bum and tits until they’re as red as a pillar box!’ he warned her.
He cranked the handle, pulling her down.  The terrible thing pushed into her swollen shiny lips, forcing them impossibly far apart.  She thought her flesh was going to split.  It went on and on as it slid up inside her, making her lower belly bulge.  She felt the hard button of her clit being pushed out from within.
Finally, impossibly, it was all inside her.  It must reach to her navel.  She was too terrified to move.
The man stepped back to admire her, rubbing the bulge of the front of his tracksuit bottoms.  Then he moved around behind her and pulled the next largest dildo plug, still wet her juices, out of its socket in the trestle top.  Then he straddled the trestle and sat on the beam.  She felt the head of his naked cock rub across her buttocks.  He took hold of them and lifted them slightly, sucking the huge dildo a little out of her, and then he slid his cock up into her bum.
Tess screamed as she was doubly plugged.  His shaft felt as big as the rubber one filling her pussy.
The man reached around her with his strap and slapped it across her breasts.
‘Bring me off,’ he commanded.
Sobbing, Tess began to jerk herself up and down as far as her terrible impalement permitted.  She felt her anal ring sliding up and down the man’s shaft.  Desperately she squeezed tight about it, hopefully adding to his pleasure.  The sooner he came the sooner she would be free.  It was all about cuming, wasn’t it?
The man was panting and groaning by now, cupping and squeezing her breasts.  She felt his cock twitch within her.  And then out of her pain and despair, she suddenly felt her loins burst.  Her sheath clenched tight about the huge dildo inside her so that her fluids squirted out for around its base in a mist.  Then she went limp.

* * *

The next thing she knew, the man was slapping her cheeks to bring her round.  He was standing in front her and his cock was now tucked away.  She was still impaled on the huge trestle dildo which now felt slippery with her juices.

‘You’re a fine screw, girl, and I’ll say so on the board,’ he told her.  ‘Hope your master forgives you for whatever you did.   Good luck with the rest of them…’
‘T… thank you… Sir…’ Tess croaked feebly.
He went to the door and wrote a few lines on the whiteboard and then left, leaving the big oak door open once again.
Silver came over with her bucket.  Carefully she cranked Tess off the huge dildo, which pulled out of her with agonising slowness, feeling as if it was sucking her insides out along with it.  Her pussy lips continued to gape.  Silver pushed the trestle aside and held a bucket between Tess’s legs so she could pee in it.  She wiped her groin down and flushed the sperm out of her rectum with the enema syringe, and then re-greased it.  Finally, she fed her some water.
‘Thank you,’ Tess said feebly.  ‘I… I thought that last one would split me open.  It was so big!’
Silver looked at the dildo rack thoughtfully for a moment.  Then she shuffled over to it, spread her thighs and settled herself down on the biggest dildo, still shiny with Tess’s discharged.  She sighed gently as her stomach bulged and it slid up inside her.  Then she smiled at Tess.
Tess goggled at her in disbelief.
‘You gave me plenty of practice having big dildos shoved up inside me,’ Silver explained.  ‘Eventually you learn just to let yourself go and accept it.’
She pulled herself off the monster and rolled the rack away to the wall once again.  Then she returned to her mat.

* * *

Tess’s next visitor was a brisk, dominating woman not much older than she was, with short bleached-blonde hair and dressed in a jacket and jeans.  She looked Tess up and down sternly.

‘So, you’ve displeased your master, have you?  That was silly, wasn’t it?  Learning your lesson now?  Still, as they say, never look a gift horse in the mouth…’ she chuckled ‘… or even the pussy…’

She loosened the chain holding Tess upright.  
‘Face down on the floor,’ she commanded as it slackened off.  
When Tess was lying face down on the cold stone floor slabs, the woman got some spare cuffs and chains from the rack and cuffed Tess’s ankles and then pulled on them, bending her knees.  She forced her feet up over her bottom so she could fasten the ends of the chains next to Tess’s wrists, putting her into a hogtie.  The snap fastening of a second sprung chain with a hook on its end was fastened to the bar, while she dug the hook into Tess’s anus.
Then she cranked the ceiling chain back up again, lifting Tess up off the floor.  She groaned as her body sank into a bow, supported only by her collar, wrists and ankles and the hook her bottom.  The woman secured her at about waist height and then brought out another piece of equipment.  It looked like hostess trolley but with a dozen rollers mounted across its width.  Each roller bristled with stubby metal pyramidal studs.  She positioned the trolley underneath Tess’s chest and locked its wheels.  Then she lowered her onto it.
Tess gasped as the studs pressed into her hot dangling breasts.
The woman went to the rack of punishment implements and selected a double ended dildo.  Casually she stripped off her jeans and pants, leaving herself bare from the waist down.  Her pubic hair was also bleached blonde.  She plugged the controlling end of a dildo inside her, leaving the more aggressively pronged and ribbed end jutting out of her, and then came back to Tess.  She stood between her splayed legs and took hold of her spreader bar and thrust the dildo into her pussy.  The force of the shove made Tess’s body sway and ground her breasts across the bed of rollers.
Tess screamed as a hundred studs jabbed and pricked and scratched her tender flesh, working their way down from her nipples across her chest and belly and then back again.  Yet her nipples were standing up hard drinking the punishment.
Back and forth she swung as each thrust filled her pussy.  Keeping one hand on the spreader bar, the woman began to spank Tess’s buttocks, making her hips jerk and adding to her pain. ‘That’s right, you cry girl. I’m sure you deserve it…’
Through her tear-filled eyes, Tess saw Silver nodding and then pointing at her mouth again.
‘Yes… yes,’ she gasped…’I deserve it… I was stupid… Please… Mistress… Don’t be gentle with me… Let me please you as I should have pleased him.…’
The woman thrust and slapped harder and Tess shrieked in pain.  She was squeezing tight about the rasping dildo head that was sliding through her already well-stretched pussy.  Surely it had already been worn out.  Surely, she could not come again… 
Ahhhhh!

* * *

The woman left ten minutes later well pleased with herself, after delivering a final almost friendly slap on Tess’s bottom.

Silver cleaned Tess up again, putting away the stud table and taking her down from her painful hogtie so she could stand upright on trembling legs.
‘While she was s… screwing me, I… I almost believed I deserved it,’ Tess admitted, as Silver worked on her.  ‘And that made it more exciting…’
‘You do deserve it,’ Silver reminded her.
Did she mean for failing Jack, or for everything she had done to Silver in the past?  She did not ask.  Instead, Tess took a deep breath.  ‘I… I think I can survive today,’ she said, then added. ‘As long as you’re here to take care of me…’
Silver smiled. ‘I won’t be going anywhere,’ she promised, and then returned to her station.
Ten minutes later, Danny, Sam and Beauty came in.

* * *

It was the end of the world for Tess.  She gaped at them in frozen horror, feeling her stomach twisting itself into a knot, struggling not to throw up as they looked around.  They glanced briefly at Silver, who had dropped her head and was staring at the floor, and then looked with greater interest at her.  

‘I wonder what she did wrong?’ Sam wondered.

‘It might have must be pretty serious for her master to hand over to ten strangers for a day,’ Danny said.  ‘She’s in for some rough treatment.’
‘We don’t want to add to it, do we?’  Sam said.  ‘Let’s leave her be.’
Tess’s heart skipped a beat.  They had not recognised her!  If they left now she’d be safe…
But then Beauty, who was on a long chain leash, frowned and sniffed and then stepped forward, staring closely at Tess, and then looked round again at Silver, who had glanced up fearfully.  
‘Master, Mistress,’ she said urgently. ‘That’s Tess Harrow… and that’s Silver!’
Danny and Sam shook their heads in disbelief.  Then they looked more closely at her and Silver.  She saw expressions of amazement cross their faces. 
‘It is!’ Danny said in disbelief.
‘Oh, Tess, what’s happened to you?’ Sam said. 
‘Who put you in here?’ Danny asked.  ‘Was it Archie Millwright?’
‘You didn’t have a falling out on your honeymoon?’  Tess said.
After everything that had passed between them, Tess had been prepared for ridicule and mockery, but instead they sounded genuinely concerned.  It disconcerted her.  Suddenly she was flowing with tears, followed by anger…
‘No, Archie didn’t put in here…’ she sobbed.  ‘Except that in a way he did!  He made this stupid bet with me as a prize and he lost…’
And she poured out the story of everything that had happened between her and Archie and Jack and Silver.  When she was done, to her surprise she felt emotionally drained but better.  The worst had happened and her reputation was ruined, but she was still here.
‘Now go on and tell everybody in Shackleswell how I’ve been messed up,’ she said wearily. ‘Let them have their laugh.’
Danny glanced at Sam, who smiled and shrugged.
‘You know, on any other day we would, but we’re on our honeymoon as well, and we’ve got better things to do than rake-up old memories,’ Danny declared. ‘It looks like you’ve been punished enough already.  Anyway, as far as everyone back home knows, you’re on your honeymoon as well.  How could you be in a place like this?  Who’d believe us without evidence?  You didn’t see anything, did you Beauty?’ 
‘Maybe I just saw two slave girls who looked a bit like Tess and Silver,’ Beauty suggested.
They were being nice to her!  And it hurt!
Tess realized that Silver was staring at her meaningfully.  
Tess took a deep breath.  ‘I know I’ve made… a few mistakes in the past.  I probably deserve it…. this, I mean.  So go on, do it, like the others have.  Screw me, beat me, whatever.   Have your revenge.  Really, I want to get it out of the way. I don’t want anymore guilt hanging over me.  If you’ll just… fill in my quota afterwards… I’ve still got eight more to do, and I can’t displease Master Jack.’
Once again, Tess saw Sam and Danny exchange thoughtful glances.  Then they both looked at Beauty, who nodded.  They treated her as though her opinion mattered…
Then Danny said theatrically. ‘Look at this pretty slave girl called Cog 87.  I know it’s our honeymoon, but I’d like to screw her for the fun of it.  You don’t mind, do you, Wife?’
‘Not at all, Husband, as long as I can have her as well.’
‘I know, why don’t we make her lick out our pet Beauty while we’re about it…’
They pulled out a padded trestle with a broad top and slackened her chain so that Tess could be bent face down across it.  Danny unbuttoned his flies and took up position between her splayed legs and enthusiastically screwed her from behind, making her dangling breasts bob and sway.  
These caught Sam’s attention.  She selected a spanking paddle and began to beat them lightly, making them shiver and swing and bounce in a lively fashion.  Tess yelped and whimpered as tears sprang to her eyes.  Her tits were being smacked by her greatest rival in the pony girl club, while Danny Stamp, the part-time stable lad, was giving her a good screw… and they were both being so kind about it, Tess thought in disbelief.
When Danny was done, he pulled out of her and snapped his fingers and pointed.  Beauty quickly came forward and knelt between Tess’s spread legs and licked his sperm out of Tess’s aching pussy with evident delight.
‘She loves to clear up after us,’ Danny said happily.
Danny pulled Tess of the trestle and Beauty lay across it with her legs wide and her perfect pouting coffee brown sex mouth exposed.  Meanwhile, Sam had hitched up her skirt and removed her knickers.  She plugged a double ended dildo into herself and then bent Tess forward so that her face was pressed into Beauty’s groin. 
‘Lick our pet out like a good girl,’ she told Tess, giving her bottom an encouraging slap.
As Tess buried her face into the hot, wet, spicy sex mouth, Sam slid the head of the dildo into her pussy and screwed from behind, reaching round and cupping and squeezing Tess’s hot breasts.  She was being shamed and degraded… and yet it felt good.  She had been cruel to Beauty in the past so she deserved any pleasure she could give her. She could feel her own last rising bubbling inside her.  It had to be wrong, yet it felt right.
Beauty sprayed her juices over Tess’s face while Sam gasped as she came over her end of the dildo.  The scent of their discharges filled Tess’s nostrils.  She was going to cum…
Then Sam whispered huskily in her ear something that she never quite understood.  ‘A shock like this might be the best thing that ever happened to you.  It was for me…’
Then she was filled with raw orgasmic delight.

* * *

A little while later, Silver was cleaning her up again.  

‘All three of them wrote nice entries about you on the board,’ Silver said.  Her slack chain allowed her to shuffle across and read it.  
‘That was… kind of them,’ Tess said.
Five down out of her quota.  She was halfway there.  And the worst had happened.  In a strange way, she felt liberated.  She could do this… 

* * *

Her next visitor was a thin, nervous young man wearing large glasses.  He could only been eighteen.  He didn’t look as if he was used to playing with slave girls.  

He circled round her warily, as if afraid to touch her.

Tess was wanted to reassure him.  She felt lightheaded with a sudden inexplicable inner confidence in her own body.

‘It’s all right,’ she said.  ‘You can have me.  I’ve been a bad girl so I deserve this.  As long as you write something nice about me on the board afterwards.’  

‘What can I do with you?’
‘Anything you like.’
‘Can I use some of these things?’
‘Yes.  Do you want me to pick one?  What about that thing over there that looks like a bike?’
He dragged it over to her.

It was a bit like a tricycle set on a static frame, with an anal dildo plug with a small flange around its base serving as a saddle, and two close-set wheels at the back and one raised wheel in front, the rims of which all reached to groin height.  The wheel rims were fitted with dozens of small rubber straps and prongs and hooks.  The pedals were spaced wide apart, so the rider would have to spread her legs to use them.
‘I think I’m meant to ride it while I spank myself,’ Tess said with a manic grin.  ‘You should probably beat my tits with something while I do it.  Then, when I’m hot and dripping, you screw me…’
By then she saw the bulge that threatened to burst through the front of his trousers.  He rammed her onto the tiny saddle, sliding the dildo up into her anus.   The tension on the chain clipped to her collar and cuff bar helped to keep her in balance.  Then the young man ripped open his flies, freeing a hard, young erection.
In desperation, with his cock and jutting working in front of him, he sorted through the array of punishment implements of the rack and came back with a spanking paddle on a long bamboo handle that he swiped across her breasts.

‘Pedal, pedal!’ he commanded.
Tess peddled, turning the wheels which rotated in opposite directions as they began to punish her.  The rear pair slapped at her buttocks while the front one set between them tickled and rasped through her pussy lips.
She shuddered and reeled and yelped and whimpered as her buttocks were slapped, her pussy was tormented and her breasts were beaten.  It was an overwhelming deluge of sensation, and somehow she soaked it up.  This is what she was for, she thought wildly.
The front wheel was splattering through her wet pussy, spraying her juices over her thighs and belly.  Her buttocks were burning from the relentless barrage of slapping rubber paddles.  The young man’s face contorted with savage delight as he swung his spanking paddle wildly, his cock slapping from side to side, as he drank in the spectacle of Tess punishing and humiliating herself.  At this moment he was her master, totally dominating her.  She could taste his delight.
Suddenly he dropped the paddle and tore her off the machine.
He was too desperate even to slacken the chain so it could have her on the floor.  Instead, with a grunt of effort, he lifted up on off the ground and pulled her to him and impaled her on his own cock.  To hold herself in place she wrapped her legs around his hips.  Her chain clinked as he staggered about, supporting most of their weight.  She looked into his red cheeked face as with wild cry of triumph, he spurted inside her.

* * *

Much later, Silver was cleaning her up again.

Tess was drained but happy.  The young man had not finished with her until he had cum twice more inside an hour, the third time in her rear.  He had left very happy.  Perhaps it was wrong to feel this way but she didn’t mind what he had done, even though he’d left her pussy and anus bruising and aching.  Perhaps at this moment she was beyond shame.

‘You should see what he wrote about you on the board,’ Silver said.
‘Will Master Jack be satisfied?’
‘I think so.’ 
Tess frowned in sudden doubt. ‘Am I enjoying myself too much?  This is supposed to be a punishment.’
‘Master Jack didn’t say you couldn’t cum.  That’s not what being a slave girl is about. I think you’re meant to be learning about giving yourself first.’
Tess did not want to go there. One step at a time, she told herself.  Once she was refreshed, she resumed her position in the middle of the room, ready for anything.  Just four more visitors to go…
Twenty minutes later Archie came in.

* * *

For the second time that day, Tess felt her world collapsing in on her.  Why had he come back now?  Suddenly reminded of her shameful and helpless exposure, she jerked futilely against her bonds, twisting about on the end of the ceiling chain.  How could he see her like this?

Archie scowled at the comments board beside the door, glanced at Silver briefly and dismissively and then stared at Tess, advancing upon her until he was staring into her fearful eyes as they peered out through her mask strap.

‘It is you.  I’d hoped it wouldn’t be…’
‘W…what are you doing back here, Archie?’  Tess choked out.  ‘You should have stayed away…’
‘I couldn’t stand the waiting anymore, thinking about what that man was doing with my wife.  I came back to offer him money if he let you off the rest of the wager.’
In his way, he’d come to rescue her, Tess thought with a faint thrill of hope.  It was rather late, but at least he’d come…
However, there was no joy in his face as he continued speak.  ‘Then, as I was asking for him in the hotel, I heard some people in the lobby talking about some slave girl in the grounds being offered free for punishment and giving people an unexpectedly good time.  Somebody said they thought the girl belonged to this Jack fellow.  I hoped it wasn’t you… but I was wrong.’
‘He put me here,’ Tess explained. ‘He wanted to punish me because I let him down…’
‘To suffer, not to enjoy yourself!’  Archie said scathingly. He pointed at the comments board.  ‘Most of those people you entertained mention how passionately you climaxed.  That’s no way for a wife of mine to behave!  You bear my initials, remember!  You can play with your pets in anyway you like in private, but you cum for me and no other man!’
She goggled at him in horror, feeling her heart sinking again, realising how this might look.
‘I… I didn’t have any choice, Archie.  I had to please them to meet my quota…’
‘Which you seem to have done very enthusiastically.  Did you even try to hold yourself back?  I could just about forgive your disgrace if you remained true to me.  Then we might have put this whole sorry business behind this.  But this is not the way a lady of quality and social position behaves, at least not in my family!’
The fear and shame drained out of her.  He could “forgive” her disgrace?  What gave him the right to say that when it was his stupid bet that had got her into this nightmare?  He didn’t seem to care how she had suffered at all.  He was only worried about how much it might embarrass him and his family.
‘I was paying your debt,’ she reminded him coldly.  ‘And don’t tell me how I should act when I have to play the part of a slave girl.  You’ve no idea what they go through…’
‘I don’t care what they go through!  I only care about the behaviour of my wife and how that reflects on me.  I thought you understood about loyalty and duty.  If I’d known you had such a sordid, wanton nature, I would never have married you.’ He took a deep breath.  ‘Well, at least I found out the truth quickly.  I shall begin divorce proceedings immediately.  I do not expect you to contest them.’
He gaped at him in horror and disbelief.  All right, so it had been a marriage of mutual convenience rather than deep love, but she’d assumed that at least he’d treat her decently and with compassion.  Now she felt empty and betrayed.  For a moment there was only an aching hollow emptiness within her.  And then the anger boiled up.
‘How dare you treat me like that!  Master Jack has been kinder to me than you have, and he’s nobody.’
‘How dare you compare me to him!’  Archie retorted. 
‘He was smarter than you.  He saw through your little card trick.  And, you know, despite everything I’ve been through, I’m glad that he won that bet.  It’s let me see the truth about you!’
‘Well he can have you now!’  Archie roared back. ‘A sluttish woman like you would be just about his style, I imagine.  I hope you’ll be very happy together…’ Then he licked his lips and reached out and took hold of her nipples and twisted them painfully, jerking them upward so she went onto her tiptoes.  ‘But I’ll have you one last time before then…’
Tess yelped in pain, sudden fear taking hold of her. ‘No, you can’t…’
‘Yes I can!  You’re free for the use of anybody who comes in here.  And you’re still my wife to discipline as and when I wish.  And I’ve only ever had you once! Might as well get my money’s worth out of you while I can. That wedding was expensive.  And I expect you to try just as hard to please me and you did all those strangers…’
‘No I won’t you mean bastard… umphhh!’  
He had snatched up a gag plug from the rack and forced it between her already wedged teeth, stifling any further protests.
‘That’s better.  I can’t stand a nagging wife.  Now, what shall I do with you…’
He selected some short chains and bound them round her knees and then pulled her legs up splayed wide and hooked the upper ends of the chains on the ends of her collar bar.  Now she dangled in the air with her groin gaping wide. 
He slapped her bare pussy, making her yelp around her gag.  ‘You do have a pretty cunt.  Should’ve shaved it myself…’
He found a metal base-plate with an adjustable general-purpose rod mounted on it and positioned it under her.  From the rack, he selected a big ribbed dildo and fitted it onto the end of the rod.  Then he extended it until it penetrated her bottom, making her greased anus stretch painfully as it slid up inside her.  Now she was impaled and her struggles only made her twist about in circles.
Archie laughed at her growing desperation.  He found some iron weights and clips and hung them on her nipples.  She yelped as they stretched out her nipples like elastic and drew her breasts after them.  He clipped more weights onto her inner labia, stretching her pink wet lips out from her pussy slot to an alarming degree.
She shrieked again, fearing they would tear.
Archie selected a spanking paddle with hard spikes cast into its blade.  He swished it through the air in front of her nose and then began to beat her savagely.  The studded rubber smacked into her distended breasts and stomach and splayed inner thighs and the mound of her pussy and the clenching hemispheres of her buttocks.  Where it struck the dangling weights it made them bounce and sway and dance, yanking even more painfully on her delicate flesh.  The weights dangling from her labia also clanged against her impaling rod.  Tess screamed and sobbed, tears welling up out of her blindfold strap and trickling down her cheeks.
She lost control of her bladder and a stream of hot pee spurted across the stone floor.
Archie laughed at her disgrace but he did not stop.  He continued circling round and beating every part of her until her body was one rosy glow from collar bone to knees.  It felt as if she was on fire.
‘Stop it!  You’ve hurt her enough!’ a voice cried.
Archie looked round in amazement.  It was Silver.  She had come forward from her normal station and was pulling at Archie’s hand in which he held the paddle.
‘Screw her and leave if you want to, but don’t hit her anymore…’
‘How dare you touch me!’ he bellowed, and with a backhand blow knocked her to the ground with a jingle of slave chains.  The sight seemed to drive a dagger through Tess’s heart.
He turned back to Tess and pulled out her gag plug.
‘Now beg me to fuck you!’
‘Don’t hurt Silver!’ she sobbed.
‘What?  Care about her, do you?  All right then…’
He stepped over to where Silver was struggling to her feet.  He caught hold of her by her hair and dragged her over to Tess.  ‘Now, beg me to fuck you like a wife should, or she’ll get more of the same…’
The insincere words poured out of her.  ‘Per… please husband will you fuck me… my c… cunt’s all yours… it hot and wet and I want you inside me where you belong…’
Archie dropped Silver and ripped his flies open.  He tore the weight clips off Tess’s labia, making her yelp, and then took hold of her dangling impaled body and rammed his cock deep up into her.
Now plugged front and rear, she squeezed hard on him and ground her hips as much as the rod in her bottom allowed and brought him to a climax and then sucked the sperm out of him into her one last time.  Brief surprise and delight filled his face. She knew it was the last time she would ever make him so happy.
And then they were done in every sense of the word.  
Archie, with a little of the passion and resentment drained out of him, pulled out of her and tidied himself up.  He glanced at Tess and then Silver and sneered.  ‘I should have known there was something odd about you…’ he said with distaste.  Then he walked away.  
But he paused by the doorway and deliberately wiped the names and enthusiastic comments of her previous users off the board.
‘Now you’ll have to start fresh all over again with ten more,’ he taunted her.
And then strode out.
Silver struggled to her feet and clung to Tess as she cried on her shoulder, which she did for a very long time.
When her tears had finally abated a little, Silver gently freed Tess’s legs so she could stand and pulled the rod out of her bottom.  And then she got her things out and cleaned Tess up again.  That felt so good.
‘Now I’ll go and fetch Master Jack,’ she told Tess.  ‘He’ll want to know what happened.  I think your punishment is over.’
‘But how can you go anywhere…’ Tess wondered.  
But Silver was reaching for the chain fastened to her collar.   Only then did Tess realize it was just snap-hooked onto the collar ring.  She simply unclipped it.
‘He didn’t need to lock it onto me,’ Silver explained.  ‘He knew I wouldn’t leave you…’









Chapter Twelve

 
Two hours later, Tess floated in the hot scented waters of the big bath in Jack’s suite.  Silver knelt in the bath beside her, gently massaged her aching body.  Bruises were appearing on her nipples and labia.  Her muscles ached where she had been stretched, her skin tingled where she had been beaten and her passageways throbbed where they had been variously violated.  After the bath, specially shaped chilled gel-packs, recommended by Silver, awaited them.  It amazed her that she could distinguish between the damage Archie had inflicted upon her, and that done by her other users.  One set felt spiteful and the other honest.  It was very complicated being a slave girl...

Jack sat on a chair beside the bath watching them gravely.
‘I’d no idea Archie would do something like that,’ he confessed.  ‘By the time I knew he was here, it was all over.  Nor did I imagine he’d play that nasty trick of wiping your quota board clean.  That was mean and childish.  Maybe he thought I wouldn’t believe you or Silver that you’d already been had several times.  I think you’re well rid of him,’ he told Tess frankly.
‘Yes, Master, I think I am,’ she agreed feebly.
She knew she still had tears to shed over what she had lost, even if it had largely been an illusion, but there was no doubt that her brief marriage was over.
‘I guess it will be awkward for you to go back home right now?’  Jack said.
What would her family say when they found out about disgrace?  ‘Yes Master.’
‘Well, I can put you up here for another week if you want.  I don’t suppose Archie will be claiming you back any sooner.  Make the most of it…’
‘Thank you, Master,’ she said.  At least she knew where she stood with him.  He might not be much, but he was straightforward.  Tess took deep breath. ‘With your permission master… there’s something I’ve got to do now, before I lose my nerve…’
‘Okay,’ he said with interest.
With an effort, Tess, turned around in the bath and got onto her hands and knees.  Then she looked up at Silver.
‘Pee over my head,’ she said
Silver looked taken aback. ‘What?’
‘Pee over my head.  I want to feel a bit more humiliation.  I deserve far worse for everything I’ve ever done to you.  You even tried to defend me from Archie today, which was… amazing.  I’ve got to balance the books… it’s just symbolic, right?’ 
‘I don’t want to shame you.’
‘Then do it for me… please?
Silver looked at Jack who shrugged.  Then Silver straddled over Tess and peed over her hair.
Tess spluttered as the hot liquid flowed over her and dripped into the bath.  It was shameful… and exactly right.  But did that mean there was something wrong with her?  For now, she didn’t care.
When Silver was done, she looked up at her again.  ‘Thank you… and… I’m sorry…’
Jack applauded. ‘See, I knew you to learn that word eventually.’
Blushing, Tess, moved closer to Silver and kissed her pussy gently.  Then she slid her tongue into it and began to suck and nibble at her soft flesh.  Silver sighed and slowly sank down the curve of the bath.
Happily, Jack sat back and watched her serve Silver with satisfaction.

* * *

That evening, Jack said to Tess.  ‘I know you must be tired after today, but you’re going down to dinner with Silver and me.  Master’s orders, you understand?’  

‘Yes Master,’ Tess said meekly. 
‘Without a mask on.  Because you’ve got nothing to hide from anyone anymore, have you?’

Tess trembled.  ‘No Master,’ she agreed.  And no marriage or reputation to protect either, she added silently.  What did it matter now who saw her face?
‘However, I know you don’t think much of the way I look,’ Jack continued.  ‘A bit scruffy and not somebody even a slave girl would want to be seen with in a place like this, right?  So this evening I thought I’d make an effort and hire a proper dinner jacket.’  He held it up proudly; pristine in its plastic wrapper. ‘I’ll be ready in ten minutes. Both of you get yourself jewelled up…’ 
And he disappeared into the bathroom.

Tess and Silver exchanged curious glances, and then they dived for Tess’s jewel case.
When Jack emerged again, Tess was astounded.
He had shaved off his stubble beard and slicked back his unruly hair.  Dressed in a smart dinner jacket, he looked totally transformed.  Silver cufflinks gleamed in his sleeves.
‘Master you look… wonderful,’ Silver said.

‘Yes, wonderful,’ Tess agreed, still slightly stunned.

‘Didn’t think I’d clean up so well, did you?  And you two look a proper eyeful.’  He took up their leashes and they knelt before him so he could clip them to their collars.  ‘Now, let’s eat.’

* * *

And the two of them ate like slaves from bowls set out on Jack’s table, while kneeling on high padded stools.  This posture totally exposed their bottoms and the folds of their pussies peeping out from between their thighs, and showed off their bare breasts as they swayed under them brushing the table top.  They were not down at ground level like dogs; they were up high on display.

And Tess did not care.  In fact, she felt dizzy with the thrill of it.  She had been liberated.  She found herself grinning foolishly at Silver.  Now she began to understand what happy slave girls felt like.
She realized that she did mind what happened to her next.  But she did have one last responsibility to take care of…

* * *

When, much later, they returned to their room, Jack spread-eagled the two of them onto his bed side-by-side and cuffed their outer wrists and ankles to its corner posts.  Their inner wrists and ankles he overlapped before chaining to the middle of the head and footboards.  Tess found she could hold hands with Silver, and did so.  They would share this together.

‘I’m going to plough some pretty pussy furrows tonight,’ Jack promised them.
Tess felt a surge of anticipation, unhindered by any worries about whether it was proper or not.  Even after the hard use her pussy be subjected to, incredibly it was ready for more.  She saw her nipples standing up hard, matching Silver’s perfect fleshy cones.  But before he began, there was something she had to say.  Something she’d never have imagined a week ago.  But so much had happened since then.
‘Master, you can keep me as long as you want me.  I haven’t got anywhere else to go and I’m not sure I want to go back my parents right now.  They will be so angry with me.  So I’ve got nothing to lose.  I’ll be your house slave if you want…’  
She knew she was offering herself to this man of no quality or standing, because he had had the courage to do what no man done to her before.  She felt sick and yet thrilled at the prospect.  
‘But I know you haven’t got much money and keeping a first-class ponygirl like Silver in stables in and training would be expensive.  So, will you promise to find her a good home?’
‘No, I want to stay with you…’ Silver protested. ‘I don’t have to be a ponygirl anymore…’
‘But it would be such a waste…’  Tess replied.
‘It doesn’t matter.  Don’t you want me?’
‘Of course I want you, always! You’re better than I am.  But you’ve got a talent.  I’ve got nothing…’
Jack put his hands over both their mouths, silencing them.  But he was grinning broadly.
‘That’s what I wanted to hear from you, Tess: putting somebody else’s happiness and well-being above your own.  I suspected months ago that you had it in you, and I was right.’
Tess blinked at him in confusion.  Months ago? He took his hands off their mouths and he settled down between them, casually stroking their pussies and making them shiver with delight.
‘You see, it wasn’t exactly chance that I met you and Archie here last week.  I’ve had my eye on you for some time, thanks to an old school friend of mine: Charlie Puller.  Apparently he had a video of you doing some very surprising things for a girl of your class…’
‘He promised he would never show it to anybody else!’  Test choked out.  
‘And he didn’t.  I never saw it.  But he did make a secret video of you buying it from him by stripping in the tack room late at night and letting him beat and screw you.  And I saw that and I thought: there’s a pretty girl.  She’s got potential.’ 
Tess’s cheeks burned from both shame and praise.
‘I hoped you might have a nice character under that spoiled exterior,’ Jack continued.

‘I’ve got an uncle who works for the Fillisters, and he knew something about you through your relations with Samantha.  And he agreed you just needed a strong hand and a bit of breaking in. But it was too late: you were already marrying that idiot Archie Millwright.  I was sure I would be better for you than him, but I had to have the chance to prove it.  I found out about his hobby gambling and that little cutting the card trick of his.  So I followed you here and manoeuvred him into that bet, and the rest, almost, you know.’

Tess felt shocked and dazed.  A part of her noted in passing that his vocabulary and diction had suddenly improved.  ‘So, you didn’t win any competition?’
‘No, I just kept an eye on you and found out where you are honeymooning and booked myself in the same time.’
‘But it’s very expensive coming here, Master.  I thought you said you were a delivery driver.’
Jack grinned.  ‘I am… sort of.  That is I sometimes drive a van for the family business, because my dad insists we keep our hands-on experience.’
‘What business?’
‘Well, “Jack” is really my middle name.  I’m JJ Cleaver, of Cleavers the Butchers, suppliers of the finest slave girls for hire in Irontown.  And places like this outside it.  Our vans make regular deliveries here and the management knows me, so I was able to set up my little deception.  And that also means I’m pretty well off, so I can easily afford keeping you as my wife and Silver as your ponygirl.  But I didn’t want you to know any of that until you’d offered yourself to me as plain simple Jonathan Jack…’
Neither Tess nor Silver said anything. They were both equally dazed.  Cheerfully, Jack slid his fingers deeper into their pussies, working their hot wet slippery flesh.  Quite automatically, they began squeezing on them.
‘You see, we know all about girlflesh in our business, and we know sometimes it needs plenty of tenderising and then some hanging to mature…’
A word finally penetrated Tess’s dizzy mind.  ‘Did you say “wife” Master?’
‘After your divorce goes through, of course.  You don’t think I’d go to all this trouble just to get a regular slave girl, did you?  I can have my pick of dozens of them each day.  I wanted something a little special. As we say in the trade: a prime cut…’
And he worked his thumbs into their hard clits and both the women suddenly convulsed and came over his hands in delight.

* * *

A month later, Tess lay naked on a massive wooden slab, polished smooth by the bodies of numerous slave girls before her, situated at the back of a Cleavers shop.  From the outside it was quite innocent, apparently just a small family butchers.  But the door only opened to Irontown residents who passed through into the meat locker at the back, where they could choose succulent girl flesh to serve them.

JJ was securing Tess in a girl meat frame.  She let his strong hands position her exactly as he wanted.  It was a heavy stainless-steel bar from which sets of chains dangled.  The inner pair clipped to the sides of her big steel collar, on the next pair hung large padded hooks that went under her arms.  The outermost pair supported longer chains that ran down to her ankles, which were encased in cuffs and stirrups.  Her wrists were cuffed and were they fastened to flexible steel garters, holding them to her sides.
When she was secured, JJ went to the crank and lifted her up off the bench to dangle in midair, slowly turning herself around so she could be seen from all sides.  She gave a shiver of delight.
The frame displayed her body perfectly: not just her nudity, but the information it now held.  It been divided up by thick black lines and lettering into the traditional meat cuts: rib, loin, rump, breast and so on.  A girl was hung like this in every Cleaver shop for advertising and display.  It was a tradition…
She had needed to disappear for a while the Archie business blew over, and what better way than to hide in plain sight than on the shopping streets of Irontown?  And if her body decorations were not enough to deceive and distract any suspicious eye, then she also had a mask that was even more concealing and degrading.
It was a soft pink rubber mould of a naked vulva, strapped over her nose and mouth.  She breathed through its slot.

Nobody would think of looking for Tessa Harrow under that.  But it did say what she was, at least in the eyes of the man she most respected and loved. 
Boldly marked over her real flesh pussy, now reserved exclusively for her husband to be, were the words: PRIME CUT.

 

THE END
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