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CHAPTER
ONE

A JOB
OFFER

 


David became
aware that the telephone was ringing.

Through
sleep-glazed eyes he looked at the clock by his bed. Nine thirty in
the morning: quite a respectable time for a caller, but it had been
a late night last night. He reached for the telephone receiver and
mumbled into it.

The voice on
the other end was crisp and clear. “Good morning, David. This is
Charles.”

Charles,
Charles. David sifted through the list in his drowsy mind of names
of people he knew. Then he placed both the name and the voice.
Instantly he became much more interested and firmly pushed back the
frontiers of sleep. Visions of beautiful, naked ladies swam in
front of his eyes. They were not dreams, but memories associated
with this man. Wonderful memories.


“Charles, yes, sorry, how are you?”

“Fine,
thank you. Did I wake you up?”

“No
problem. What can I do for you?”

“It’s
more a matter of what I can do for you. My son Ralph is off to
university next month. Some time ago you said that you’d love to
live and work here. If you’re still interested, there’s a job on
offer.”

David sat bolt
upright in his bed. Interested? He would have killed to get this
job!

“Of
course,” the older man continued, “as I said to you before, there’s
no salary involved, although board and lodgings are free. But the
fringe benefits may make up for that.”

The visions
floated in front of David’s eyes again. “They certainly will,” he
said without reserve. “When can I start?”

Dates were
fixed and the call ended. David lay back in his bed, feeling in
seventh heaven. The “fringe benefits” in that job would make up for
almost anything, because the job was looking after a group of
helpless young female slaves!

David Chatham
was 27 years old. He was an ordinary man in a mundane job, although
his so-so income was bolstered by a drip feed from a trust fund set
up for him by a wealthy aunt. He was unmarried and currently
unattached, not from a lack of interest on his part, but because he
was rather selfish by nature, lacking in conversation, dress sense
and flair and far from good looking.

His uncle, now
deceased, had introduced him to Charles some five years earlier and
had taken him on his first visit to the Manor. The place was quite
unbelievable. In effect it was a high security prison and the
prisoners were a group of lovely young girls and ladies who were
kept as slaves. It was incredible that such a place could exist,
totally illegally and so secret, but it did. Every whim of visitors
such as David and his uncle could be satisfied at the expense of
these poor creatures. David had indulged himself, losing his
virginity and had a wonderful time. Sadly, his uncle and aunt both
died in a fire a year later, but he was still able to visit the
Manor whenever he could scrape together the expensive fee, which
was helped by his aunt’s fund.

The fund and
certain other facts had left an intriguing thought in his head. He
knew the slaves were freed at the age of thirty, provided they kept
their mouths shut, and were provided with a large proportion of the
money their forced activities had earned. Now, it was his aunt, not
his uncle, who had the money, and as far as anybody in their family
knew (it was his uncle who was the blood relation) she had no known
family or background. Although she was quite old when she died, she
could well have been attractive once. Had she been a slave at the
Manor, many years ago? David knew the place had been going for
generations. Perhaps that was even where his uncle had met her.

And now, for
three years whilst Charles’ son was away at university, David was
going to be able to live at the Manor, indulging himself every day.
It was a dream come true. He resigned from his job and made
arrangements to terminate the lease on his flat. Apart from women,
his needs were simple, and he could live off the trust fund
allowance easily if he didn’t have to pay for food and
accommodation. Meanwhile, he was going to have the time of his
life.


CHAPTER
TWO

ARRIVAL

 


David’s rather
ageing car, having driven up the long and deserted lane through
dense and uninhabited woodland, pulled up outside the gates to the
Manor. Talk about the back of beyond, he thought to himself as he
got out and rang the bell. The location was perfect: apart from the
fact the chances of uninvited visitors happening upon the place
were very low, it also helped security in that any girl who was
able to get out would still be far from safety. Not that it would
be easy to get past the heavy, high and imposing gates and wall:
near impossible, in fact. What must it feel like, he wondered, to
be on the inside of those, feeling so shut in, claustrophobic,
trapped and helpless?

A voice came
over the intercom, asking him to identify himself. He gave his name
and the voice, which sounded like the butler, asked him to wait. It
was a good five minutes before the gate opened. He drove inside and
got out as the butler closed and locked the gate. The two men shook
hands.

“Welcome
to the Manor, Master David,” the butler beamed.

David regarded
him. The butler was almost circular, a plump man with a round face
and almost bald on top. He must have been nudging fifty, but a lot
of his girth was still solid. He had something of an avuncular air,
using the word “Master” in the Victorian sense of addressing a
young man, rather than the S/M sense. There was a hard streak to
him, though: David had in the past seen him deal with the girls in
a tough and strict fashion. He was not someone you would want to
cross. Personally, David liked the man: he had been friendly and
helpful on David’s visits. “You don’t have to treat me like a
customer any more, James,” he said politely. “I’m now an employee,
just like you. Well, junior to you, really.” He felt it was
important to get on good terms quickly with this man, a little
humility wouldn’t hurt.

The other
smiled. “Oh, I quite like my little act,” he said lightly. Well,
that seemed all right then; but David promised himself he would
continue to be careful. This job was far too good to lose by
getting on the wrong side of such an important person in the
organisation.

They got into
David’s car for the brief drive up to the house. “Last time I came
up here,” David reminisced, “I was in a cart being pulled by an
impressive blonde girl.”

The butler
smiled. “That would probably be either Hercules or Bimbo. Neither
are here right now. Still, I’ll show you where the equipment is and
you can always harness up one of the current girls for a spin.”
Incredible, that he would be able to do that on a whim!

They pulled up
outside the large house. “Let me have the keys, please,” James
requested. “After we’ve unloaded your luggage, I’ll put the car in
the compound and lock the keys away. You can have them whenever you
like, of course, but it doesn’t do to leave them lying around.
Gives the girls ideas.” David nodded. He knew that even with the
keys, a girl stood little chance of escape, especially as the car
would normally be in the locked compound. Trying to crash it
through the heavy gates was highly unlikely to succeed even then.
But it was the combination of many such hurdles that kept the girls
from trying to get away. The whole point, he knew, was to make
escape so impossible as to not be worth trying, or even thinking
about. He handed the keys over quite happily.

They got out,
the butler produced a whistle and blew a quick short blast on
it.

The front door
opened and two erotic dreams hurried out. They were both absolutely
stark naked. It was mid-September, the weather was cool and breezy
and as they approached David could see goose pimples appearing on
their flesh. They stood, shivering just a little, for a moment
before the butler ordered them to unload the bags from the car and
take them up to the room they had evidently been preparing. His
avuncular air had been replaced with a rather sterner one, which
they were clearly afraid of.

As they
hastened to obey, David looked them over. The first was a big,
stocky girl with thick brown hair in a not particularly wonderful
hairstyle. She was not beautiful in the usual sense, but had clear
skin and even features which somehow made her sensual, her big,
round breasts and generous, ample curves were very much to his
tastes. The other girl, however, was sensational, with an
hour-glass figure, soft, wavy ginger-blonde hair and an absolutely
lovely face. If she had been dressed, she would have stood out in
any crowd; but naked, she just commanded attention. The bigger girl
looked ill at ease under his gaze, the stunning ginger-blonde
rather less so, but they both hurried to load themselves up with
heavy suitcases and began to struggle up the front steps to the big
house. He noticed they were not quite entirely naked: both wore
only one thing, if indeed it was something that could be described
as worn: it was a thin, black leather collar around their necks.
Worked into the leather were three small silver loops, one at the
front and one on either side. The whole thing was neat and out of
the way and both girls looked so used to them they had probably
forgotten they had them on.

“If you
want to follow them, they’ll show you where your room is,” the
butler’s voice intruded on David’s thoughts. “I’ll put the car away
and then meet you up there.”

He needed no
encouragement. It was so nice for them to struggle up the stairs
inside the house to the first floor, with him following
nonchalantly behind rather than having to offer to help. He gazed
at two lovely bottoms, the ginger-blonde’s slim and petite, the
brunette’s much fuller. They entered the room, a large and
well-furnished one which looked out over the courtyard. The girls
put the bags down as David looked out of the window, noting that
there were still a couple more bags on the tarmac. The butler had
already moved the car.

The two girls
stood by the bed, awaiting his next order. He noticed, as with all
girls here, that their slave names were written in black marker pen
on the upper side of their left breasts in letters an inch or so
high. The ginger-blonde was Pussy and the brunette, on account of
her larger thighs, Tree Trunks. He also noticed both kept their
arms by their sides, ensuring their private areas were fully on
view. Tree Trunks had a solid, large, almost spherical pair of
breasts and a more hairy mound. Pussy had a smaller but still
sizeable chest, and a thin, wispy covering of golden hair between
her legs.

“One of
you go downstairs and get the last couple of bags,” he said. He had
already decided to send the stockier girl, he nodded at her and
said, “you go.”

“Yes,
Master,” she said at once and hurried out.

David regarded
the remaining girl. Unlike Tree Trunks, who had kept her eyes
lowered throughout, Pussy returned his gaze, although she faltered
a little. Her face went just a little redder as she saw him staring
at her chest, but she made no effort to cover herself up. He had
the feeling, however, that she would have liked to, and Tree Trunks
rather more so.

“Do you
know who I am?” he asked.

“Yes,
Master,” she replied in a naturally thrilling voice, with a
beautiful Welsh lilt. He gestured for her to continue. “You are the
new residential Master, to replace Master Ralph who is going away
to university.”

“And you
must do everything in you power to please me.”

“Yes,
Master.”

“Say it,
then.”

She took a
little breath, and he realised that this was not easy for her. How
delicious, then, to make her do it!

“We ...
I ... will do everything we can to please you. You every wish is
our command. Our bodies ...” she hesitated for a moment, took
another breath and then ploughed on “ ... are yours to do with as
you will.”

It was sweet
music to his ears. A thought occurred to him. “Aren’t you and your
friend two of the girls who arrived here as virgins and had your
virginity auctioned a few months ago?”

The girl’s
face, which had already been a little flushed, turned bright red.
Her “yes, Master” reply was barely a whisper, as she said it a
delicate finger pushed inside the collar in what was obviously a
nervous gesture. She gave the collar a little tug, but it did not
move.

David’s smile
widened. “I wanted to come that night, but I couldn’t make it.”
Actually, the real reason was that the price was well beyond his
limited means. “Was it a success?”

If it was
possible, the girl’s face turned even more crimson. “I ... think
they enjoyed us, Master.” It was something of a pre-ordained reply,
but must have been difficult to say even so.

“Enjoy
your first rape, then, did you?”

The girl
hesitated, biting her lip. David knew that the slave girls had to
be very careful what they said, for they could be punished for
anything which gave even slight offence to any man. On the other
hand, it was also a rule that they always tell only the truth.
Sometimes that would put them in an impossible position, where any
answer, or even silence, would earn punishment. Still, he was not
trying to trap her now, merely taunt her a bit, enjoying her
discomfort. He raised an eyebrow, indicating that he expected an
answer.

“No,
Master,” she replied, and could not stop herself adding: “but that
was hardly the point, was it?” Although she kept her voice
controlled, there was a faint, bitter hopelessness mixed in with
the sing-song Welsh accent.

“No, I
suppose not.” David was about to press the point when the butler
arrived, followed by the other girl with the remaining bags. James
regarded David with an amused eye: I must be standing here with my
tongue hanging out, thought David. But with two naked girls like
these at his mercy, why not?

The butler
glanced at his watch and obviously decided to let David have some
fun. “I’ll leave you to get to know these two,” he smiled with a
hint of a leer. “I’ll call for you in half an hour or so.”

“Er,
yes, fine, thanks.” David couldn’t match the sophisticated
coolness, although he tried. But James wasn’t worried: it would
come with time and experience. The urbane, portly butler exited
discreetly, closing the door and left David alone with the two nude
beauties.

Fighting to
remain calm, David sat down in an armchair and regarded the girls.
Not having been commanded to do anything, they simply stood there,
arms by their sides. He noted that they kept their hands away from
their most intimate areas, whatever their personal wishes might be.
He saw them exchange brief glances of resignation as they waited.
They were waiting for him, for whatever he chose to do. It was an
exhilarating feeling, total control of these two lovely
fillies.

David pointed
to the ginger-blonde. “You: come here,” he ordered sharply but
without raising his voice: he wanted to demonstrate total but
effortless mastery of them. The girl moved towards him until she
was stood only inches away, his eyes level with her fine young
tits. The word Pussy was the only mark on her otherwise unblemished
flesh: her complexion was perfect, the all-over tan helped. She
really was something else and she was in his power!

Slowly,
taunting her, he reached his hand up and grasped that left boob.
She unhappily watched the hand approach, but made no move to avoid
it: such foolish resistance had evidently been beaten out of her
long since. He squeezed, feeling the soft, sensitive flesh yield
under his fingers. The faintest of grimaces crossed her pretty
face, quickly wiped away. Again in a leisurely manner, David
brought his other hand up and, holding the girl by her left breast,
slapped the right one. Once more he was rewarded by a brief grimace
before the poker face returned.

How incredibly
wonderful it was to be able to treat these lovely young women
exactly as he wanted!

He let go of
the girl, noting the red imprint of his hands on her chest. Time
for a little spanking. “Over my lap, wench,” he snapped.

Immediately,
Pussy moved to the side of him and lowered herself over his upper
legs, keeping just her toes on the floor and reaching her arms over
to touch the carpet on the other side. Her delightful bottom was
thus pushed into the air and she must have known only too well what
that would mean. He adjusted her position to make himself as
comfortable as he could with, needless to say, no consideration of
her own comfort.

Still, he
mustn’t waste the other girl. Looking towards the large-breasted
beauty who had been watching apprehensively, no doubt only too
aware that she could be pulled into the action at any moment, he
beckoned her towards him. She too had clearly learned that it was
best, or rather least worst, to obey immediately, because she
approached him without hesitation, albeit also without
enthusiasm.

Now, how to
make use of her at the same time as the other girl? He could have
had her sucking his dick, but the first girl was in the way. Ah
yes, that gave him an idea.

“Take my
shoes and socks off and suck my toes, bitch,” he ordered. Well, if
it was good enough for royalty ...

As the large
girl knelt down before him and began to undo his laces, he
transferred his attention to the gorgeous bottom offering itself up
to him. Measuring his stroke precisely, he raised his hand, cupped
it slightly, and brought it down hard. There was a satisfyingly
loud “slapp!” and a quiet “ooh” from the unfortunate Pussy.

What a lovely
sensation that was! Meanwhile, Tree Trunks had got his shoes and
socks off and was beginning to kiss and caress his toes. Oh, sheer
bliss! He raised his hand for a second attack on Pussy’s bum.

Slapp!


“Ahh!”

Slapp!


“Ahh!”

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

Pussy had her
reactions more under control now, each new stroke brought only a
quiet but (for him) stimulating exhalation. Undoubtedly she was
sadly well used to such treatment. Another half dozen slaps
followed. He bottom was starting to go red, clearly showing where
he had hit her. Another dozen on various parts of that glorious
derriere and the whole thing was starting to turn crimson.

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

He just
couldn’t resist such a wonderful target!

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

And in any
case, why should he?

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

His hand was
starting to smart now, which meant that the girl’s bottom must be
hurting a good deal more. Meanwhile, Tree Trunks was slavishly
licking his feet, kissing his toes, sucking the big one. In itself,
he didn’t find that particularly great, but the thought of her
kneeling there, having to pander to him and degrade herself was
lovely.

Still, why
should the girl on his lap get away with avoiding such humiliation,
just because of her superb model’s looks and figure?

“All
right, girls, change places.”

They did so
immediately. Pussy’s face as she lifted herself off him was
slightly red, no more, but he noticed her nipples were erect. As
she knelt in front of him and took over the ministrations to his
feet, the larger girl lowered her more plump (no, not plump, just
fuller) body over him. A fresh bottom stared up at him, bigger and
fleshier but just as tasty in its own way.

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

Soon another
red bottom was in evidence before him, as the girl breathed
heavily. Her more glamorous friend continued her ministrations to
his feet, which he largely ignored as he concentrated on the
rounded and rapidly reddening rear in front of him.

Slapp! Slapp!
Slapp! Slapp!

The girl held
position, although she flinched from time to time and even wiggled
slightly once or twice. These were not gentle taps: as with Pussy,
he was laying it on good and hard, with plenty of stingers. Still,
she remained obediently in position. She knew it would be far worse
if she did not!

“Having
fun?” James voice drifted in.

He had been so
intent on what he was doing that he hadn’t noticed the butler’s
return. “Oh, um, yes, excellent,” he replied.

“Nothing
quite like a good spanking, is there?” James observed suavely.
“Particularly with these two.”

For a moment
David did not understand, then, as he motioned Tree Trunks to stand
up, he noticed that she, like Pussy, had slightly swollen nipples.
He’d originally assumed Pussy’s body response to be caused by the
pain, but now he realised there was rather more to it than
that.

James
confirmed it. “Yes, since being here, these two have discovered
that a hand-spanking isn’t all bad. Isn’t that right, girls?”

The two
unfortunates had been busy (following a gesture from David)
replacing his shoes and socks, and had kept their heads well down,
not wanting to have to admit to this, but they did not dare avoid a
direct question. “Yes, Master,” they both mumbled, eyes
lowered.

James invited
David to follow him. Just before leaving, the butler turned to the
nude slaves. “Unpack all the bags and then return to the kennels,”
he told them. As the two men left, the girls hurried to obey.

David was led
to a door with several locks. One lock required a key, another a
combination, the third a voice recognition. Again it was the
multiple security precautions that impressed him. Inside, as well
as an office, was a technologically advanced control centre. The
butler showed him around, carefully explaining each system.

“The
girls know there is a video camera and microphone in the kennels
where they live. They don’t know when we are listening, of course.
There are also a number of other hidden cameras and mikes, most of
which they don’t know about. Some are in the house, some in the
grounds. All areas near the perimeter wall are covered, naturally.
There are also movement sensors on the top of the walls if they try
to climb over them, as well as barbed wire. All the trees are cut
back near the walls, so actually it’s virtually impossible to climb
them anyway. Obviously, ladders and such like items are locked
securely away. The only telephone and fax machine are in the office
next door, and need a key and code to operate them. All locks and
combinations are changed regularly.”

The
explanations went on for some time. The range of precautions was
impressive. Many of them the girls knew about, so they acted as
deterrents; others they had only vague ideas about, which made them
equally effective in discouraging escape attempts. Some were
totally secret. It was no wonder that nobody had ever got out, and
a serious attempt was almost as rare. Even if they got away from
the grounds, the odds were heavily against them reaching
civilisation before being captured, particularly since, the girls
had been told, tracker dogs were kept nearby. Actually, that last
one was a bluff, but an effective one.

“One of
the best recent innovations was Master Ralph’s idea,” said the
butler. “The collars they wear: inside is a little radio-controlled
device which has two functions. The first is that it sounds an
alarm if they were to go over the wall. The second is that if you
flick this switch here, the collar sends an electric shock through
them. The frequency is such that it would not only be very painful,
but it would also immobilise by disrupting their nervous systems.
Harmless, though not painless, and effective.”

“And
we’d just go out and pick them up,” finished David. “I like
it.”

The butler
demonstrated how to work the cameras, and David had a practice. He
located the two girls in the ground floor hall, making their way
downstairs to the cellars. He changed to another camera in the
cellars. The screen showed what looked very much like three white,
wooden dog kennels facing him. They were quite large, perhaps five
feet tall at the apex, although it was difficult to judge. At the
bottom of the screen he could just see the top of another kennel,
facing the first three. In fact, there were two sets of three
kennels, each facing the other. A video camera was mounted on the
middle kennel of each three, facing the other trio. The cameras
were unobtrusive, but not disguised. A touch of a button and the
view from the other camera appeared on another screen. Another
touch and the sound came on.

The most
striking thing on the screens was not the kennels, but the two
lovely and naked females in front of them.

The floor was
covered with some sort of matting, scarcely luxurious but far
better than cold stone. On that lay the two girls, reading
paperbacks. Both looked to have good figures with long legs; one
had fine black hair and a lovely face; the other, a blonde, was
thinner but with pronounced, almost conical breasts which jutted
out in unconscious invitation. Each wore only a collar, like the
first two girls he had seen. From each of these two collars,
however, ran a chain which was secured to an eye set in the
concrete floor. There was a good bit of slack in the chain, but not
enough for either of them to go more than perhaps six or seven feet
from the eye.

A light
flashed on a console. The butler flicked a switch, and another
television screen lit up, showing the entrance-way to the cellars.
The two girls David had met earlier were standing outside, waiting
to enter. The butler pressed a button and the door opened by remote
control. Once they were inside, it closed and locked automatically.
The screen went blank a few seconds later.

David
transferred his attention to the main screen. The two girls already
in the kennels had obviously heard the sound of the heavy door to
the cellars opening and closing. They looked up and were joined by
the other two. He sat back and listened to the dialogue.

“Has he
arrived?” It was the black-haired girl who spoke. The two who had
just arrived both nodded.

“What’s
he like, Pussy?” The blonde spoke up.

Pussy
shrugged. “His name is Master David. He’s somewhere in his
mid-twenties, but no oil painting. Couldn’t tell much about what
he’s like. He had a good leer at Tree Trunks and me, and we both
got a spanking off him.”

“Oh no,”
the blonde sighed rather pathetically. “I suppose he’s another one
who’s sex mad.”

“He’d
hardly be here otherwise, Stick Insect,” the dark-haired girl said
almost - but not quite - wryly.

“But
that means he’ll almost certainly want to ... well, you know,
Thatch,” the blonde replied. “Oh, God,” she sighed
quietly.

“He’ll
have us all, Stick Insect, sooner or later,” Tree Trunks tried to
comfort her, although it wasn’t much comfort. “Let’s face it, he
won’t be the first, or the last.”

“I’ll
bet he’ll be a right sadist as well, with my luck,” the thin blonde
went on. “We never get any good luck.”

“Oh, put
a sock in it, Stick Insect,” Pussy said in a tired
voice.

The blonde
huffed a little, and then crawled into one of the kennels, clearly
her kennel. They actually lived in these things. To get into the
kennel, she had to kneel down and crawl inside, having to lower her
shoulders and raise her bottom into the air. It was quite a sight:
she couldn’t conceal much in that position. She had to be careful
not to kneel on the chain, which of course followed her in.

The other
girls ignored her. The one called Thatch went back to her
paperback. The two new arrivals each picked up a chain from a ring
outside their own dog houses and clipped it to their collars. Once
the lock snapped shut, David later found, the girls could not
remove it. He liked the thought of them reluctantly chaining
themselves up. Tree Trunks crawled into her own cell, displaying a
magnificent ass as she did, and Pussy just lay down in front of her
cell. Conversation seemed to have died, so David switched off the
sound.


“Impressive,” he said, referring to the monitoring
devices.

“It is a
rule that they only ever use their slave names, even amongst
themselves, and preface our names with the word Master,” the butler
said.

“I was
wondering about that,” David admitted.

“They
must also show proper respect for us. The next time you have to
spank or beat Pussy, mention the comment about you being no oil
painting. It does no harm to let them know that we listen
in.”

David nodded.
The thought of having to spank the delectable girl called Pussy in
the course of his duties was delicious. “I shouldn’t imagine they
feel much like being respectful when they’ve just been beaten,” he
observed.

The butler
shrugged unconcernedly. “Irrelevant,” he said off-handedly. “They
must observe the rules at all times. There are no mitigating
circumstances, none at all,” he emphasised. “We maintain a high
standard.”

David nodded
again. That was fine by him! “Are there any other girls here at the
moment?”

“Yes,
just one more. Her name is Apples. She is level three security, so
she is working unsupervised in the house.”

“Level
three security?”

The butler
nodded. “Slaves arrive here almost invariably unwillingly, as you
know; in fact, they are not usually slaves at all until they come
here. So, on arrival they are usually classed as level one
security. That means they are chained at all times except under
direct one-to-one supervision of a Master, and treated with caution
even then. After they have got used to things here, say after a few
weeks, they are normally regraded to level two. These four girls
are all level two now, although Stick Insect can still be a little
troublesome and needs watching. She is learning the hard way. Level
two slaves can be left alone unchained, but somebody should be in
the monitor room here at least from time to time when they are,
unless they are with you of course. We don’t have to watch them
now, because the door can be locked and unlocked by remote from
here. This group have been here for about six months. They’re the
first ones we’ve used these collars with, the experiment has been a
very satisfactory success.”

“I would
have thought that the collars make escape absolutely impossible,”
David said.

“They
probably do, but the principle is not to take chances until they’re
completely settled and not even then, for that matter. Also, part
of the purpose of the chains is to reinforce that idea of total
security until then. Apples has been here for a couple of years
now, she’s level three: she can be left unsupervised, as long as
the gates are locked and all security devices are in operation,
which is the normal state of things anyway. She doesn’t have to
wear one of the collars, but we still chain her up with the others
at night and at other times when we feel like it. Why not? Anyway,
for most slaves, that’s as high as they get until retirement. There
are the occasional, very rare level four security slaves. They’re
actually allowed out of the Manor freely. There’s only been one in
the last ten years or so, one called Forest.”

David nodded
recognition. “I’ve had her,” he said proudly, remembering a night
when he visited the Manor and chosen that particular girl to share
his bed. Then it occurred to him that the butler had probably, no,
certainly, tasted all these girls, in fact very often. He wouldn’t
be impressed by a tiny boast like that. But David, too, could now
have these girls whenever he wanted. He fought down the impulse to
climax right there and then in his trousers at the mere thought. It
was not the first time today he had nearly blown his top with pure
excitement, without even touching his rod. If he was to avoid an
embarrassingly messy pair of underpants, he would have to have the
services of one of those girls soon.

To change the
subject and cover his slip, he asked, “do some girls get to the
point when they are here voluntarily, then?”

“In most
cases, who knows? The female mind is an inconsistent and illogical
thing at the best of times.” The butler flicked switches on the
monitor panel, the screen changed scenes several times before
locating another naked girl, polishing and cleaning in the lounge.
She had curly brunette hair, small but firm breasts and a lithe
figure with a nice bum and legs. “That’s Apples,” he confirmed
David’s questioning glance. “I wouldn’t go so far as to say she’s
here voluntarily, but she’s certainly settled here. She’s never
really been any trouble since she arrived.” He might have been
talking about a child at school, or a pet, or even a new
car.

“Never
tried to escape?” David asked.

The butler
shook his head. “None of them ever try that: the whole point is to
ensure they don’t have a go. When they arrive, you must scare them
with the consequences of a failed escape effort and at the same
time make it impossible for them to get five yards. Quietly give
them the idea they have to play along for now and wait for the
chance to escape later. Then, as time goes by and that chance
doesn’t appear, they gradually come to accept things. But just in
case, always ensure there is no real possibility of getting away.
Meanwhile, each degradation brings them closer to total slavery in
both mind and body, so never miss the chance to humiliate one of
them.”

David nodded
thoughtfully, looking at the girl called Apples on the screen. He
had seen her “on offer” on several of his visits, but she wasn’t
really his type: extremely pretty though she was (as all of them
were, of course) he liked a bit of weight on the chest. Still, no
doubt sometime he would find some spare semen for her. He fought
down another erection at the thought that he could so casually
decide whether or not to have her. Half to himself, he mused, “but
does she actually come to like it?”

He had
expected the butler, if he answered at all to say that it was
irrelevant again, but James replied, “well, you need to be made
aware she came here voluntarily for a slave weekend. She was
involved with an S/M group in Cornwall, the club secretary sets up
girls for us. Naturally she didn’t know that she wouldn’t be
allowed to leave. So, instead of being a slave when she chose, she
became a slave when we choose, which means all the time. If you
think about it, that’s quite a major jump.” He reflected for a
moment. “Still, if she could get away, would she do so? I wonder.
The outside world is very daunting for any girl who’s been here
more than a year, stripped of clothes, pride and the ability to
make even the smallest decisions. Probably she would, but, do you
know, I don’t think even she herself really knows the answer for
certain to that question. I certainly don’t, and I’m supposed to be
her boyfriend.”


“Boyfriend?”

“Yes.
Let me explain that one, too. It’s a very tough life for these
girls. They’re at our mercy twenty-four hours a day, every day,
every week, every month, all year round, until they reach the age
of thirty. This lot are all young - the older ones are more
commonly out on contract, being more trained - and only Apples has
less than a decade to serve. Between our use of them, visitors and
parties, they can expect several beatings and rapes a week, often
more. They’re only flesh and blood and we don’t want manic
depressives and suicides: so, we make life a little easier for them
in places. They have a fair amount of spare time, and they can have
hobbies, books, even watch TV sometimes. They can also have a
boyfriend, in fact they are strongly encouraged, though not
actually forced, to do so. Of course, the boys know the situation
here. We start by arranging a blind date of sorts, but if after a
couple of dates a girl isn’t getting on, we give them the
opportunity to change to someone new. When Apples arrived, we had a
slight shortage of boys available, so she had me for a while and
she seems happy enough with the arrangement.”

“I
suppose that it’s one time they can forget about sex.”

“On the
contrary, sex on dates is almost compulsory. If the boy says he
wants it, the girl has to comply. The point is they are still
slaves, but allowed to pretend for a few hours every so often that
they’re not. However, their date is still really in charge, so when
he says they should have sex, she has no choice in the matter.
Since the boys almost never pass up the opportunity ... anyway, the
idea is that it is something of a refreshment after all the rapes
they have to go through, rather gentler and sometimes quite mutual.
It’s sort of compulsory but semi-voluntary, if you see what I mean.
It seems to work.”

“And
Apples goes with you.”


“Yes.”

“Does
that make her for your use only?”

“Oh, no;
she’s as available as the others. They all know they’re not allowed
to be monogamous.”

“So what
does she do when she sees you screwing one of the other
girls?”

“She
accepts it. What else can she do?”

“Hmm, I
see your point. Any spare ones for me?”

“I
wouldn’t advise it, not for a while anyway. It can get complicated
if you allow yourself to get involved, and you don’t yet have the
experience here to avoid that.”

For a moment
David felt a pang of disappointment. But then, once again, he
remembered he could take any of these girls, any time he liked.
They were in the basement right now, naked, chained and totally
accessible. Once more, David had to fight his erection down.

The
conversation moved onto David’s duties. Apart from general
security, he had a number of jobs, for example shopping for
supplies. He also had the task of waking the girls up in the
morning and “putting them to bed” every night, although the butler
would do that occasionally to give him a lie-in or a night off.


“Actually,” James said, “the electronic refit young Ralph
organised allows us to release them from here. We don’t really even
have to go down there in the morning to wake them up and release
them so they can get into the showers, but we like to maintain the
human touch.”

David smiled.
“I think it might be worth getting up for. But yes, the electronic
system is very impressive. State of the art stuff, I should
imagine. It must have cost a packet.”

“It
could have done, but as is often the case we got quite a discount
by offering the girls’ services in part exchange.”

“So they
had to work or suffer to pay for the security system which keeps
them imprisoned here. I like it!”

“Yes,
the irony was not lost on them. It all helps develop the frame of
mind we want.” As he spoke, James flicked a switch which turned on
a loudspeaker in the basement where the four girls were.
“Attention! The duty slave may begin preparing lunch for three
Masters. Who’s on duty today?” The girl marked Thatch looked
towards the camera and raised her hand. The butler pressed a switch
and David saw the girl disconnect the chain from her neck. “Tree
Trunks, you will serve coffee for two in the lounge and then assist
Thatch.” The big girl scurried out of her kennel; James pressed
another button and David, watching the screen closely this time,
saw the lock on her collar open itself. Tree Trunks unhooked the
chain and she and her friend hurried up to the top of the stairs.
Switching to another camera, the butler pressed yet another button
and the door leading from the basement opened. As much from force
of habit as anything else, he checked that only two girls had left
- although the other two, being still chained, couldn’t leave
anyway - and then the door equally automatically locked itself once
more.

The two men
left the control centre and moved to the lounge. “The spy cameras
can also be channelled through the television here,” James said.
Using a remote, he located the two girls, now in the kitchen. David
concentrated on Tree Trunks who was fixing a belt around her waist.
Attached to the front of the belt was a silver metal tray, which
was now secured tight to her waist. On the other side of the tray
were two small silver chains, at the end of which were two silver
plated nipple clamps. Tree Trunks took one of the clamps and
brought it up to her chest. She grasped her left bosom and
hesitated for a moment, an unhappy look on her face, then opened
the peg and put it on her nipple, grimacing with the self-inflicted
pain as she released it and the full force of the peg bit into her
teat. Then she repeated the task with the other peg. Then,
carefully, she loaded two cups of coffee, a small milk jug and a
sugar bowl onto the tray, wincing at the fresh discomfort the extra
weight brought with it. Now she began to walk out of the room,
moving slowly and with exaggerated caution. David hurriedly
switched off the television, and then wondered why he needed to
bother to disguise the fact that he had been watching the girl. She
couldn’t very easily object!

A few moments
later, there was a knock on the lounge door and the girl entered,
still moving cautiously, but not so slowly now. Evidently it was
not wise to dawdle. My God, thought David, this is quite a young
woman. He liked big girls: skinny, flat-chested bags of bones
didn’t appeal to him. Time to assert himself with a bit of verbal
humiliation, he felt. “Ah, Tree Trunks, very nice to see you in the
flesh again.” He was careful to be reasonably subtle with the use
of the word flesh: he didn’t want to appear unsophisticated,
particularly in front of James.

The girl
wasn’t sure what reply was called for. “Yes, Master,” she simply
acknowledged, considering it to be safest. She was currently
standing in front of James, putting milk and sugar into his coffee.
David reflected that the boob-supported tray did have a
considerable advantage in leaving her hands free, although he
couldn’t see it catching on! He also noticed with satisfaction that
her bottom was still red from his earlier spanking.

He spoke
again. “How long have you been a slave, Tree Trunks?”

“About
half a year, Master,” the girl said softly.

“It’s
curious, you know,” James observed as he sipped his coffee. “Some
slaves keep careful track of how long they have been here, almost
like the convict who marks the days off on his cell wall. Others
don’t seem to bother. Apples can tell you almost to the day, but
Tree Trunks here is just the opposite.”

The girl was
finishing serving James, and turned to deal with David now. “So why
do you think that is, slave?” he asked.

The girl
looked slightly nervously at James before replying. “After we’d
been here for a few weeks, Master, and it was obvious we weren’t
... going to be able to leave, it just didn’t seem to matter.”

“Does
that mean you’ve resigned yourself to your fate?”

The girl
lowered her head. David thought he saw tears in her eyes. Her reply
of “yes, Master” was so quiet and faltering that James ordered her
to repeat it louder, which of course she did, although unable to
disguise the misery in her voice.

David reached
out his hand and stroked her flank. She might have been a big girl,
but her flesh was as firm as it was smooth. He patted her plump but
equally firm bottom. “So a good few years of having this spanked,
pinched and thrashed,” he said.

“Yes,
Master.” The prospect was obviously not very enticing to
her.

“I’ll
bet those big jugs of yours are pretty popular with the guests,
too.”

The girl’s
already red face went a slightly deeper colour. “Yes, Master,” she
said softly.

David pressed
his advantage. “What sort of things do they like to do with
them?”

The girl took
a breath before speaking to steady herself. David could see fear
battling with the awfulness of self-humiliation. Fear won: Tree
Trunks knew that she could be brutally caned for even being
slightly reluctant or slow to reply. It also followed, therefore,
that she could not afford even the slightest luxury of sparing
herself. “Most of them start by mauling them, Master. Some like to
tweak the, ah, nipples.”

“I’ll
bet they’re feeling a bit tweaked at the moment, supporting that
tray,” David observed.

“Yes,
Master.”

“Does it
hurt?” This question was not really necessary: the answer was
obvious from the clear discomfort the girl was in, the careful way
she held herself and the winces when she moved. Her nipples were
also quite clearly stretched, and her magnificent orbs just
slightly, subtly pulled out of their usual shape.

“Yes,
Master.” Was there a note of hope in her voice, that he would take
pity on her and allow her to go back to the kitchen and remove the
pegs? If so, she was disappointed: the two men leisurely drank
their coffee, and Tree Trunks, not having been dismissed, had to
stand (to attention, of course) awaiting their pleasure. Only when
they finished and put the empty cups back onto her tray was she
allowed to leave the room. Rather like a child with a new toy,
David activated the TV screen once more and watched her back in the
kitchen gingerly removing the pegs, wincing as she had to pull them
away from the flesh, in which they had become embedded. Then she
began to assist the equally naked Thatch in the preparation of
lunch.


CHAPTER
THREE

DAVID’S FIRST
CONQUEST

 


Lunch itself
was quite an experience. The meal was fairly good, but David was
totally distracted from it by the two girls. They served it naked,
of course, and then remained in attendance. Afterwards, as James
relaxed at the table, munching an apple, the faintest of gestures
from him brought Thatch hurrying to his side. He then idly and
absent-mindedly stroked her thick bush of pubic hair as he ate.
David studied the girl’s face, noting the look of shame, revulsion
and despair which she was not entirely able to mask.

In fact, David
was so busy concentrating on the girls that several times he missed
what James was saying. The butler was fairly sympathetic, but had a
lot to get through and didn’t have the time or patience to repeat
everything twice. As the girls cleared away the plates, he said,
“tell you what, David: we’ll have an hour off after lunch for you
to let off steam, and then we’ll carry on. Thatch!”

The girl was
at his side in an instant. “Yes, Master?”

“Leave
Tree Trunks to clean up here. Go with your new Master to his room
and make sure he has a good time with you. Then return to the
cells.”

“Yes,
Master.” The girl’s voice was carefully emotionless, if slightly
subdued. The soft, breathy Welsh voice was divine.

David rose
from the table, and indicated Thatch should precede him out of the
room, not quite trusting himself to speak. On impulse, as the girl
walked out of the door, he gave her a meaty spank on her bare
behind. Unprepared, she staggered forwards a step, then resumed her
normal pace. Incredible, he thought: apart from a slight gasp of
surprise, she made no protest, nor moved out of range, nor covered
herself to prevent a repetition. Indeed, there was nothing to stop
him giving her a second slap. Surely this was Heaven! Five lovely,
luscious young females, each totally co-operative and subservient
to his whim - and hating every moment of it. This one had just been
ordered to submit to being fucked by him. Indeed, he had been
ordered to fuck her, an order he was only too keen to obey!

They reached
his room. He needed to go to the bathroom before they started, so
he gestured vaguely towards the floor and said thickly, “wait for
me.” The girl immediately knelt down, reaching her hands behind her
neck and grasping her dark hair so that her breasts rose a little.
David noted that she automatically knelt with legs well spread. She
must feel very vulnerable in that position, he thought, especially
since she knew only too well what she was here for.

She was still
in the same position when he returned a few minutes later. Her eyes
were lowered, whether from obeisance or misery he couldn’t tell.
Leisurely, he began to undress. As he did so, he gave the verbal
knife a couple of extra twists. “I see you’re very quick to open
your legs,” he observed.

“Yes,
Master.” Her unhappiness was clearly evident in her
voice.

“I
gather it wasn’t always so, though, was it? James tells me you were
a virgin when you arrived here.”

“Yes,
Master.”

“Bet
that seems like a long time ago now, eh?”

“Yes,
Master.” There was a slight shakiness in her voice, and his sharp
eyesight picked out the beginnings of a tear welling in the corner
of her eye. Well, James had told him never to miss a chance to
humiliate them, so he was only doing his job.

“I
suppose you’ve had quite a few cocks since then. How many, do you
reckon?”

“I don’t
know, Master, I’ve lost count,” she replied; “a lot,” she finally
managed. She was trying to hold it back, but a tinge of bitterness
escaped in her voice.

“Well,
add one more to the list,” he said as he pushed his pants down. His
John Thomas was, unsurprisingly, already swollen. She did not look
at it, her eyes still lowered, so he thrust it almost into her
face. “Kiss it,” he ordered. Without more than a couple of moments’
hesitation, she placed her lips to it, sending another shiver of
excitement through him. He did not move so she continued to kiss
him, moving her lips up and down his pole. She began to touch it
with her tongue, gradually, tantalisingly. She might be unwilling,
he reflected, but she had learned some good skills. He wondered how
many beatings it had taken to bring her to this point, where she
would perform without protest, without him needing to issue more
than the slightest of commands.

With the
excitements of the day, culminating in that last delicious thought,
he felt himself losing control, and stepped back from her, forcing
his climax down. One of these days he would erupt in front of her,
spraying her with his come: he would like to see the thick white
liquid running ever so slowly down her front, over her breasts and
through the crevice between them; but not today. This first time,
he wanted her to feel his load jetting into her belly, via that
most intimate of entrances to her body, which as a virgin she had
jealously guarded, presumably saving it for her future husband, but
which was now available to any man who her Masters felt like giving
her to.

He lay on the
bed, hands leisurely behind his head, his rigid male member
pointing steadfastly towards the ceiling. “Come on then, girl,” he
said thickly, “get yourself on here.”

Again without
more than the most imperceptible moment of hesitation, she stood up
and came over to the bed, knelt over him, and began to lower her
haunches, exhaling heavily as she impaled herself. He felt his
manhood slip inside her, felt her warm, succulent flesh surround
it, gripping it. God, she was tight! Now she began to move: firstly
the slightest of movement, then a small lifting of her hips,
gradually growing. He did not thrust: his intention was to make her
do the work while he lay there, concentrating solely on holding
himself back for as long as possible. Her movements settled into a
steady rhythm, accompanied by her now very audible breathing, which
was far less steady. With too much else to concentrate on now, she
was allowing her face to show her true emotions: distaste, horror,
humiliation and pure misery. Those looks alone were almost enough
to make him go off. No, not yet: he wanted to make this first
shafting of her a memorable one, for her more than himself, to
establish his mastery over her. She was still moving herself up and
down, adding to his lust: he couldn’t hold off much longer. He
watched her breasts gently rise and fall, and on an impulse reached
up with both hands and grasped them, not gently. His fingers dug
into the soft, tender flesh, eliciting a moan of pain from her, but
she didn’t stop. He could feel himself coming nearer and nearer to
losing control ...

Virtually at
the point of eruption, nearly wild now with his own lust, he rolled
over. She fell onto the large bed beneath him, his cock still fully
inside her. Bearing down on her, he began to thrust brutally, mad
with passion. Little “ooh”s and “aah”s of pain escaped her. His
fingers continued to dig into her tits, feeling the now erect
nipples: although she was hating her ordeal, he had been up her too
long for her to not be aroused, despite everything he could feel
her beginning to respond to him. That was the last thought in his
mind as he finally exploded, hot jets of sticky come spurting deep
into her. They writhed, locked together, for long moments as his
passion was spent, then he collapsed on top of her. Both of them
were exhausted, but only one of them was in seventh heaven.

Eventually he
rolled over. Only then did she move, climbing back on top of him
and starting to clean off his penis with her mouth, licking away
the last vestiges of his come. He knew from his previous visits all
the girls were obliged to do this, clean up after the act. She
reminded him of a well-trained cat, having dug itself a hole to
defecate, then fills the hole in once more, covering its mess. He
relaxed, drained, feeling her tongue gently slide over his now limp
weapon.

When she had
finished, she climbed off the bed and knelt once more, legs spread
once again, a few drops of white liquid thus clearly visible at her
gateway, glistening against the background of curly black hair. Her
eyes were lowered once more, now unquestionably from humiliation as
well as humility. Twin tears were rolling down her cheeks, although
she made no sound.

He was lying
on his back on the bed and beckoned her to come over. Idly, he
reached out his hand and stroked her pussy, enjoying the feel of
the luxuriant bush of hair. “Not too bad, I suppose,” he murmured,
referring to the coupling he had just enjoyed. “A good job you’re
not still a virgin being saved up for auction, eh, girl?”

“Yes,
Master.” That had been a cruel shot and it visibly hurt. Her voice
wasn’t too steady, the musical Welsh accent frayed a little at the
edges.

“Tell me
about the night you all lost your cherries.”

She went red,
and the words were hesitant, but an order is an order, however
casual. “It was awful, Master. They made us parade naked whilst the
men bid for us. Having to stand there whilst the bids came in for
your most ... well, treasured possession, I suppose ... anyway, it
was probably the most humiliating moment of my life; even worse
than when we had to strip for the first time.”

Her voice was
a little breathy in places, because he was still stroking her
delta, touching and teasing the sex lips through the dense covering
of hair. She was becoming aroused again, without question. David
wondered whether he could bring her off just with his fingers, only
a couple of minutes after she had already had an intense orgasm. He
thought he could and decided to go for it. As his fingers started
to go deeper, he said, “I’ve seen photos of the auction. Why were
your wrists locked to your collar?”

“I ...
requested it, Master. I was so nervous, I thought I might do
something stupid like cover myself up or resist somehow. I would
have had a terrible beating later if I had.”

“And
what was the sex itself like?”

She coloured
slightly. “To be honest, Master, I don’t remember it that much.
I’ve been ... raped ...” - her voice faltered on the word - “so
many times that it’s hard to recall any one of them. I remember it
hurting when my ... hymen was ruptured, but mostly I just remember
realising I was about to change forever, I could never go back to
being what I was.”

“So you
became and are now a full slave.”

“Yes,
Master.” He breathing was growing deep and affected now, she had to
make an effort to keep her voice controlled. However, she went on,
almost as if she wanted to get things off her chest. “But in
another way, it was a relief.”

“A
relief?”

“Well,
we’d known it was coming for some time, and at least it got it over
with. And we ... oohhh ... we knew we couldn’t escape
it.”

She was close
now, the pitch of her voice rising despite her efforts to keep it
down. “Hot little bitch, aren’t you?” he said quietly.

“Yes,
Master ... aaahhh ... ooooohh ...”

She came,
shuddering and wriggling, but without moving from the spot where
she was standing: she had not been given permission, she was
learning the value of self-discipline as a means of avoiding
punishment. As she was coming down from her peak, he got up and
dressed himself. He had originally intended to take a shower, but
she had cleaned him so well it wasn’t strictly necessary, and he
didn’t want to be late for James. As he dressed, he nodded to her.
“You can go,” he said simply, deliberately avoiding giving her even
the slightest acknowledgement for what she had recently done with
him.

“Thank
you, Master. It was an honour to serve you.” The words were quiet
and steady, a more or less obligatory statement as he knew. She
could now bring herself to sound as if she meant it, which for him
made it all the more delicious. He did not condescend to reply, and
she left the room, no doubt very grateful to be able to
go.

It was
actually a first for David, the first time he had ever had sex
without a condom. There was no danger of pregnancy: all slave girls
were sterilised soon after arrival. The operation was actually
reversible, they could elect to have it undone when they were
retired; of course, the sterilisation itself was carried out
without their consent and without their knowledge until after the
operation had been done. Nevertheless, on previous visits to the
Manor, David had been obliged to wear a condom to prevent disease -
that is, disease coming from him, not them. Prior to his arrival
here as a full-time member of staff, however, he had been
thoroughly checked out by a doctor who was an inner member of the
organisation, the doctor who performed the sterilisations in fact.
A slightly embarrassing check-up in some ways, but well worth it as
a condition of being employed here. All men in the organisation,
even Master Charles himself, were checked regularly, absolutely
without exception, so fair enough. He was clean.

When David
re-joined James in the control room, the main monitor showed Thatch
waiting by the door to the kennels basement. David noticed she had
wiped the tears away, but still looked very subdued, pensive even.
She had pushed the button, signalling to James that she was ready
to enter, some time ago, but he had waited for David to arrive
before he let her in. She, of course, simply had to wait for as
long as he chose. Now he pressed the switch and the door opened.
Sensor operated, the camera view altered to the clearing in front
of the kennels as Thatch came down the steps and into the area.

Stick Insect
and Tree Trunks were waiting, sitting in front of their kennels,
their long chains leading from their collars to the floor behind
them. Both of them were reading paperbacks, but they looked up as
their fellow captive arrived.

“Been
had by the new Master?” Tree Trunks’ tone was mildly sympathetic.
Thatch nodded wordlessly.

“What
was he like?” Stick Insect sounded slightly anxious.

The recently
raped girl shrugged her shoulders. With the camera in close-up,
David could see the bruises his fingers had left on her breasts.
“Like most of them,” she said, clearly intending it to be the end
of the conversation, and moved off towards the showers.

James leaned
forwards and turned off the monitor. “None of them like discussing
their sex experiences,” he observed. “Stick Insect sometimes annoys
the others by asking, although she’s as tight-lipped as anyone
about her own sessions.”

“I
thought Thatch might say I was a bit rough. I was fairly hard on
her.”

“They’re
used to being handled rough.” James dismissed the point, clearly
indicating to David that he was well within his rights to treat
others as he had Thatch. Oh, glorious life! “Now then,” James
continued, “let’s go over how these security systems work again
...”


CHAPTER
FOUR

STICK
INSECT

 


Charles joined
them for the evening meal, which was this time served by Stick
Insect and Apples.

Charles was in
his early fifties, the epitome of the successful businessman,
although nobody would have guessed that his business was the white
slave trade. He talked expansively about the business, referring to
the slaves sometimes as assets, stock, acquisitions or other
similar accounting terms. When he gently patted Apples’ bottom and
said, “good rump on this one,” he might have been talking about a
racehorse. The girls’ attitude towards him was markedly different
than towards the other two men: his very presence seemed to
frighten or awe them. Both undoubtedly seemed to have accepted the
fact that he owned them.

As if being
waited on by nubile and naked young beauties wasn’t enough, to have
different ones for each meal was mind-blowing. The five girls were
each different in their own way. Pussy was the glamourous one,
absolutely stunning in every department; Apples had the athletic,
sporty, almost tomboy figure; Stick Insect, despite her name, had a
wonderful hour-glass shape, with very firm, almost conical breasts
enhanced by her slim waist; Thatch was the tall one with the
model’s legs and the rather hairier mound which David had already
sampled; whilst Tree Trunks, although she had slightly more of a
homely air compared to the other girls, and could perhaps be called
pretty whilst the other four, especially Pussy, were all really
beautiful, appealed to the sort of men like David who liked the
rounder, more curved figure and generous breasts. Even hair colour
was varied: Tree Trunks and Apples were auburn, Stick Insect almost
peroxide blonde, Pussy a more gentle ginger-blonde, and Thatch
black-haired. When David mentioned this, Charles confirmed that it
was company policy to keep a selection of types at the Manor for
the customers’ choice.

“We were
extremely lucky with the Welsh group,” he said, referring to
Thatch, Tree Trunks, Pussy and Stick Insect who had been captured
together. “When the time comes to contract them out, we might well
keep them together.”

“I
understand Ralph organised their acquisition and delivery,” David
said.

“Yes, he
did really well. I was a bit unsure at first, since it was
unplanned, but he turned out to be quite right.” He sounded very
proud of his son, with good reason. “It all went off without a
hitch, and they’ve already proved very lucrative. The auction of
their virginity was extremely profitable: since then they’ve
continued to be very much in demand with the visitors.” Stick
Insect had to stand and listen to all this calm, carefree
description of her abduction and subsequent hideous suffering, not
least that nightmare first rape when she had lost, or rather been
robbed of, her virginity after an unbelievably humiliating auction,
naked in front of twenty or thirty men who had bid for the right to
take the maidenhood of her and her friends.

Stick Insect
irritated David, though. Although perfectly behaved when Charles
was present, being too frightened of him to do anything else, he
had noticed that she was subtly different after he had gone, taking
Apples with him for his evening’s entertainment. Somehow the
blonde’s air, her stance, even her firm, thrusting breasts with the
nipples pointing out, seemed to indicate defiance even as she
obeyed every command. It was as if she was saying, I have no choice
but to do what you tell me, but I despise you for it and you will
never completely break me. Perhaps he had noticed it when she was
working with Apples, who, as a far more experienced slave than any
of the others, was totally subservient, in mind as well as body.
Apples was totally obedient and co-operative, if she did not like
what was done to her, she gave no indication of it at all. Stick
Insect, although she obeyed, was rather different. David mentioned
it to James whilst the girl was out of the room, washing the
dishes.

James nodded.
“Have her for your company tonight,” he suggested. “See if you
can’t knock her into shape a bit.” David was delighted: despite
being thoroughly drained by Thatch after lunch, he had already
built up a head of steam for another bout of intercourse this
evening.

James noticed
his reaction. “Look,” the butler said, “you take whichever girls
you want, whenever you like, as long as they’re not being used by
customers or ear-marked for anything else. Obviously, as managing
director and actual owner of the company and therefore the girls,
Charles has first pick, but if he gets down to the kennels and
finds that you’ve got the one he wanted, he’ll simply take
another.”


“Wouldn’t he mind?”

“Not
unless he had already said he wanted that one. He wouldn’t expect
you to be able to read his mind, he believes in first come, first
served. He told you, the girls are your salary, that means
whichever of them you want and as often as you want, so get stuck
in!”

Needless to
say, David needed no prompting!

However, a
couple of male visitors had booked time that evening first. James
met them at the gate when they arrived and brought them up to the
house, where David was introduced to them, on a first name basis
only, as Ralph’s replacement. He understood the girls were normally
all brought out and paraded so that the guests could choose, but
these two were clearly regulars and knew who they wanted. One took
Pussy, the other Thatch. Neither girl looked pleased to be chosen
as they entered the lounge, having been summoned from the kennels,
but of course there was no protest. David could not go off duty
until the visitors left, so he spent the time wandering around the
house, familiarising himself with the layout. Eventually the two
men finished and came downstairs, the girls, both a little sheepish
and embarrassed, in tow. James took the men away to check that
everything had been satisfactory, arrange payment and escort them
to the gate; David, meanwhile, took the two girls back down to the
kennels.

He made them
walk in front of him, observing that Thatch’s bottom carried some
fresh welts. “I see your client took the whip to you, Thatch,”
David said, reaching out and touching the girl’s welted cheeks. She
flinched at the careless touch on her very sore flesh, but did not
move out of reach. “I trust,” he continued pompously, “that it was
not for disobedience.”

“No,
Master,” she assured him hastily. “It was just for his pleasure.”
Again she could not quite keep the bitterness out of her voice.
“Some of them like to ... to whip us before they have us. Or after,
sometimes.”

“Well,
it keeps you on your toes,” he said as if it was of no
consequence.

“Yes,
Master,” she said miserably.

“Was
your customer good, Thatch?” David asked.

“Er, I’m
sure he enjoyed himself, Master.”

“But was
he as good in bed as I was?”

The girl had
to be careful with her answer: it was not wise to say anything
adverse about a visitor, or indeed any free man. “You were
wonderful, Master,” she settled upon, although again she could not
quite bring herself to say it as if she really, one hundred per
cent, meant it. David smiled and patted her behind, causing her to
flinch again.

He took them
into the basement and allowed them both to take a shower before
chaining them up. Even in the showers, they had no privacy: the
shower curtains were totally transparent. Whilst they showered, he
checked the other girls. This would now be a nightly task. He had
to ensure each had her collar on, that the chain was securely
attached to both the collar and the floor in which it was cemented,
that the locks were working properly, and of course that all the
girls were present and correct. They were again reading paperbacks
when he approached - the slight escape such books offered from
their nightmare reality was apparently very welcome - but
immediately put them down and got into kneeling position, legs
again apart. He gave each girls’ boobs a good grope as he did his
checks. None of them made any objection, of course, but Stick
Insect could not entirely disguise her revulsion, whilst Apples
seemed to accept it rather more easily. No doubt the others would
when they had been here as long as she!

Thatch and
Pussy returned from the showers, sensuously damp, and immediately
knelt down in front of their own kennels and affixed their chains
to their collars. Once they snapped the locks shut, they could not
open them, of course, but they shut them all the same. Such
behaviour was automatic, because if they made the slightest fuss,
privileges could be withdrawn, to say nothing of a possible
whipping, of course.

“What
privileges have they got to lose?” David had asked.

“Their
good food, for a start: a week of cold porridge and water for every
meal soon palls. The paperbacks they read: it can be very boring
cooped up in the kennels for much of the day. And most of all,
their beauty aids. The girls soon discover that being naked all the
time, especially in the company of other very attractive girls,
makes it essential they look their best. Being naked and looking
very good is humiliating for them: being naked and not looking
their best is both humiliating and very embarrassing. Try refusing
a girl permission to shave her armpits and legs for a couple of
weeks. She’ll soon be begging.” So Thatch and Pussy attached their
collars and chains without any fuss. Anyway, what was the point of
arguing about it?

Once they had
been checked, David turned to Stick Insect. “You’re going to keep
me company for a while, girl” he announced, unlocking her
collar.

She stood up.
“Yes, Master,” she said. There was only slight disappointment in
her voice. She knew, all the girls knew, that they would have to
sexually entertain their new keeper. It was only a question of
when, and perhaps how many times over the next few weeks before his
initial thirst was quenched; even after that he would still use
them from time to time. They were resigned to it. Rarely did a day
go by without at least one male prick up the passage of each of
them. Stick Insect walked up the stairs back to the main house,
David following her. Behind them, Thatch was lying face down on the
floor in the clearing whilst Tree Trunks gently rubbed soothing
cream into her whip marks. That was another privilege which they
were grateful for: by the day after tomorrow, the cream would have
helped those welts to heal almost completely. Just in time, if
Thatch was unlucky, for another dose.

On impulse,
David led Stick Insect into the lounge rather than his room. The
main reason for this was that every movement of the girl, her whole
demeanour, suggested a rather childish defiance: not the brave,
heroic type of defiance of a captured young woman, but the spoilt,
babyish immaturity of a brat who just will not do what she is told
on principle. Of course, Stick Insect did do what she was told, she
dared not defy a Master, but she kept that look in her eye, that
tilt to her head which said, do what you want, if you must, but see
if I care.

David made her
stand in front of him and he looked her over. She really did have a
fine body: the conical breasts were so firm that a bra would have
been a complete waste of time; her body tapered down to a
pencil-thin waist, then out to perfectly proportioned hips, then
long, slim but shapely legs. James had told him that they hadn’t
realised what a gem they had picked up in this girl until they had
stripped her, and he could understand that: facially, she was quite
pretty, but her body was sensational. Apparently, when clothed it
was far less evident. David smiled: it would be very rare for her
to be clothed these days. Her pale skin was flawless, her long,
straight blonde hair reached a few inches down her back. Doubt was
cast upon the naturalness of that hair colour by the slightly
darker wisps of hair between her legs: with typical cruelty, her
owners had allowed her, made her in fact, continue to dye the hair
on her head, but forbade her to also treat her pubic hair, thus
giving away the game. In her former life, of course, it did not
matter, as nobody saw her private hair: but nowadays, it was always
on view.

Their eyes
met. The slight flush in her cheeks told him that she was not
impervious to the fact that she was being made to blatantly display
herself, but neither did it subdue her. Still holding her gaze,
David picked up a whip. It was a many-thonged one, with seven or
eight thin strips, each over a foot long. Her face fell a little,
but did not crumple.

“Stand
with your legs a bit wider apart; hands on head,” he ordered. She
obeyed, seeming to manage her timing to show that there was no
hesitation to obey, but no haste either: it was as if she was going
to do it anyway, and would do so in her own time. We’ll see about
that, you little minx, he thought to himself, and began to stroll
leisurely around her.

Without
warning, he swung the strap at her, so that the tails scythed into
her buttocks. She flinched a little, but made no noise. He
continued his slow meander, when he reached the other side, gave
her a second, back-hand stroke in the same place. As he wandered
around in front of her, he studied her lovely face. No change of
expression, or perhaps just a slight lengthening of the face, a bit
more unhappiness in the eyes. He moved around to the side again,
and gave her five sharp lashes in quick succession. She flinched
each time, and on the last two made slight, sharp intakes of
breath. He lowered his aim a little, and gave her five more across
the backs of the tops of her legs, just below her bottom. He knew
that girls were a lot less able to take pain there, indeed, she
gasped and moved each time, at one point even briefly lifting her
hands off her head before recovering and quickly replacing
them.

Consequently,
David decided that a bit of encouragement for her to hold herself
in place was needed. Leaning close to her, he whispered in her ear:
“if you break position again, bitch, I’ll take you down to the
torture chamber, chain you up and then give you something to really
make you wriggle!”

Her almost
whispered answer of “yes, Master” betrayed only the slightest
tremor of fear, but the next time he looked, he noticed that her
hands were no longer placed on top of her head but were now
clutching her hair, therefore making it that little bit easier to
keep them there under provocation. So she was not quite completely
immune to what he was doing!

David moved
behind her again and swung the lash once more, not quite so hard
now, but instead of a horizontal arc he brought it up vertically,
right between her legs. The noise it made when it connected was
much less, but she almost doubled up, and he heard a sharp intake
of breath as the thongs made sharp contact with her very sensitive
areas. Still, she managed to hold herself in place. He gave her
another one and she writhed again, but her feet remained as
immobile as if they were nailed to the floor and her hands stayed
on her head. He moved round in front of her again and looked into
her face. There was a thin sheen of sweat on her forehead and her
lips were parted slightly. Those last two strokes would have hurt
quite a bit.

“Open
your legs wider.”

Never a
welcome order, this was worse than usual because she knew that she
was inviting another shot there with the tawse. There was just a
moment’s hesitation, but then she did as she was told, and he only
had to say “wider” once before she was standing well spread,
waiting, trembling slightly, for the inevitable. From the front, he
stung her five times between the legs with the whip, then went
round to the back again and gave her another three. She was
starting to squeal just a little, more of a squeak really, at every
stroke, and she was breathing hard, her chest rising and
falling.

He began to
swap targets: five hard, biting shots across her bum again, then a
few on her tummy, some on the fronts and backs of her legs. Then he
swung the leather into her firm chest, again not as hard as he had
hit her bum, but enough to really hurt and bring an anguished sob
out of her. She shook her shoulders as if that could soothe the
pain, since she was not allowed to use her hands, but it did not
help. He noticed that her breasts were so firm that they hardly
moved. He lashed her twice more on her titties, studying her face
and enjoying her reactions. She no longer looked so arrogant:
instead there was a pleading look on her face, nicely mixed with an
expression of despair and, of course, another of pain. Her eyes
were watery, although she wasn’t actually crying yet. He did
another tour around her, giving her a couple more strokes on each
target area, except for her bottom which got six hard ones. To give
her due, she remained in position throughout, which must have taken
no little will-power, but when he faced her once more he saw that
the tears were coming now, rolling silently down her cheeks.

“Do you
know,” he said easily, as if it was of no consequence, “I think we
could carry on with this all night.”

It was
perfectly true, and she knew it. She had been standing here for
barely fifteen minutes, he could continue without difficulty for
several hours. There were red, splotchy marks on her skin wherever
the whip had caressed her, but with this particular instrument, as
she knew, they would have faded by tomorrow. She would be sore
tonight, and still somewhat sore tomorrow morning as it was, but he
could do a lot more to her yet if he so chose. He didn’t
particularly feel like it, but he wanted to establish his mastery
over her. Time, perhaps, to give her a chance to acknowledge
that.


“Describe your situation to me, girl,” he said
lazily.

The blonde
licked dry lips and, after a moment to collect her thoughts, spoke
hesitantly. “I am a slave, Master. I am owned by Master Charles,
who can do ... whatever he wants with me. As part of Master
Charles’ company, you also have the right to do ... anything you
want with me.”

“Well,
correct in practice, but perhaps the full technical situation has
never been made clear to you. You belong to the British Slave
Trading Company, which is a family firm. Master Charles is chairman
of the company and majority shareholder; his son and his father
also have shares, and I believe Master James has a few as well. The
company isn’t on the stock exchange or anything, of course, but
they do keep proper accounts and so on. Your name, amongst others
of course, appears on the list of assets. As for me, I am an
employee of the company, so you are like a desk or a chair in the
company office, owned by the firm but used by the
employees.”

The girl
winced slightly at words like “belong” and “owned”, but nodded
acceptance, nevertheless. “Thank you for making that clear to me,
Master. I ... wasn’t aware of the exact situation.”

“Well,
you got the important thing right, which is that must obey Masters
Charles, James or myself. For that matter,” he suggested, “perhaps
any man is your Master.” He waited for a reply.

She swallowed.
“Any man is my natural superior, Master. I am here to please men.”
It was clearly not an answer she liked giving.

“And do
you think you do please them?”

“Not as
much as some of the others, Master: I’m afraid that I’m not as
pretty or ... well-endowed as some of them. In fact, my body is so
thin and shapeless that my slave name is Stick Insect.”

David
suppressed a smile. Although he preferred bigger girls, there was
no way that this girl could be truthfully described in the way she
had just said. She sounded as though she really meant that part,
however; James had hypothesized that she had quite an inferiority
complex deep down, an assessment David was beginning to agree with.
He saw no reason at this point to disillusion her on that point.
“So, as slaves go, you’re not worth too much on the company’s
balance sheet?”

“I ...
wouldn’t think so, Master.”

“Well,
you do have a few advantages. For example, how old are
you?”


“Eighteen, Master.”

“Well,
then, think: what advantage is that to the company?”

He was
standing right in front of her, keeping the whip in view to
encourage her. Every so often, he would place it on her jutting
breasts and run it across them. Consequently, she felt it advisable
to give him the answers he wanted. “They retire slaves at age
thirty, Master, so they’ll get a lot of years’ service from me.
Twelve years.” The last two words were breathed almost in horror:
it could not be a pleasant thought for her, twelve years of this
stretching out ahead of her.

“And
another thing which has already earned some useful extra revenue
from you,” he smiled. “I understand you arrived here a
virgin.”

She reddened,
and swallowed again. The next few sentences she found difficult to
get out, but she knew it would be worse for her if she didn’t.
“Yes, Master. I gather ... they made a good profit out of selling
my virginity.”

He nodded.
“Nice stroke of luck, that. Good thing you’d saved it up for them,
rather than wasting it on some Welsh boy.”

“Yes,
Master: very ... fortunate.” She nearly croaked on the last word.
Tears were brimming in her eyes.

He decided to
bring things to a close. “And are you good in bed?”

“I ...
don’t know, Master ... I haven’t had many complaints
...”

“MANY
complaints? I trust you’ve been soundly beaten when a customer has
been dissatisfied.”

“Yes,
Master ...” he said nothing, so she had to continue, say something:
“ ... it’s only been once or twice, but as I was a virgin when I
came here, you have to remember that I’m not very, er,
experienced.”

He guffawed:
she’d dropped herself right in it. “Not very experienced? I know
they didn’t sell you virginity straight away, but it must have been
at least three months ago. How many men have had you since
then?”

She hung her
head. “I don’t know, Master, it’s hard to keep count.” He waited,
giving her a tap on her hip with the whip, just enough to remind
her of its presence. “At least a hundred, Master,” she forced out.
Tears were flowing now.

It was a
reasonable guess: it was rare for a day to go by without each girl
being fucked at least once. There were visitors to the Manor just
about every night, these days; when David had first started coming
here himself, they had been rarer, but Charles had done quite a bit
of work on building up that side of the operation of late.

“At
least a hundred different men! And you don’t think that makes you
experienced! Quite a little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,
Master,” she whispered.

“Well,
there’s only one real way to assess your ability. You may entertain
me.”

She had known
this was almost certainly coming, but it was still unwelcome news.
“Yes, Master,” she said unenthusiastically. “Thank you, Master,”
she added to be safe.

Still facing
her, he swung the whip again, letting the thongs wrap around her
rear, the tips biting into her hip on the one side and the
beginnings of it hitting her on the other. She gasped in unexpected
pain and shock.

“And
you’d better show a bit more keenness than that, girl,” he said
sharply before indicating to her to precede him out of the room.
Inwardly, he cursed. For all the ritual humiliating of her he had
just so carefully worked, that last, lethargic acceptance of her
fate had in some ways undone it all, leaving him wondering if he
wasn’t back at square one. In all likelihood, she would now go
through the motions of working to please him whilst to herself just
viewing it as another rape of her succulent young body. David
clocked this encounter up as a draw, albeit one which one side had
enjoyed contesting far more than the other. Well, right now he felt
like just screwing her, locking her away for the night and then
getting off to bed. It had been a long day.


CHAPTER
FIVE

TREE
TRUNKS

 


It was the
evening of the second day when David had Tree Trunks for the first
time.

During the
day, he had been very busy. James was supervising him as he began
to get to grips with his various jobs and David was extremely
careful to make sure each job was done very thoroughly and
correctly. He was taking no chances, as he was still very much on
trial. Thoroughness was a major part of James’ nature, and David
had to learn to emulate that; he was, after all, looking after five
valuable caged birds, and he had to do it right for all their
sakes, the girls included. However, with no outside interests - the
life of the Manor was totally absorbing - he found it easy to
concentrate on his job.

Despite all
this, he had found time during the day to fuck another of the
girls. James had continued to assure him that taking his pleasure
of them, however he used them, should not be seen as time off but
actually as part of the job, and he was beginning to feel
comfortable with that. Now he had the choice of whichever girl he
wanted, and had, fairly logically he thought, opted for the
beautiful Pussy. Her attitude seemed somewhat different to that of
Thatch and Stick Insect: although the coupling was clearly not what
she would have chosen, she seemed to take the view that it was
going to happen anyway and so she might as well make the best of
it. Consequently, she approached the sex session not quite with
enthusiasm but at least with less reluctance than the other two.
Like them, she had been taught some tricks and skills, and it had
been a delicious fucking as far as he was concerned. And for her?
Well, what did that matter? But he was pretty sure that she had an
orgasm. He had gathered that the girls didn’t usually fake orgasms.
There was no real need to: the men were not normally trying to give
the girls pleasure, so the girls didn’t need to pretend that they
had succeeded in order to avoid damaging male egos.

But now, in
the evening, he was raring to go again. He had considered choosing
Pussy again, but he thought that it might be best to sample each
girl once as early as possible, so he selected Tree Trunks when he
locked the others up for the night. It must be quite embarrassing
for her, he reflected, having to walk out of the basement with him,
watched by the other girls who all knew exactly why they were going
upstairs. Of course, they knew that it wasn’t voluntary, also each
of the other girls had been in that position many times, but even
so it couldn’t be too easy for them.

In actual
fact, they had all been used tonight anyway. There had been quite a
few visitors, six in all, and each girl had been used at least
once, Pussy twice. There had been a couple of visitors during the
day as well, so the girls had been kept busy. It was more than just
a brothel here, though, as the frequent yells of pain from girls
which could be heard from outside the doors of the various “fun
rooms” testified. Thatch, David noticed, had been particularly
unlucky, and wore a fresh set of cane marks on top of the welts she
had received yesterday, and she was far from being the only marked
one.

It must be a
very lucrative operation, David reflected. These visitors all paid
handsomely for the privileges of using the slaves, as he himself
used to do. Still, there were overheads, including of course his
own employment, and no cost was spared on security. He smiled to
himself: that lovely irony again, of the girls working to pay for
their captors and chains. However, he also knew that a lot of what
the girls earned for the organisation was invested in trust funds
for the girls themselves for when they were “retired” from active
service. It wasn’t what they would have chosen, of course, but it
did all provide for their futures.

David’s mind
returned to the present as he entered his bedroom, Tree Trunks
behind him. He turned to face her and said, simply, “kneel.” He had
decided, for now at least, that any girl entering his room should
spend at least a little time on her knees contemplating what was to
come.

Tree Trunks
knelt, in the way all of them had been taught: toes tucked
underneath her, hands clasped behind her, back straight, shoulders
back in order to push her breasts out, hardly necessary with this
one, but she still had to do it, and of course legs apart. She kept
her eyes lowered, more in shame than by instruction.

David wandered
over to her and looked down at her. “You have a good pair of tits,
girl,” he murmured.


“Th-thank you, Master,” she stuttered in reply. James had
given him a thumb-nail sketch of her character: like the other
three Welsh girls, she had arrived at the Manor as a virgin, as
they all had, but she was probably the least experienced as far as
boys went, although at nineteen she was the oldest of the four by a
few months and in all other ways the most mature. A quietly
religious girl, she would almost have certainly stayed chaste until
her wedding, if she had been given the choice. She certainly would
not relish the position she was in right now, particularly as she
knew only too well what was to come!

He strolled
behind her. “Good arse, as well,” he commented. “Let’s have a
better look at it.” Without warning, he put a hand on her back and
shoved her forwards. “Hands and knees,” he ordered as she
overbalanced and fell. Immediately she pushed herself back up on
her hands, dipping her back so that her bottom thrust itself out
and up. She kept her legs apart, offering quite a lewd display as
she surely knew. Another position she had been trained to adopt.
The large breasts hung down from her torso.

He knelt down
beside her. The open legs were too tempting to resist, so he
reached between them with a hand and stroked her, feeling the
coarse, curly hairs quiver as she shuddered with horror when she
felt his fingers in her intimate places. Still, horrified or not,
she did not resist. “You’ve been well trained,” he complimented
her. “What sort of things did they do to you, to teach you always
to submit like this?”

She stammered
her answer between gasps and shudders of revulsion. “They ...
sometimes they would order us to do something, then cane us if we
refused, and go on caning us until we did it, and then some more
after we had done it. Wh-whatever it was, they would never stop
until we did it, so ... I suppose we learned you could never avoid
doing anything, only delay it.” She shivered at the memories.
“Sometimes ... they would pick on one of us and threaten to whip
one of the other girls if the one they picked on didn’t obey. The
four of us, that’s ... haah” - she gasped as he pushed a finger
inside her, and carried on talking to try to take her mind off what
he was doing, although the memories she was evoking were scarcely
less unpleasant - “... Thatch, Pussy, Stick Insect and me, we were
friends before we were brought here, so ... ooohh ... that was
quite effective ...”

The last word
trailed off as he pushed the finger a little further in. She was
instinctively resisting him a little, but without bringing her legs
together she couldn’t do much to stop him. And she didn’t bring her
legs together. “Do go on,” he invited silkily.

The speech was
more halting and breathy now. “We ... aahhhh ... I remember being
bent over a chair, well, tied to it, actually, with my ... ooooh
... my bottom high up in the air and Master James standing over me
with a riding crop ... oh, no, please, aah ... he was going to use
it on me if Thatch didn’t do something ... something disgusting
with Master Ralph. I remember ... ooohh ... praying that she would
do it, God forgive me, but I’d already experienced that crop and it
was so awful, just unendurable ... so then when it was my turn out
the front ... nnnnhh ... I knew I had to do what they said, rather
than let my friends suffer because of me.” The last couple of words
were virtually a sob, less because of what he was doing than
because of the memories she was evoking within herself.

He stopped his
ministrations, a little bored with them. “I notice that you use the
slave names of your friends very naturally.”

“Yes,
Master.” He had to prompt her gently for her to continue. “Master
Ralph set up a rule: if we don’t use a slave name, then both girls
get it. So, if I called Thatch by her, um, former name, even just
once, then both she and I would get beaten for it. You get so that
you want to be called by your slave name, because if not
...”

He nodded.
“And your name is?”

“Tree
Trunks, Master.” The note of shame in her voice deepened
slightly.

He reached out
a hand and stroked her thighs, each in turn. “Yes, they are good
and meaty, aren’t they?”

“Yes,
Master,” she replied, both shamefully and
apologetically.

“On,
don’t worry too much, you can’t have big tits and a big arse
without having big thighs as well,” he said as he continued to
stroke them. “And I think they’re quite shapely, anyway. I like big
curvy girls.” It was amusing to think that this was as close as the
girl would come to a gentlemanly compliment most of the time these
days.


“Th-thank you, Master.” Still in the hands and knees
position, legs spread, as undignified a pose as you could come up
with and showing off bum and thighs in a most unfeminine way, it
was a compliment she could well have done without!

“And
tell me, what do you think of as your name? What name do you call
yourself, in the privacy of your thoughts?”

“Tree
Trunks, Master.”

A split-second
later, she yelped as he brought the flat of his hand down on her
upraised bottom with stinging force. It stung his hand, anyway, so
she must have felt it rather more. “Don’t lie to me, bitch,” he
said sharply.

‘I’m not
lying, Master,” she said desperately. She was still in position and
would know that she was proffering her bottom in a most inviting
way for further treatment; furthermore, as with almost every room
in the manor, there were instruments hanging on the wall that would
make a much more painful impact than his hand, doubtless she did
not want to make the acquaintance of any of them. Lying to a Master
was a dangerous offence. She went on, hastily: “I ... yes,
sometimes I still think of myself by my old name, but mostly I use
my slave name. Honestly!” The last word was added quickly as he
raised his hand to strike her once more, but she did not move from
her position. He marvelled at the fear of worse punishment that had
been installed into her, that she would remain as she knelt even if
he took a strap to her. He paused, deliberately holding the threat
over her. She continued again: “it’s a bit hard to explain, Master,
but ... we’ve changed since we came here. Nothing’s the same as it
used to be. I ... don’t think any of us could ever have dreamed we
could do the things we have to do. So ... sometimes it’s easier to
think of yourself as a completely different person.”

But to think
of yourself by that insulting name, he thought. Anyway, since he
had gone to the trouble of raising his hand, he might as well
finish it off. He brought it down in another swinging slap, making
a satisfying noise as his hand met her firm young flesh. She saw
the stroke coming out of the corner of her eye and tensed, but
again did not try to avoid it.

“I
believe you, by the way,” he said casually, “but I felt like
spanking you anyway.” James had advised him to always make sure the
girls could distinguish between being punished and being beaten for
his pleasure. “Also, I’m told that you quite like the odd hand
paddling.” Her face, already beetroot red, blushed slightly deeper
still. Not surprisingly, she did not reply, but of course he could
insist she did so. “True?” he prompted.

“Er ...
yes, Master.” She needed another prompt before continuing, and even
then she could only manage, “but only if it’s not too hard,
Master.”

He made no
reply, but reached underneath her to grasp one of the hanging
breasts. The nipple wasn’t rock hard, but it was a little harder
than the natural state. A prolonged spanking would probably bring
it up, but he wasn’t interested right now. He was suddenly
beginning to feel overwhelmed with lust and desire for this lovely,
voluptuous, helpless creature on her hands and knees before him.
Kicking his shoes off, he almost frantically pulled off his
trousers and pants before almost diving on top of her, not even
bothering to get her onto the bed, but pushing her onto her back
and holding her legs open ready for his entrance. Taken by
surprise, her instinctive reaction was to resist at first, then she
began to fight down that instinct and, albeit extremely
reluctantly, allow him to have his way with her.

It was a fast
and furious coupling, easily the most intense of his life to date.
Bereft of his usual cold, calculating technique, he just buried his
head in her ample bosom and thrust his cock brutally in, hands
clasping her round buttocks and pulling her towards her by them
when he needed to. She, he later found out, was the most repressed
and least skilful of the slaves, but that didn’t matter tonight.
She found it somewhere within herself to cling tight to him and let
him have his way with her. Despite her lack of real enthusiasm,
however, she could not help but orgasm, something he later found
was a rarity for her.

Both were very
quiet when he returned her to her kennel for the night. He was
tired, and she was very ashamed, as she always was after a rape.
She might as well get used to it, he thought as he clicked her neck
chain into place and had one last lingering feel of her boobs
before walking off: she would have a lot more men to entertain in
the weeks, months and years ahead.


CHAPTER
SIX

PUSSY

 


Pussy stood
stiffly to attention before her Master.

She had
already been standing there for some minutes. This new Master, she
had already found out, enjoyed just looking at the slaves, admiring
their beauty, and just at this moment she was the one he just
happened to feel like ogling. And he was, of course, able to see
her, all of her, because she was nearly always fully naked.

Light
ginger-blonde hair framed a beautiful face which would have done
credit to a model, a career she had seriously considered pursuing.
Her figure would have helped: she was tall and slim, breasts a good
size and firm, bedecked with discreet nipples; a trim, flat stomach
above a light covering of ginger hair over an exciting love nest
which had inspired her slave name; long, nicely curved legs. Behind
her, pert buttocks would have looked mouth-watering in a miniskirt
or jeans, and looked even better in the flesh.

As Eve stood
there, staring sightless into the middle distance and feeling his
eyes rove over her flesh, she tried to tell herself that it wasn’t
important. Before she had been captured and brought here, in what
she now looked upon as her former life, so different and alien to
her day-to-day existence now, she had often dressed herself with
the specific intention of attracting the boys’ attention: short
skirts, showing her long, tapering legs, or a low neckline, hinting
at her firm young breasts and showing a little of her cleavage.
Nowadays, every man who came here invariably saw her completely
nude. She had tried, with some success, to convince herself that it
was only convention, that just as the way she had dressed in the
past would have been considered obscene by the Victorians, so was
her now total lack of attire conventional in this world she now
inhabited. Of course, that wasn’t the real point. The real point
was that she had absolutely no choice in the matter. Eve stood
there and allowed his burning gaze (that was another difference
compared to the past: long ago, a boy or man would discreetly
admire her loveliness, but now they did not bother to hide their
lustful stares) simply because she had no wish to incur punishment
for disobedience. She had been here long enough to know they were
semi-experienced slaves. That was not good news because it
contained little benefit, only the disadvantage that any rebellion
or failure to be completely co-operative with their vile wishes
would be dealt with even more severely than when they had first
arrived. Eve could not repress a shudder at even the vaguest
thoughts of being punished for disobedience. It was far easier to
submit, to stand here and let him look, and indeed whatever else he
chose to do.

She still
thought of herself as Eve. Pussy was her slave name, a name she
naturally disliked, although it was nowhere near as bad as some of
the other girls’ names: all slave names were deliberately chosen to
be demeaning and insulting. Still, Pussy was the name she had been
ordered to use and respond to, and again it was advisable to obey.
Her three friends from her school-days who had been captured at the
same time did the same, and she had found herself beginning to
think of them by their new names, Thatch, Stick Insect and Tree
Trunks, rather than their old names. Not long ago she would have
said their real names, but less so now. Ceri, Natalie and Martina.
Other slave girls she had met here, even lived with, she knew only
by their slave names, such as Apples, Boobs and Hercules; she did
not even know their original names. She herself responded
automatically now to Pussy, which at times made things easier, in
that it reduced the possibility of punishment. Equally, she now
instinctively addressed any man as “Master”.

Master David
got up and walked over to her. She remained motionless, wondering
what was in store for her. Out of his pocket he produced two
clothes pegs. “You look a little bare, Pussy,” he said, as much to
himself as her; “I think a little decoration is called for.”

“Yes,
Master, thank you Master.” It was a required response, of course.
She looked down as he grasped her right breast, feeling the strong
male fingers digging into the sensitive flesh. The wooden peg moved
closer, then she felt it bite into her tender nipple. Eve
suppressed all but the faintest of grimaces. It hurt, as she knew
from experience, but there were worse things. She watched him
transfer his hand to the other breast, waited for her left nipple
to receive its matching ornament and feel its matching pain, again
her only reaction was the slight widening of her lips and the
momentary clenching of her fists by her sides. He sat back down and
regarded her once more. The pegs jutted out from her chest, almost
proudly. They hurt, but there was nothing to do but take it. Eve
stared once more into the distance, trying to ignore the faint
throbbing.

“Bend
over the table.”

“Yes,
Master.” The verbal response was immediate, automatic, as was the
action. She walked over to the table and leaned over it, feeling
the smooth, cool, varnished wood touch her belly as she arched her
back, thrusting her bottom high, invitingly, into the air. She kept
her legs apart, although she did not relish the intimate and
undignified display she knew she was giving. Still, it was better
to go into the sort of position he wanted to straight away rather
than be admonished and directed into it. Admonishments were rarely
purely verbal. The pegs just touched the table top.

Eve waited.
There was no doubt that he was going to hit her - why else put her
in this position? Anyway, she knew how inviting her bottom looked
right now. Even so, it was still far better than the punishment
disobedience would bring. She would simply have to endure it.
Actually, she had discovered here that a hand spanking or
strapping, if not too hard or painful, could be quite ... she
wasn’t sure of the right word. Stimulating? Invigorating?
Enjoyable? Whatever. They knew it, or course, just as they knew all
of her foibles and those of her friends, just as they all now knew
each other’s. In this devilish place, you were permanently naked in
more ways than one.

Eve wondered
if he was going to rape her at the end of this little session. It
was about a fifty-fifty possibility, she reckoned. She was
truthfully fairly ambivalent about the prospect. She had found that
she didn’t mind a decent fucking. Oh, she knew that he would only
seek his own pleasure, and that her own actions - for she would
have to willingly submit to him - would also have to be
concentrated entirely towards the same end. Still, having been a
virgin when she arrived here, how long ago that seemed now, she had
no real experience of anything else and knew that what she got
could sometimes be not unpleasant. Anyway, the alternative at the
end would be dismissal back to her kennel, and the dull monotony of
waiting, chained, there for the next time she was summoned to be
used.

Slash! Eve’s
train of thought was interrupted by the lash of leather across her
proffered rear. She jerked involuntarily, but was able to hold
position. As the first sting receded, she felt a glowing heat in
her buttocks.

Slash! More
prepared now, she still moved slightly, but continued to hold her
position. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the weapon he
was using: a multi-thonged leather strap with about a dozen tails.
Not too bad, compared to some. Slash! She felt her nipples starting
to harden, pushing into the pinching pegs. Up to about twenty
strokes would be all right: after that, it would start to hurt too
much, assuming, of course, that he didn’t change to another less
amenable instrument like the cane. Eve wished that she could bring
her legs together: she didn’t relish the couple of leather tails
that found their way between on each stroke. But it was not
allowed, again the penalty for doing what she should not, was not
worth it. So, Pussy stayed bent over the table, feeling the
stinging lash as it bit into her youthful bottom and wondering what
would come next.

He gave her
about thirty before he got bored with it. Eve was gasping a little
by the end, her bottom was throbbing, feeling very hot and sore. He
stood her up and made her stand at attention once more. She felt
his eyes devouring her naked, once private body.

“You
look good in pegs, slave,” he observed.

“Thank
you, Master.” There was little else to say.

“It
makes a nice change occasionally. Nude can get almost boring
sometimes.”

“Yes,
Master, I expect it can.” As if painful pegs on your tits counted
as clothing! But how long was it since she had worn clothes?
Forever, it seemed.

David regarded
her for a little while longer, then said casually, “I think I’ll
fuck you, girl.”

“Thank
you, Master: I am honoured.” It wasn’t actually a required formula
reply, but something along those lines was advisable. Better to
humiliate herself verbally than get any further punishment on her
already smarting rear. Truthfully, she was fairly indifferent about
it, as it had seemed likely from the moment he had summoned her. It
might turn out to be good, but she was rarely enthusiastic about
forced sex, the only sort she knew. There was also the fact she was
going to have to surrender herself to the man who had just given
her a painful thrashing. Eve had found it vitally important to keep
such things impersonal: she could not afford the faintest trace of
resentment.

He indicated
she should move closer to him, until the pegs sticking out from her
boobs were almost touching his face. To her relief, he then pulled
the pegs off. That really hurt: they had embedded themselves deeply
into the flesh. Still, they had to come off, and the longer they
were on the worse it would eventually be. Not that she had any
choice as to the timing, of course. He rubbed the circulation back
into the nipples, which hurt more. Then, he leisurely pulled her
onto his lap and began fondling and groping her.

Eve allowed
him full access, hugging close to him and keeping her legs a little
parted. She didn’t want to do this, naturally, but once again it
would be foolish to do anything else. He had not specifically
ordered her to actually please him, so she decided she could get
away with just keeping her arms around him. It was always worse
when she had to be active, making it appear that she was as keen on
this as he. Still, just sitting there and letting him paw her was
bad enough. It always made her feel a little like a piece of
meat.

Actually, in
her opinion he was probably the best of them. At least he was
younger, mid to late twenties she would guess. Her other two
Masters were around fifty, and it was sickening to her when she had
to let them enjoy the fruits of her eighteen year-old body. This
one was only about a decade older than she, although that was
enough.

She shuddered
a little when his fingers began to play with her pussy hair, then
began to touch and stroke her sex lips. She felt herself going hot
and cold, her usual reaction to this. It wasn’t so much what he was
doing, more the realisation that she was about to be violated again
and there was nothing she could do about it. At the same time, she
felt her nipples begin to harden, her mound of Venus begin to
swell. Shortly, the arousal would take over from the degradation
and she would be able to lose herself in the sex act. The sooner
the better, so when he pulled them both onto the floor and began
undoing his trousers, she helped him, her nimble fingers undoing
his belt buckle faster than he could.

As soon as his
male organ was exposed, she began to touch and stroke it. Foreplay,
as far as she knew from her own experience, was solely about
exciting the male, so she quickly worked to bring him to erection.
Still in humiliation mode herself, although his fingers were still
working the pussy for which she was named, her mind flitted back to
the past, to boys she had known when she was free. She would flirt
with them, let them kiss her, probably lead them to expect more and
then stop them dead. The word, she now knew, was cock-teasing. She
had loved the power it gave her, while the thought of going through
with the sex act had secretly frightened her, as if by giving in
she would lose that power over boys. How ironic, then, that she
would end up here, being raped on just about a daily basis without
the slightest ability to choose the men who coupled with her!

But her own
sex urges were beginning to take over. She was thoroughly wet
between the legs now, almost dying to feel his member inside her.
At these times, her perspective on her new life shifted. If she
hadn’t been forcibly brought here, she would probably still be a
virgin, her phobias about sex growing. Also, she had discovered the
deliciousness of a light spanking, something she had never known
before. Technically, yes, she was still an unwilling captive, but
her slavery, she knew, came from more than just the whips and
chains, as it did for her three friends and the other slave girls
she had met here.

She heard a
low moan of excitement and realised that it was her. All other
thoughts forgotten now, she surrendered herself to the sensations.
She could feel his prick invading her, conquering her, making her
his slave completely, in mind and body. She had been straddling
him, but now he rolled them over so that he was above her, where he
belonged. Her sore bottom, rubbing on the carpet, reminded her of
her absolute submission to him. She felt him thrusting in, brutally
but welcome, nevertheless. The song within her rose to a crescendo,
crying out as she felt him come within her, jets of hot come
crashing against the walls of her inner being ...

Slowly, she
floated back down to earth. His orgasm had triggered her own, and
it had been a good one. He lay entwined with her for a while,
recovering his spent energy, then gingerly withdrew from her. As
soon as he did, she knew what she had to do: bending down, she
began to clean his cock with her mouth, licking the warm, salty,
thick come off the now flaccid penis. As she often did at this
time, she reflected again just how far into total slavery she had
fallen. It didn’t really matter: she knew that there was no escape
from this place barring a miracle, and even then there would be so
many problems, as they were all presumed dead. So, it was far
easier to give in, to let herself become a true slave. It made life
bearable, and sometimes, as now, a good deal better than that.

Pussy was
allowed to leave her Master’s presence and return to the kennels.
It was early afternoon: Thatch and Apples were there, chains
leading from their collars to the floor, reading paperbacks. The
other two girls were presumably doing housework. Pussy had a quick
shower before attaching her chain to her own collar, hearing the
very final click as the lock snapped shut. She couldn’t free
herself now, not that she could have got very far anyway. Thatch
and Apples nodded to her before returning to their books. They
rarely asked questions: each girl knew what sort of things the
other went through, as each of them went through similar things
themselves. Pussy crawled through the arch into her own kennel, her
home, and lay on the mattress which covered a large proportion of
the small hut, staring up at the sloping roof just a few feet above
her: the hutches were not very high, and it was impossible to stand
up in one. Kneeling up was the nearest you could get. Still, it was
home, and if not a castle inviolate to men, in fact far from that,
as more than once she had been raped here, at least it was a base
for her, a place of her own.

In an hour’s
time it would be their daily aerobics class, then teatime for the
Masters. Like every weekday evening, there were likely to be
visitors. Odds were that she would be raped again. If he was
comparatively young and virile, or at least skilled, she might
enjoy it: otherwise she would just have to make the best of it. If
she was unlucky, she might get a beating as well.

And then
tomorrow would be another day in the life of a slave.


CHAPTER
SEVEN

A DAY IN THE
LIFE OF A SLAVE KEEPER

 


It was an
average day in the wonderful new life of David Chatham.

It started
with his alarm clock going off at a quarter past seven. David found
it much easier to rouse himself out of bed nowadays, not
surprisingly since there was so much to look forwards to each day!
Two or three minutes later, clad in a dressing gown, he worked his
way through the various security systems, combinations and locks to
get into the control room. He switched the monitor system from
standby to active mode and moments later the village of kennels
appeared on the screen. All looked quiet, with one exception the
girls were all asleep in their kennels. The exception was Tree
Trunks, who knelt patiently outside her kennel, her chain leading
from the collar around her neck to the floor somewhere behind her.
David flicked a switch and a message was sent to a tiny radio
receiver in her collar, causing the lock to open up, thus freeing
her from the chain, although not the collar. She had obviously been
expecting this, for she straight away got up and walked hurriedly
to the door leading from the kennels. It was locked, but again he
opened it by remote control, closing it behind her. Then he went
back to his room, the control room locks and combinations
automatically resetting themselves as he left.

He was shaving
when the knock came on his door, a moment later the girl appeared
in his room, still naked but for the collar, of course. Immediately
and without being told, because this now happened every morning,
she knelt in the prescribed pose, saying “good morning, Master” as
she did. Her voice, if not exactly brimming with happiness, sounded
quite reasonably cheerful, and only a faint reddening of her cheeks
acknowledged her nudity and the lewdness of her spread-leg
posture.

“Good
morning, Tree Trunks,” he replied breezily. “You can run the
shower.”

“Yes,
Master.” The girl rose from her knees and began to prepare his
shower. As he had originally planned, it was now a rule that any
slave girl entering his room had to kneel until being allowed to
move.

He finished
shaving and, discarding his dressing gown, stepped into the shower.
Tree Trunks at once joined him in there: again she knew what to do
as this was now a daily procedure for her. It was a spacious
shower. She began to wash him, soaping his body with a tender care
that went just a little beyond her orders. She even washed his
genitals, nowadays without the hesitation she had shown over that
when he first started this routine, a hesitation which had earned
her a caning. He simply stood there, occasionally reaching out a
hand to stroke one of her breasts, or somewhere else if he felt
like it. That she didn’t like at all, but of course had to accept
it. After washing him, she turned the shower off and dried him
carefully, finishing by kneeling in front of him and, with only the
slightest hint of distaste, touching her lips to his penis in the
lightest of kisses, again a required action. Only then did she very
quickly dry herself, before kneeling in front of him once more.

He sat on the
settee, naked as she; more so, in fact, because she still wore her
ubiquitous collar. She waited patiently, until he said, “come on,
then.” Quickly, eagerly in fact, she got to her feet, came over to
him and draped herself over his lap, snuggling a little until she
was comfortable, her bottom well raised invitingly.

There could
only be one course of action with her in this position, and he took
it. The palm of his hand came down on her upraised hindquarters;
once, twice, three times, and then carrying on, a new slap every
few seconds. He was restrained, putting less force into it than he
could have done, but neither was he just tickling her: each slap
resounded meatily through the room and caused her to twitch or move
slightly. He counted out twenty strokes, finishing with five harder
ones now that she was well warmed up. Her magnificent bottom cheeks
were now red and glowing.

He gave her
the faintest of pushes and she moved off him, kneeling right in
front of him now. Her face was flushed a little, but there was a
genuine smile on her face. She enjoyed this daily spanking, looked
forwards to it in fact; although the whole ritual was his idea, and
technically she had to obey, she was pleased to do so. The only
mornings she didn’t get her twenty spanks was when her bum was
welted from a beating, which was every Monday after Sunday’s c.p.
parties, and occasionally other days. That was part of her
pleasure, he reflected as he took her, without speaking, back to
the kennels: the fact that he did not spank her if it would hurt
her a lot meant that he did it for her as much as for himself, a
considerable rarity for her since her enslavement. She was also
able to relax, without having to try to hide her enjoyment from her
fellow slaves. They knew, of course, that every morning she had to
wash him and then he spanked her - she couldn’t hide her red bottom
- but they didn’t see her glowing as she took it. Of course, they
knew she enjoyed a gentle spanking: the Masters had made it their
business not only to find out the peccadillos of each slave girl,
but to make them public to the others. All of them had something
like that: Pussy, like Tree Trunks, found a good whacking sexually
stimulating, although she needed it a bit harder; Thatch found the
security, the chains and the certainties of this life very
comforting; and Stick Insect, although she strenuously denied it,
did get a kick out of being exhibited naked, although she hated it
at the same time: a sort of love-hate relationship. Apples was
slightly less easy to read: she didn’t mind a reasonably restrained
whacking, except for the cane, enjoyed quite a bit of the sex,
depending on who it was with, and also seemed quite at home being
totally subservient; but how much of this was due to the years she
had now spent here was difficult to say. The girls did not discuss
their quirks, they accepted them and did not actually deny them,
except Stick Insect.

David returned
Tree Trunks to the cells and woke up the other girls, those who
were not already awake. The duty girl, Pussy, was released and sent
off to prepare breakfast, the others allowed to shower and prepare
themselves for the day.

All three
Masters were present at breakfast, where they were attended by
three of the slaves. Business was being discussed. Masters Charles
and James handled all of the dealings regarding the “off-site
slaves”, and also negotiations with the various “customers” of the
organisation, as well as overall planning for Manor events. David’s
job was solely looking after the on-site slaves and the Manor
itself on a day-to-day basis.

Most of the
discussions centred around a forthcoming auction at the Manor.
Nearly all of the off-site slaves were “sold”, or more accurately
loaned out, on six month contracts or something similar, although
extensions were often arranged. At least once a year, however,
those whose current Masters had grown tired of them or for other
reasons did not renew their loans, were auctioned off afresh, often
along with “new blood”. One such auction was coming up very soon,
and logistics were being discussed. Meanwhile, three girls, Thatch,
Apples and Stick Insect, were busy serving.

David snapped
his fingers, and a girl - Apples, the closest to him - was at his
side at an instant. “Butter me another round of toast, slave,” he
said off-handedly, ignoring her quiet reply of “yes, Master.” She
deliberately leaned over him as she did so, allowing him easy
access to her body; not something she really wanted to do, of
course, but instructions were instructions. He stroked her pert,
wonderfully shaped buttocks absent-mindedly as he listened to the
conversation, running his fingers along the ridged welts he found
there. She flinched with pain, but made no effort to move away:
there were far worse things than having very sore welts
touched!

Being
discussed at that moment was which of the current “stock” should be
added to the sale, despite the fact that three of them were present
and listening with growing fear, except Apples who seemed fairly
indifferent. David, acknowledging his inexperience, made little
contribution to the debate. Charles decreed that Apples should be
in the sale, but not the other four: he said they were not ready
yet. James said that he felt the inexperienced slaves needed an
older hand to help them along.

“True,”
the Master of the house agreed, “but on the other hand we don’t
need five girls here. Four can cope with the day-to-day customers.”
That meant extra unwelcome attention for each of them, thought
David, but of course they were in no position to complain! “Also,”
Charles continued, “we should have at least one new acquisition
early next year. I know we had a glut of new ones a year or so ago,
but we haven’t had one since we picked up the Welsh quartet, and
we’ve retired three since then.” He sounded like a football club
manager considering buying new players to strengthen his
squad.

“Perhaps
we could sell Apples but retain another of the experienced slaves,”
suggested David, trying to be helpful. Also, to be truthful, he
wouldn’t miss Apples too much, but the thought of a new (to him)
girl was exciting - as if his cup didn’t already flow
over!

“Doesn’t
help really: you’d still have five,” James replied. “Plus, if
you’re going to have an experienced girl as a mentor to the others,
it’s best if it’s one they know.”

“Tell
you what,” Charles offered. “We could sell Apples on a post-dated
contract: that is, we keep her here for two or three months after
the sale, and then let her go for the six months or
whatever.”

James nodded.
“She won’t fetch such a good price, though,” he pointed out. “The
buyers like to get their hands on the goods straight away.”

“Who can
blame them?” David asked, reaching up to Apples herself, who at
that moment was stood beside him, and grasping one of the
apple-shaped breasts for which she was named. She stood still and
let him squeeze and knead it, her usual look of faint resigned
unhappiness slightly intensified: after all, they were discussing
what her life would be for the next six months or so, and no-one
had even for a moment thought about asking her opinion. She was
only property.

“Well,
we could offer them an extra free month in lieu of that,” Charles
said. “Tell you what, make it two. Put her in the catalogue for
eight months, but not available until two months after sale.” James
nodded, adding another note to those he had already been
making.

And that was
it: the girl’s fate was decided, just like that.

“What
about selling one of the new girls?” James suggested.

Master Charles
considered, then asked doubtfully, “are they ready, do you
think?”

“I’m no
expert,” David put in, feeling he should contribute, “but they seem
fully trained to me, except Stick Insect.” The fact that she was
there did not stop him talking about her. “Ralph did a superb job
of breaking them in,” he added to keep on the right side of
Charles.

James snapped
his fingers. Stick Insect, the nearest to him, moved towards him,
but he stopped her with a gesture and said, “not you; I want the
cow.”

Thatch stepped
forwards. She looked rather different to usual: specifically, her
breasts were swollen to almost one and a half times their usual
size. “Cup of tea,” James ordered.

Looking
exceptionally unhappy, Thatch poured tea into the cup, but instead
of reaching for the milk jug - in fact there wasn’t one on the
table - she leaned over the cup, positioning one of her over-large
mammaries over it. James grasped the tit and squeezed. A thin jet
of milk emerged from the teat and shot into the cup. The girl
stared miserably ahead, tears in the corner of her eyes. James
squeezed several times more, until he had sufficient milk for his
taste. He then let go of the poor girl and she was allowed,
mortified, to move back from the table. It was about the fifth cup
of tea she had provided the milk for this morning.

David watched
the scene, entranced. “I still find that drug hard to believe,” he
observed.

“Simple
theory, really,” Master Charles said expansively. “It fools a
girl’s body into thinking she has just given birth, so she produces
milk, only far more so than normal. It’s most effective on
big-breasted slaves, but tests showed that Tree Trunks would have
been allergic to it. I don’t usually keep cow girls here, but it
makes a change once in a while.”


“Incredible,” David breathed.

“So what
do you think about selling one of the new stock?” James asked,
returning to the previous topic of conversation. Stick Insect and
Thatch noticeably, and understandably, stiffened.

Charles
frowned. “I suppose we could, but I’m not very keen. This little
Welsh herd all came together, and they’re all popular with the
guests here, so I don’t really want to lose them just yet. By the
next auction, they can all go. Well, we must be getting on.”

He rose to go,
and James followed him moments later. David also having finished,
Apples and Stick Insect moved in to begin clearing the breakfast
things away. Thatch, however, hesitantly came over to David and
knelt before him in the correct position: back ramrod straight,
shoulders back so that her breasts jutted forwards, hardly
necessary, given their current size.


“Permission to speak, Master?” This was risky: he could
thrash her if her reason for speaking was considered
trivial.


“Well?”

“Master,
could you ... milk me, please?”

David frowned.
“You’re not due to be done until lunch-time,” he pointed out.

“I know,
Master, but I ... I’m producing more each day ...”

“Yes,
Master James said you would: you’re coming close to the peak of the
cycle.”

“Yes,
Master, and by lunchtime yesterday it was absolute agony. I was ...
ready to burst. I was wondering, please Master, if it was possible
to ... do me twice a day?”

David looked
at the girl. It was true that she looked even more swollen than
usual. He knew that she found being milked the most degrading
experience she had yet encountered, and having to talk about it to
him, bring up the subject even, well, it must be exceptionally
painful for her to put herself through the indignity of asking for
this. He realised, too, how frightening all this was for her. As if
being naked and a prisoner of such ruthless men wasn’t enough, as
if the transition from sheltered virgin to nightly raped wench
hadn’t been sufficient to contend with, now she was no longer even
in control of her own body. And this one she couldn’t share with
the other girls: she was the only one who had been given the drug.
None of them could help or advise her. Of course, she could have
relieved some of the pressure by squirting milk out herself, but
that was strictly forbidden: the milk was bottled and sold to
discerning customers, woe betide Thatch if she wasted any by trying
to relieve herself. For once, David felt sympathetic.

“Very
well: I’ll check with Master James, and if he has no objections
I’ll start milking you after breakfast and in mid-evening each day
instead of just at noon.”

“Oh,
thank you, Master, thank you!” It was almost pitiful to see how
grateful she was, after all he was one of the men responsible for
all the torment she suffered for her life of slavery. Nevertheless,
she was kissing his feet with real fervour right now!

A few minutes
later, David wandered into the kitchen. The three girls were
hurriedly clearing everything away, only too aware that they could
be beaten if they were slow to finish their appointed tasks, or if
anything was not done absolutely perfectly. Thatch was at the sink,
washing up. She looked up as he came in, and there was a look of
delight and relief on her face as he beckoned her to follow him. As
they left the kitchen, David noted with satisfaction that the other
two girls had increased their pace, working even more frantically
to cover for their friend. Slavery, he reflected, was all about
team-work: the one way that Apples and Stick Insect could help
Thatch in her suffering was by working even harder to cover for her
whilst she was milked. They did so gladly, knowing she would have
done the same for them. If it is true that there is honour among
thieves, David thought loftily, there is certainly far more honour
amongst slaves.

By the time
they arrived at the milking room, Thatch’s expression had grown
more sombre. For all that she wanted, or more to the point needed,
to be milked, she hated the process itself. And no wonder, David
mused: it was supremely dehumanising.

He unlocked
the door and they stepped inside the room. Thatch shivered just
slightly at the cold linoleum under her bare feet. She said
nothing: she never spoke during milking time, even at the risk of
being beaten. She was being treated so much like an animal that the
only way to get through it was to actually act like one, try to
forget your humanity until it was all over.

David allowed
her that small crumb of comfort, never putting her in a position
where she needed to speak or suffer the consequences: he had a lot
of time for Thatch. She was a model slave in many ways: having
found that there was no escape from her fate, she had simply
decided to make the best she could of it. She did as she was told,
of course, they all did, but he always felt Thatch did everything
positively, not just through fear of the whip, although naturally
that was there too. If she had to have sex with a man, she did her
best to please him, and enjoy it as much as possible herself too;
although not as randy as Pussy by nature, she could be roused
without much difficulty. If she had to take a beating, then she
tried to be as brave as she could. The effects of this drug had
been exceptionally hard for her to come to terms with, but she had
done her best: and even then, she took the attitude that at least
she was sparing her three friends this particular woe. David knew
that it had been her minor errors of judgement that had caused the
four Welsh beauties to end up here: she had been driving the car
which ran out of petrol, she had taken the decision for all of them
to accept the lift which had brought them here. Whilst she had no
great guilt complex about that, she had always tried to make amends
by giving a positive lead to the others.

He motioned
her to come over to him, and picked up a tube of gel. He squeezed
some out and rubbed it onto both of her nipples. It would prevent
chafing. Knowing the form, she then went and stood with her feet on
two marked points, and leaned forwards to grasp a stainless steel
bar running horizontally in front of her at just above waist
height. The swollen, pendulous breasts hung freely. He back was
almost level, bum sticking well into the air, almost as if she was
waiting for a thrashing. This, however, although less painful, was
in many other ways worse.

David picked
up a hose and flicked a switch on the machine next to the girl. The
end of the hose was a suction cup, and it began to suck air into
itself. He positioned it carefully under Thatch’s breast and let it
clamp itself into place over the nipple. A second cup went over the
other teat. The suction wasn’t that powerful yet, but it would hold
the cups in place while he secured them. To do this, there were
straps attached to the end of the hose which he pulled over her
back and fastened into place. To stop the whole thing slipping
down, two more straps crisscrossed her upper back and went over her
shoulders, meeting in front of her neck. The cups were now fastened
into place. Only now did he switch the machine onto full
suction.


“Uunnhh.”

Rather than
sucking steadily, the machine sucked hard for a few moments, then
eased off, then sucked hard again, a similar action to the
hand-milking of a cow, and for similar technical reasons. Thatch’s
breasts stretched just slightly further away from her body for
those few moments, then fell back into place, then stretched away
again. On the first one, and from time to time afterwards, she
moaned softly but unintelligibly, again her normal reaction. David
wondered if she realised just how similar to a cow’s moo that sound
was.

He watched her
breasts stretching a little, relaxing, then stretching again. What,
he wondered, did it feel like? After her first milking, she had
been returned to the kennels, where the other girls, full of
sympathy, had asked her what it had been like. She had not answered
- unusual for her - and they had not asked again. Except where
absolutely necessary, Thatch never spoke or made any reference to
her condition. That was why it had obviously taken her such an
effort to speak to him that morning.

After three or
four minutes, a dial on the machine showed that the amount of
liquid coming through the twin hoses was reduced to a trickle.
David switched the machine off, to the girl’s very evident relief.
He undid the straps and the cups fell away, a very tiny trickle of
milk escaping as they did. Thatch straightened herself up. Her
breasts were back to their normal size: she was reasonably well
endowed, though nowhere near as much as Tree Trunks, whose chest
was more to his taste. Still, she was a lovely girl, her name
coming from her distinctive feature, the triangle of thick, bushy
black pubic hair which completely obscured her sex lips. He went to
the door of the milking room to let her out. She paused at the
door, then without any prompting knelt on the floor and kissed his
shoes. She was presumably not yet feeling human enough once more to
kiss him on the lips or embrace him, but she was still prepared to
show her genuine gratitude. It was that sort of attitude which made
her such a good slave. Although he never hesitated to use her as he
saw fit, David actually respected the girl.

After he had
finished processing Thatch’s milk and storing it in the fridge,
David went on his weekly shopping trip. The security arrangements
were still kept tight: James ascertained the whereabouts of all the
girls before David got his car out and opened the gates to the
estate, which of course were immediately closed behind him.

He was quite a
while shopping: the Manor being very isolated, the nearest town was
some distance away, and a week’s food for eight people, plus
household items and other bits and pieces, takes time to buy. It
was always a bit of a culture shock to David to find himself back
in the real world: he found himself looking critically at every
girl who walked by, undressing her with his eyes and considering
whether she was attractive enough to be a slave at the Manor. Most
of them failed the test: Manor standards were very high. He also
couldn’t help wondering what their reactions would be if they knew
what he did for a living. In fact, it amused him enormously.

As he walked
down the street, he saw a couple of sixth form girls from the local
comprehensive, presumably on a free period, looking round the
clothes shops. It was quite a smart school, it had a uniform, which
is how he knew where they were from, and the prefects’ badges told
him they were sixth formers. They were quite pretty, both
brunettes, their youthful innocence emphasised by their uniforms.
If they were upper sixth formers, he reflected, they could be the
same age as Stick Insect, and less than a year younger than Thatch
and Pussy.

Stick Insect,
right at this moment, would be in the entrance hall of the manor,
naked, a long chain leading from her collar to a rail in one of the
walls. She would be on her hands and bare knees, washing the tile
floor. He had promised her a thrashing when he got back, as part of
his continuing war of nerves with her, doubled if the floor was not
spotless. The twin-bladed strap he was going to use was hung up on
the wall where she could see it, and she knew that no power on
earth would save her from twenty strokes with it, forty if she did
not have every inch of the floor scrubbed spotless before his
return. He had even considered making her do it with a toothbrush:
maybe next time. She was the same age as these two. A year ago, she
could have been one of them, albeit in another part of the country.
He pondered all these parallels again, and found himself very
stimulated by the thoughts. On an impulse, he fished a set of keys
out of his pockets, and selected the one which unlocked the chain
locks on the girls’ collars. If only these shoppers around him,
especially those two girls, knew what this key was for!

Returning to
the Manor, he waited for James to open the imposing gates, which
again was not done until all the slaves had been located on the
monitors. The precautions were not as time-consuming as they sound:
they had become second nature by now. He drove up to the front, and
two of the girls, Thatch and Pussy, came out to unload the car. As
it was now late October and very cold, the girls hurried to take
all the boxes in, shivering each time they came out. James had
stated that they always did everything outside in the nude and
barefoot, even in the snow. There were no allowances, something
David was only now beginning to really come to terms with. He
himself only helped by unloading things out of the car and onto the
tarmac, so that he could put the car away.

Once he had
done that, locking the car in the compound and immobilising it,
David went inside the big house. Stick Insect had finished a short
time earlier, and was now improving on a few bits just in case. He
glanced round, but couldn’t fault her work: she must have scrubbed
and scrubbed that floor. He returned the keys to the control room
where they were kept, then went back down to her. She looked at him
fearfully, but he nodded, to her relief. Moving over to her, he
produced the key from his pocket and unlocked the chain from her
collar, although the collar itself remained in place. “In the
lounge,” he said briefly. “Bring the strap with you.”

Docilely, she
followed him into the main lounge and handed him the strap. She had
resigned herself to these twenty strokes; at least it wasn’t forty!
Still, it wasn’t really fair, because she had done nothing to
deserve even the twenty, but there was nothing she could do about
it. He could read all that in her face. He knew too, because he
often listened in, that she would be complaining to the other girls
in the kennels tonight about how he picked on her, although of
course she would be careful about exactly what she said. They had
grown used to the need to keep even their most intimate
conversations carefully controlled.

“Right,”
he said brightly and briskly, “where do you want them?”

There was no
contest, although it was rare to be given the choice. “My bottom,
please, Master.”

“Don’t
be so coy about it, girl. You’ve entertained over a hundred men
between those thin thighs of yours, so I’m sure you’ve picked up
some more earthy names for it than that.” He loved taunting her
about that hundred men.

“My
arse, please, Master.”


“Right-o. Get yourself over something suitable.”

The girl
looked around for a minute, spotted an easy chair whose arms were
of appropriate height, and leaned over it. He smiled, pleased at
her tacit acceptance of what was to happen to her. The best piece
of news she could get was that it was only twenty. It was all part
of his psychological war with her, a war he was now winning
comfortably. She wasn’t really that brave, although in fairness she
had to take a lot of painful beatings, often almost daily, just a
bit of a sullen brat at times; and he was slowly overcoming that,
making her what he wanted her to be.

He gave her
the twenty strokes quickly, but not neglecting to put a fair amount
of venom into them. She was oohing and aahing before they were
half-way through, and flinching all the way, but she held position.
She always had the same threat from him hanging over her if she
ever broke position, and he had never yet had to carry it out. She
must be terrified of that torture chamber. In fact, all the girls
were. Then again, although he had not yet seen anyone taken down
there, he knew they had good reason to dread it.

He checked on
the girls, making sure they were all working to his satisfaction.
It was rare that they did not, because they had a fair idea what
happened to them if he was less than fully satisfied! He left Stick
Insect in the lounge, with instructions to polish the furniture.
Before leaving her, he transferred the long chain from the hall to
the lounge, secured it to another wall rail. There was at least one
in every room in the house, as well as the corridors. He then
locked the other end to her collar once more. She could reach any
point in the room, although the chain hampered her just a little,
which as far as he was concerned was an advantage, not a
disadvantage. There wasn’t much of a security risk even without the
chains, but they had psychological value to the girls as well as
giving him that little extra peace of mind. The wall rails were
cemented in place, the chains pretty much impossible to break
without special cutters and a man’s strength, and the collars
impossible to remove: although fairly thin, they had metal wires
inside the leather making them also formidable to cut.

Thatch and
Pussy were in the kitchen. Having finished unpacking and storing
things away, they were helping Apples prepare lunch. He was content
with that, but secured them to the kitchen rails with more chains.
Apples, as a level three security slave, was allowed to move freely
about the house without chains or collar, although she had to ask
permission before going outside.

Through a back
window, David could see Tree Trunks sweeping leaves up in the back
yard, she also being chained to a suitable point. She was working
very energetically. She was of course naked except for her collar
so she was trying to keep warm. She had little chance of achieving
this, when she did come back in a short while later she was
shivering uncontrollably, there were huge goose pimples all over
her flesh. One of the other girls had thoughtfully, not without a
little bravery, because they could be beaten for doing anything not
strictly within their orders, prepared a hot drink for her. David
found himself feeling just a little sorry for her, but he still
checked her work to make sure it had been thoroughly and well done.
One had to keep up standards.

Lunch was
good. Apples was the best cook amongst the girls, and so prepared
most meals, although now that she would be leaving soon David was
thinking about using one of the others in conjunction with her, to
train a replacement. Probably Tree Trunks or Thatch, they were the
next best two. All five girls waited on them: lunch was usually the
main meal of the day, as the evening meal was more hurried because
of the imminent arrival of the nightly visitors. David noted with
satisfaction that Stick Insect’s pert bum was still red from her
strapping. She wasn’t alone: Pussy had six vivid horizontal lines
across her rear which had not been there first thing this morning.
A riding crop, from the look of them: David was gradually becoming
an expert on judging an instrument from the marks it left, although
the girls, to their chagrin, were far greater experts! James
mentioned something about it being for a misdemeanour, but he
didn’t bother to go into details. It would probably have been
something fairly minor, like being slow to obey a direct command,
or perhaps forgetting to address him as “Master”. Even the smallest
of infringements were harshly dealt with here.

Apples was
even more heavily marked. She had a dozen deep cane weals on her
lovely ass, still there from a severe caning from a visitor two
nights ago. Her screams had been heard throughout the house and she
had needed to be tied down quite securely beforehand. It must have
hurt atrociously, because she was easily the bravest of the girls,
being very experienced in being tortured. Fortunately for the
slaves, that particular visitor only came very rarely: his desire
was simply to heavily cane a girl and then fuck her whilst she was
still in great distress. The other girls, needless to say, had
cowered like frightened horses when they heard the screams, and had
visibly flinched when they saw Apples a while later, staggering
back to her kennel, wracked with sobs and clutching her burning
rear.

The next day,
Charles had advised David to give Apples the day off: she had spent
all day lying face down in her kennel, rubbing soothing lotion into
her abused buttocks as often as she could bear. Today, however, she
was back on duty as normal, whether she liked it or not. She still
winced at times if a sudden move stretched the skin and would not
sit down unless ordered to. At regular intervals, she would
continue to rub the healing ointment into her bottom, or get one of
the other girls to do it. David knew what was going through her
mind: today was Friday, and every Sunday there was a corporal
punishment party. Whatever the state of her buttocks by then, she
would not be excused. All the girls took solid beatings, although
not as bad as Apples had just received; but on still heavily welted
flesh, she would have a murderously painful time.

After the men
had finished lunch, the slave girls cleared away and then had their
own meal in the kitchen. They were not allowed to eat in the dining
room, unless being fed scraps from the table. At least they could
use plates and cutlery: sometimes when visitors were present they
had to eat their food from dog bowls, and were not allowed to use
their hands. They were all reasonably proficient in that: another
skill they had learned. David again found himself mulling over the
differences between the school subjects those two girls he had seen
in town were learning, and the sort of education Stick Insect - he
focused on her because she was the youngest - had received in the
last eight or nine months.

After washing
up, the girls all had more jobs to do during the afternoon, but
these chores finished, as always, at half past three. They spent
the next hour in a fitness training routine, led by Apples. It was
compulsory, but all of them did it quite happily anyway. Each
generation of slave girls at the Manor had discovered that being
naked and permanently on display was worse if you were not in
shape, it was also quite possible for a girl to be punished for
looking less than her best. Another factor was that since none of
them were permitted to wear bras, they would begin to sag if they
did not make a strong effort to keep fit. So, every day they
started in a well-equipped fitness room where Apples led them
through a programme of aerobics or similar, which David had now
taken over the job of supervising, not that he knew anything about
keeping fit: he just made sure they stayed where they were supposed
to be. They were then allowed outside for a run to the gate and
back, with the minimal precaution that all five were chained in a
coffle; that is, each girl’s collar was connected to the next
girl’s by a length of chain. Apples was put at the front so she
could lead, the chains long enough that they could run freely,
although they had to keep up. As they were already hot from their
exercises, it was one time when they did not feel the cold too
much. On their return, they cooled off with a brief swim in the
indoor pool before being returned to their kennels at four thirty
to shower and prepare themselves for the summons they were likely
to receive in the evening.

There were
usually between three and six visitors a night. The system these
days was quite well organised: regular visitors had already
selected the girl they wanted and had a time “booked”. They were
usually two-hour slots, so a girl unlucky enough to get two
bookings in a night would have a long, tiring evening. Each session
almost invariably ended with rape, in which of course the victim
was expected to participate fully and ensure that her assailant got
full satisfaction. Most men indulged themselves in plenty of
groping, usually at least a hand-spanking, sometimes something a
bit heavier or bondage or something special such as a pony girl
ride. Whatever the man’s desires might be, the girls were expected
to co-operate fully, woe betide them if they did not. The only
restriction, apart from very severe corporal punishment such as
Apples’ caning two nights previously which required supervision,
was that the men must wear condoms. Even that, really, was not for
the girls’ benefit, but to protect the management’s property, and
of course other customers.

Each girl was
“on duty” every weekday evening, except for one night off every
fortnight or so, less often during busy spells, when they were
allowed to go on their date. They were also available by day, but
daytime visitors were still rare, mainly members of the “inner
circle” of the organisation, men who were actively involved with
the running of the organisation in some way, who had greater access
to the slaves and who had medical clearance so they did not need to
wear condoms. Amongst these, the most intriguing were a small
number of men who arrived wearing masks and kept them on until they
left. Charles personally always dealt with them. David suspected
that they were high profile V.I.P.s who were regularly bribed with
girls in case one ever got away and exposed the organisation. He
had an idea that if a girl ever did escape, and he had it on good
authority that none had ever even come close, and contacted the
police, she might actually find herself back in the Manor within a
matter of hours.

James did most
of the greeting and handling of guests at the gate and Charles
looked after them at the house. David’s job was to supply the
girls, ensure they were returned to the kennels afterwards and
generally supervise proceedings via the monitors. None of these
jobs were very onerous, even on a busy night, on a quiet night two
men would do all the jobs, giving one an evening off. Several of
the first floor rooms had now been converted to “play rooms”, with
assorted bondage equipment as well as a bed. Some of the rooms had
special items, but James, who knew who wanted what, arranged the
right client to the right room when they booked. The system worked
like clockwork, as everybody knew what they were doing. Only when
men new to the Manor came did it cease to function properly, so a
couple of nights every month were set aside for newcomers. On these
nights all the girls would parade - there were no “dates” on such
nights - and the customers could choose who they wanted. Most of
the girls hated newcomer nights: it was even more demeaning than
usual to have to walk up and down in front of a group of horrible
old lechers whilst they decided which they felt like having.

During the
summer months, one slave girl each night would be allocated as the
pony cab and would transport visitors from the gate up to the
house, pulling the cart in a harness. Recently, however, he had
stopped this, partly because of the increased demand for girls, but
mainly because with the dark nights the effect was largely lost.
The visitors were not allowed, for security reasons again, to bring
their cars in through the gate, so they had a brief walk up the
drive.


“Visiting hours” were six to eight and eight to ten. When the
last visitor had departed, David returned the last of the girls to
the kennels, checked they were properly locked up and that the door
was also securely locked, put the control room monitors on standby
mode, and retired to bed. Tomorrow would be another wonderful
day!


CHAPTER
EIGHT

APPLES

 


Of all the
slaves, David found Apples the easiest to handle.

Whether she
was a natural slave, he could not say, not having known her before
she came here; but certainly now, after two and a half years in
captivity, slavery was automatic to her. She called him “Master”
entirely by instinct, but more to the point she thought of him,
accepted him, as her Master. Disobedience was now incomprehensible
to her; if she hesitated before carrying out a command, it was
either because she was not quite sure what was required of her, or,
in the case of a particularly unpleasant job, because she needed a
moment to steel and compose herself to do it. She was actually
quite friendly, in her subservient way, although a little reserved
by nature. Nor did she seem to resent any longer the way she was
treated.

One morning,
David had as usual set all the slave girls to work, chaining them
to the rails in the rooms they were working in. Satisfied with the
arrangements, he went into the lounge to relax with the newspaper
for a while. Apples was in there, dusting and polishing. Her chain
was a long one: it had to be, because the lounge was quite
spacious. She had to move around rather carefully in case it caught
on anything and scratched furniture or knocked something over, but
evidently she was used to that. She saw him come in, but did not
look up from her work or say anything: it was inadvisable for a
slave to speak unless spoken to.

David eased
himself into an armchair and had an idea. “Come over here, Apples,”
he said casually. He did not need to speak even slightly sternly or
with authority, because he knew that she would obey, as indeed she
did with a supine “yes, Master.”

“I think
I’d like to put my feet up,” he said to her. “Go on your hands and
knees in front of my chair, side on to it.”

With another
docile “yes, Master,” the girl knelt down, legs automatically
spread, lithe hindquarters jutting invitingly into the air. It was
her back he wanted to use right now, however, and settling himself
comfortably, he placed his feet carefully on it, using her as a
footstool, making her go onto her elbows to get the height right.
Without further comment, he opened the newspaper and began to scan
it. The girl neither spoke nor moved: she had been given her orders
and that was that: there was nothing to say, even if she had dared
to open her mouth.

There was
little of interest in the paper and David soon tossed it aside, a
little bored. He looked down at the girl who remained,
uncomplaining, in position. She was very pretty, he thought: curly
amber hair cascaded excitingly down either side of her neck, her
breasts were firm even in this posture, tummy flat and firm, bottom
a perfect athletic shape in spite of her very unflattering
position. One would not call her classically beautiful: her nose
was slightly snub, her fingers a bit short and stubby, yet such
little things gave her character. You did not notice it when first
you met her, new visitors to the Manor rarely selected her, but she
was very popular (perhaps unfortunately for her) amongst the
regulars. It was a shame that she didn’t have rather bigger tits,
but even a boob man like himself could appreciate her. She knew he
was looking at her, but kept her eyes lowered.

“How old
are you, Apples?” he asked.”

“Just
turned twenty-two, Master.” Her voice was submissive and yet firm
and controlled.

“And how
old when you first arrived here?”


“Nineteen, Master.”

“So
you’ve been here three years?”

“Two and
a half, Master.”

“Does it
seem like an eternity?”


“Sometimes, Master.” Correctly sensing that he wanted her to
talk, she elaborated: “but not quite as bad as the new girls might
think. It’s a hard life and it doesn’t exactly get easier, but you
do become a bit more accustomed to it.”

“Have
things changed much in your time here?”

She thought
for a moment. “A little, Master. There are a lot more weekday
visitors, since you came we’ve had to work more on the house during
the daytimes.” It was a bald statement, without criticism or
ruefulness. “On the other hand, there used to be a sex party every
Saturday night without fail, now it’s sometimes orgies, sometimes
nothing.” An orgy was an informal session where the men were all in
a room and the girls just simply tossed in. “Sundays never change,
though,” she said with a slight but distinct down-turn in her
voice. Sunday nights were almost invariably c.p. parties. It was
again something she had come to accept as part of her life. Just as
most people would expect to get up on Monday and go to work, she
expected to wake up on Mondays still in pain from her beatings the
night before. It was as inevitable as the seasons.

“I would
have thought you would have liked Sundays,” he
commented.

“It
hurts, Master: a lot,” she said candidly.

“But
according to your file, you used to go to c.p. and S/M parties
voluntarily before you came here. In fact, I gather that’s how they
got you here in the first place.”

“Yes,
Master. But ... things change. It’s difficult to explain, but
there’s a difference between submitting because you want to and
submitting because you are forced to. Anyway, I was on the point of
dropping out of the scene.”

“So you
don’t like having the leather across your bum these days,
girl?”

“No,
Master, but I ... well, I know I need the discipline
sometimes.”

David reached
down to the floor beside the chair and picked up a leather strap.
Without taking his feet off the girl, he leaned forwards and gave
her a fairly meaty stroke with it. Her eyes still lowered, she
hadn’t seen it coming. Taken unawares, she gasped loudly and jerked
forwards a little, but recovered momentarily and regained her
position. “I didn’t want a formula reply, Apples,” he said slightly
sharply. “This is meant to be an open conversation.” He was indeed
genuinely curious.

“I’m
sorry, Master: I beg forgiveness. But it wasn’t meant to be a
ritual answer: it was honest truth. You see, when I was younger I
had some character defects. I could be bitchy and spiteful and a
bit selfish and petty, too. I knew it, but I still did it. Anyway,
I first got involved with a boy I met on a long summer holiday in
Cornwall. He began spanking me, on his little boat, well, hardly
more than a dinghy, out in the sea.” she smiled at the memory,
forgetting her current situation. “I was seventeen, virginal, and
strictly fully dressed. It was nice: I suppose I liked the
attention as much as anything. It only hurt a bit, anyway. Then he
took me to a c.p. club. It was very heavy: I got twenty-four with
the cane, and was stripped naked for the first time ever in front
of a man. Well, actually in front of thirty men. I hated every
second, but in a strange way I felt good afterwards for having done
it. It was as if I was atoning for some of the nasty things I used
to do. I was crazy enough to go again and it sort of became a
habit. Each experience was a nightmare, the first weekend here
being the worst of all, and then it was too late: I was trapped
here. It’s been a hard life since then; but at least I lost those
bad traits.” Her face lost the dreamy look and she returned to the
present.

“I see.
In that case I forgive you.” He was careful not to apologise for
hitting her. He could after all do that whenever he liked! She
seemed quite without resentment.

“Thank
you, Master. There’s another point as well: if I ever get sloppy in
front of Master Charles ...” she shuddered at the thought. “So I
know I have to be kept disciplined. It’s sort of like going to the
dentist: you hate going, but you have to. It’ll be worse later if
you don’t.”

He was only
half listening to that point. “Seventeen, virginal and strictly
fully dressed,” he repeated. “That must feel an awfully long time
ago.” She nodded sadly, but made no comment. “How long is it now
since you wore any clothes?”

“A long
time, Master. I don’t think I’ve worn a stitch for over twelve
months.” He noticed how even when she was only half thinking about
what she was saying, she automatically called him
Master.

“You
must be well used to it by now.”

“It
still feels ... humiliating, Master. But life is
humiliating.”

“For
slaves, yes. But I thought you could get dressed up in all sorts of
finery every so often for these dates, and pretend you’re a lady
again?”

“Yes,
Master, but it all has to come off before the end of the date. I
got to the stage where I found it ... distressing to pretend to be
free for a little while, only to have to strip off again once more.
From what other experienced slaves tell me, many slaves find this
after a couple of years or so. It wasn’t worth it, so, I asked my
regular date for permission to go naked from the start, which he
agreed to.”

“I
suppose, then, that you’ve almost forgotten what clothes feel
like.”

“Yes,
Master,” she said honestly.

“Your
regular date: that’s my friend James, Master James to you, isn’t
it?”

“Yes,
Master.”

“Hmm.
You seem to like older men.”

She coloured
slightly. It was the first time he had ever seen her blush. “Yes,
Master.” Her reply was rather quieter.

He considered
pursuing that point, but decided not to. For once, his conversation
was not aimed at humiliating the slave in front of him. Not that he
needed to anyway, given the pose she was in! Instead, he observed:
“if you’re just twenty-two, you’ve got eight more years to do.
Looking forward to retirement at thirty?”

“I
suppose so, Master: I don’t really think about it much.”

This surprised
him: he had thought it would be the one shining light of hope at
the end of the tunnel of awfulness in which the slaves dwelt. He
knew the other girls clung to that thought. He said all this to
her.

“I think
it depends on how long you’ve been a slave, Master,” she replied.
“When I came here, all I could think of, apart from surviving each
day - which takes a lot of your thoughts up, anyway - was escape
...”

“Do you
still think about escape sometimes?”

“No,
Master! I swear, I haven’t ...”

He brought the
strap down on her bottom again, and was rewarded by a loud “aah”
and a slight jerk forwards before she regained her composure. “I
told you no formula answers,” he said mildly.

“It’s
true, Master! Well, it’s sort of like ... everybody wants to live
forever, nobody wants to grow old. You don’t like it, but there’s
nothing to be done about it, so that’s that. There’s no escape from
here, Master, I know that. And I know that if I was stupid enough
to try, and failed, the things they’d do to me ... in any case,
even if there was a way out, where would I go? No money, no clothes
... my parents think I’m dead, and even if they didn’t I could
never face them again, not after all this. Besides, I don’t think I
could cope after all this time.”

Yes, the world
outside frightened her, he could see that. “Very well,” he said.
Again no apology was needed for walloping her. “Go on.”

“Well,
after a while the hope of escape or rescue gradually dies. Then you
start hoping it’ll all be over soon and they’ll retire you, even
though that’s years away. Then, slowly, you stop thinking about
anything except the present. You forget about yesterday and don’t
think too much about tomorrow.”

“Hmm.”
He looked at his watch. “Well, I can’t sit here all day. Still,
I’ve got a few minutes left. When was the last time I fucked
you?”

She hesitated.
“I ... I’m not sure, Master. Last week, I think.”

“Well,
you get so much meat up your passage, I suppose. Tell you what, you
can give me a blow job.”

“Thank
you, Master.” It was back to the obligatory replies now. He lifted
his feet from her and she got up. He noticed that her elbows and
knees were red from the length of time she had been on them. He sat
back in the chair, undid his trousers, and let her get his cock out
and get to work.

He did
condescend to give her the occasional porking: after all, she was
still an extremely attractive young woman, even if not his type.
However, he knew she was particularly good with her mouth, so he
often opted for oral sex with her instead. He knew that she found
oral sex degrading, despite her skill in it, but of course still
did it, and moreover put every effort into it. Putting a Master’s
welfare before her own was also now automatic to her. Just as it
should be. This time, as always, she did a fine job, giving him a
good long build-up to an explosive finale, then swallowing every
drop and licking him clean, keeping her face carefully blank to
avoid showing her distaste. It was unfortunate for her she was so
good at something she disliked so much!

But then, what
did it matter? She was only a slave. To give that point emphasis,
when she had finished he told her to bend over a chair for a dozen
strokes of the strap. He made it clear that it was not for poor
performance, or because of anything she had said: he just felt like
doing it. Showing neither enthusiasm, hesitation nor unwillingness,
she did as ordered. It didn’t matter that she had done nothing to
deserve this. A slave’s lot was simply to endure whatever came her
way.


CHAPTER
NINE

A NEW
CUSTOMER

 


As was often
the case, when David woke up in the morning, his first thought was
that he must have died and gone to heaven, because he knew there
were five lovely young women chained up in the cells two floors
below his first floor room. He could use any one of them for any
purpose he liked, any time he liked.

Actually, that
wasn’t quite true, because one of those girls was with him now. He
rolled over in the bed and looked down at the peacefully sleeping
form of Tree Trunks. She was curled up in foetal position on the
floor, a pillow her only comfort. She was, as one would expect,
nude except for her collar, from which a light but unbreakable
silver chain led to a wall bar. Like all the girls, she was adept
at sleeping without tangling the chain around her. They had to be
adept, because they were still always chained at night. David gazed
down at the slumbering girl, watching her lovely chest gently rise
and fall. He had kept her with him for two or three nights this
week - Charles had consented to her spending the night out of
kennels, as long as security was maintained - and had screwed her
thoroughly last night. Although her body had responded to him, he
didn’t think she had particularly enjoyed it, but neither had she
hated it: and she had enjoyed the spanking foreplay. As for him, he
found her curvaceous figure and full breasts a delight. He even
liked her character, for what that was worth.

Without waking
her, he got up and fetched the key to her chain from another room -
a precaution Charles had insisted on - and also a cup of water from
the bathroom. Standing over her, he tipped the water over her face,
waking her with a shock.

Whenever the
girl once known as Martina, and now as Tree Trunks, awoke, she
experienced a few moments’ disorientation - especially when woken
in a manner like this - before her nudity and collar reminded her
of what she now was. For the next few moments, she would always
sink into despair, before marshalling her courage and forcing
herself to be brave and positive. The day ahead would just be
another nightmare to get through, the sole aim being to survive
with as little punishment as possible. Before this day was out, she
would have to do horrible, unspeakable things, or have them done to
her, or both. And yet, although what would happen to her was
usually as bad as expected, if not worse, somehow life was not as
terrible as it should be. Somehow she found herself, if not
enjoying life, at least not hating it.

She looked up
and saw Master David staring down at her. Realising that she
shouldn’t be just lying there, she struggled up, onto her knees,
adopting the familiar and hated position. Back straight, shoulders
back so that her already large breasts stood out, showing them off
disgustingly like the commonest tart. Knees and thighs apart,
almost inviting him to take her again as he had last night. She did
not want to give that impression, she did not want to be in this
position, but it had to be done. Even the slightest attempt at
modesty or decorum could earn her a whipping. She was beginning to
realise that this new Master had a special fondness for her, but it
would not prevent him giving her a painful leathering if he so
felt.

He reached
down and undid the lock connecting the chain to her collar. That
chain was, for her, mainly symbolic: too many other invisible
shackles held her here. The high and unscalable wall outside, the
electronics in the collars, her nudity, the connections these men
seemed to have with the authorities; even without all that, where
could she go? She could never face her family again, not after all
this. No, she was a slave, for as long as they wanted her.

David lay back
in bed, gazing dreamily at the girl’s exposed and firm boobs. There
was no hurry to get up. He beckoned for the girl to climb into bed
with him. Might as well make full use of this lovely asset.

A little while
later, David made his way to the dining room for breakfast. He had
showered and dressed - Tree Trunks having helped in both of those -
and felt hungry. He had already released the other slaves from the
kennels by remote control from the control room, a cooked breakfast
was waiting for him in the dining room, courtesy of Stick Insect
and Thatch. The former served him, actually fed him, wielding the
knife and fork for him whilst Thatch stood calmly by his side,
allowing him to play with her. David just loved the feel of that
thick, black-haired bush. Whether the girl liked the feel of his
roving hands there was another question, but not an important
one.

James
appeared, and Tree Trunks was summoned, she had been tidying
David’s room, to serve him, as David was using both of the other
free girls. Had James wanted two waitresses, of course, they would
simply have released another slave from the cellars. Tree Trunks
saw David fingering Thatch whilst being fed by Stick Insect, but
carefully hid any reaction. David enjoyed that: watching her
closely, he was sure she was, well, not jealous, but something like
that. He knew he was attracted to her, and knew that she knew it,
but he was determined to show her that she could not expect him to
be “faithful” to her. In fact, it would be a nice idea for him to
fuck one of the others tonight, and make her watch. Hmm, yes, he
liked that idea. Apples would do nicely: he hadn’t tasted her
svelte honeypot for nearly two weeks. Being the smallest-breasted,
she was his least favourite body, but she was the most experienced
in pleasing a Master.

Tree Trunks
had indeed noticed David’s fondling of Thatch with slight dismay,
although she had expected no less. She wasn’t very sure how she
felt about Master David: he was certainly the least unpleasant of
the many men who used her, but beyond that she just did not know.
How are you supposed to feel about a man who shows how he cares for
you by keeping you a prisoner, forcing his sexual attentions on you
whenever he feels like it without the slightest regard for your own
wishes, and disciplines you severely if you deviate in the
slightest from what he demands? Another problem was that Martina’s
religious upbringing had stressed monogamy, sex being strictly only
within marriage, a far cry from what now happened to her every day.
Master Charles, the man in charge of the organisation and thus the
man she rather reluctantly regarded as her owner, had actually been
kind enough to talk her problems over with her. He took the view
that her beliefs referred to people, and that as she was now a
slave and so technically a piece of property, those tenets no
longer applied. It helped a little, but still left her uneasy.
However, the choice between obeying and getting whipped until she
did obey was no contest!

After
breakfast, David set the girls to work on various jobs and retired
to the lounge to ponder and plan. An important new client was
coming today. Charles was away on holiday for a week: it was fairly
essential for the men to have occasional breaks, to avoid becoming
jaded. He seemed sufficiently pleased with the way David had been
handling things to leave this customer in his hands. James,
although he remained technically next in command, was happier by
his nature to keep to the role of butler. He too was satisfied with
David’s performance, although he would remain on hand to advise and
David always took that advice when given.

David had
decided not to tell the girls this man was important: from their
point of view, each man was a V.I.P. and should be treated as one
step down from God. They were, after all, only slaves, and totally
subservient to any man their owners allowed into the manor. David
was sure that discipline was sufficiently tight for this to be the
case.

Thatch was
still in milk-producing mode, but coming towards the end of the
treatment-induced cycle. She now only needed milking once a day,
usually after lunch, he had decided that today she would have to
wait a little longer. Two weeks ago, at the height of the cycle, it
would have been almost impossible to go that long, but it was just
about all right now, although it wouldn’t be pleasant for her. How
she would take to being milked in front of someone would be
interesting: she had only ever been done in front of himself or
James before. Well, there was a first time for everything!

Preparations
were complete when the visitor arrived around mid-day. As all five
girls were on duty and both David and James would be busy, another
of the organisation’s inner circle, Chris, had been drafted in to
remain in the control room. He was quite happy to do this, as there
would be plenty of entertainment to watch. James was waiting at the
gate-house, and rang through to let David know the man had
arrived.

David hurried
down to a shed beside the main building. Inside it was Tree Trunks,
harnessed to a pony cart. She was moving around as much as she
could, trying to keep warm in the unheated room, but the cold was
nothing compared with the icy blast of January air which hit her as
David opened the door to the outside. Goose pimples immediately
appeared on her almost entirely exposed flesh. As soon as the door
was opened wide enough for her to get the cart through, she was
off. She knew where she had to go, it was simply a case of the
sooner she got there and back twice, once for the visitor and once
for Master James, the sooner she could get back inside in the
warm.

David watched
her go, admiring the big rump the harness forced her to stick into
the air. He could have chosen any of the girls to be the pony -
Apples was actually the strongest at this - but a big girl always
looked best between the shafts.

Outside the
gate-house, Victor Stevenson waited with James. Victor was nearly
sixty years of age, smartly dressed and looking just like the
ruthless executive he was. Having made himself a very wealthy man,
he now wanted to relax and enjoy life, but trips to places like
Thailand to find the sort of entertainment he craved were rather
wearing, besides which he did not want to neglect his business
empire too much. But to find a place like this, actually in
England, with English girls (well, Welsh, mostly at the moment, but
no difference) was unbelievable. If just half of what he had been
told was true ...

And then round
the corner came a vision, a big, fleshy brunette, breasts bouncing,
hands chained to the shafts at her side, pulling a lightweight cart
behind her, shortish hair blowing in the wind. She was fully naked,
a nice little tuft of hair quite visible between her legs. How
could she stand being nude in this weather? Victor had a thick
overcoat, hat and gloves on and was still cold.

She raced
right up to him, stopping only at the last second, facing him. A
little lost for speech, Victor looked her up and down. She wasn’t
immune to the cold, he saw: there were huge goose bumps all over
her lovely skin and within seconds of stopping she was shivering
uncontrollably. She also wasn’t immune to her nudity, because she
blushed a little as she saw him looking at her magnificent boobs.
If there had been anything she had wanted to say, she couldn’t say
it: she had a metal bit in her mouth, parting the lovely lips,
making her breath whistle as it went by.

James made her
turn the cart around, which she managed well, and invited Victor to
sit in the seat, handing him the reins and a whip once he had done
so. “The reins are mostly for steering and stopping,” the butler
informed him, “but you can flick them over her back fairly hard.
However, the whip is more effective for that. Don’t worry about
using it on her, she’s quite used to it.” The girl did not appear
to react, or did he see the slightest of flinches? To have to stand
there and listen whilst a complete stranger is invited to use a
whip on you!

Victor flicked
the reins on the broad back before him and immediately the cart
began to move. He was not an overweight man, but nevertheless his
weight plus that of the cart must be quite a bit in total. However,
the girl quickly increased speed until she was actually trotting.
He sat back and admired the large, slightly fleshy bum in front of
him, the thighs working up and down like pistons. He was so
entranced that the Manor had come in sight before he remembered the
whip in his hand.

He pulled
sharply on the reins, and the girl came to a stop in front of the
steps. By the front door, a man was waiting. Victor dismounted and
moved around to the front of the cart, inspecting the girl closely.
Despite the cold, he realised that she wouldn’t start the journey
back to the gate-house until he dismissed her. He looked her up and
down again: slightly stocky, but a good body overall. Good chest,
heaving a little as she took in air after her exertions. Not a
beautiful face, but quite pretty in her own way. And she was young:
she could barely be out of her teens. Well, he could study her more
later, inside where it was warm for him, that is: she didn’t
matter. To dismiss her, he gave her a meaty smack on her bare rump.
There was no faintest sign of protest, but she got the message and
started back down the drive at high speed.

Only now did
David come down the steps to greet him and lead him inside. Victor
found the young man polite enough, but he wasn’t really interested.
Just lead him to those girls!

Inside, Victor
found the Manor very warm indeed. “We keep the temperature up
because the girls are permanently naked,” explained David as he
helped Victor to remove his overcoat and jacket. “They wouldn’t be
much use if they all had pneumonia all the time.” He led Victor
into a large sitting room and they both sat down. Then David rang a
bell.

A door opened
and four visions of loveliness entered. Each one was as naked as
the day she was born except for an unobtrusive black leather
collar, and absolutely lovely. They walked in and stood in a line,
at attention, eyes staring in front, shoulders back, each with her
slave name written clearly on her left breast, and waited.

David summoned
the one who led them in. She stepped forwards until she was right
in front of Victor, who reclined in his easy chair, staring up at
her. She was brunette, lithe, athletic, with small apple-shaped
breasts. On one of those breasts the word “Apples” was marked in
black letters about an inch high. She had a trim waist, a nicely
understated covering of light brown hair over her sex lips and
fantastic legs. When David clicked his fingers, she slowly
pirouetted, revealing an exquisite little bottom. Having completed
a slow full turn, she stopped and stared in front of her again. She
gave no indication as to what she thought about having to exhibit
herself like this.

“This is
Apples, the most experienced slave we have here at the moment,”
David introduced. “She used to be involved with an S/M club, so we
arranged for her to live a life of the real thing.” Whether Apples
had any say in this was unclear but unlikely. “May I recommend, if
you want her to service you at some time, that you employ her
mouth. She’s particularly good with it.”

Victor raised
an eyebrow. The girl went slightly red. He was amazed that these
girls could still blush.

As Apples
retreated back into the line, the door opened and the girl who had
pulled the cart entered, taking her place at the end of the line.
James also quietly entered, having unharnessed her. Meanwhile, the
second girl stepped forwards. She was blonde, at least on top, but
the slightly darker pubic hair exposed the pretence. She was quite
thin, but conical, almost pointed breasts stood out firmly. She
looked the youngest of them, certainly still a teenager, and also
the most nervous: she was biting her lip a little.

As Stick
Insect performed her pirouette, David noted her subtle signs of
arousal with amusement. The girl hated exposing herself, yet she
was a natural exhibitionist. Talk about masochism, he mused: she
had to be forced to do it, she hated doing it and yet she loved it
as well. Her ultra-firm breasts thrust out invitingly and Victor
reached up to grasp one. Now she regretted how inviting they were,
but she could do nothing about it: she was made that way. Also, of
course, she could do nothing about Victor’s mauling, grasping
hand.

In his own
time, he let go and Stick Insect returned to the line. Another
beauty stepped forward. This one had jet-black hair, with both
hirsute areas of her body matching: the triangle between her legs
was a thick jungle of bushy curls which was the obvious source of
the name Thatch. She had a fine body, but with disproportionately
large breasts which seemed to be bulging. She too allowed him to
drink in her looks, turned around for him, and did not pull away
when he ran an appreciative hand down her smooth thigh.

As he did so,
David’s voice intruded. “Oh, my apologies, Master Victor, I’m
neglecting the duties of a host,” he said rather pompously. “Would
you like a drink?”

“What?
Oh, yes, thank you, a brandy please.” Victor took neither his eyes
nor hand off the girl in front of him.

“Well,”
David said, “may I recommend instead a local beverage? Thatch, some
nice warm milk for the gentleman.”

Both men saw
the anguished glance of horror Thatch cast over her shoulder at
David, although Victor did not understand it. The proposed drink
hardly sounded inspiring, either. Then the girl turned back to him,
took a slightly deeper breath and knelt down on the footstool in
front of him. Her breasts were now level with his head and she
seemed to be pushing them almost into his face. Suddenly he got the
picture. To David, he said, “is this girl, er ...”

“She’s
lactating, yes,” David supplied, delighted to have got the magnate
off balance. “She needs milking every day, which you’ll see later.”
Another even more anguished look from Thatch. “But she produces
plenty, so just try a sample.”

Still amazed,
Victor grasped the poor girl’s left mammary and guided the teat
into his mouth. He suckled:

nothing
happened for a moment, but when he sucked a bit harder he felt a
thin jet of warm liquid spurt into his mouth. He sucked again and
again, greedily now. She was looking down, watching him suckle on
her, feeling ... what could she be feeling? Victor could not even
begin to imagine. His eyes were focused on her breast, looking at
the smooth skin at really close range, noting each tiny detail,
each faint mark and of course her slave name, the neatly printed
letters only a couple of inches from his face. She wriggled a
little, almost pulling away. Resisting him? He could hardly blame
her. But no, she just wanted him to change breasts, to relieve the
right breast. He obliged.

After a little
while he stopped, savouring the taste in his mouth. Actually, it
was rather bland, lukewarm and a little thin.

David
anticipated him. “It tastes better when it’s cold, like any other
sort of milk,” he said. The butler produced a glass, ice-cold to
the touch. Victor sipped it slowly, watching Thatch’s embarrassed,
resigned expression. It was true: although still a bit thinner than
cow’s milk, it was quite tasty.

“Very
good,” he said, complimenting David rather than the girl. “From the
same girl?”

David nodded
and explained a little of the process. The slave girl, of course,
said nothing. Victor was really impressed, to see her stand there,
degraded and shamed, whilst three men discussed the quality of her
milk in front of her and four of her friends.

Thatch did
indeed feel as if she would like the ground to open up and swallow
her. She was no stranger to humiliation. When they had first been
captured, she had stripped first, to save her friends. After all,
it was her fault they were in that mess in the first place. After
many other humiliations, there was the memorable (for all the wrong
reasons) night when each of them had been made to stand naked in
front of more than twenty men and listen to their virginity being
auctioned away, all four of them, one by one. Then, again amongst
many other awful things, they had turned her into this human cow,
her body totally out of her own control. To stand there and have
milk squeezed out of her in front of the other slaves and the three
permanent men at the Manor was bad enough, but at least that was
her family. The other girls and she had suffered so much together
they were now far closer than sisters; and the three men, well, in
a peculiar way they were close to her too: they saw her naked every
day, were present at all her humiliations and trials (indeed,
instigated most of them). But to have a stranger involved was much
worse. And Master David had clearly intimated that this man would
later be able to watch her being milked, something so private that
even the girls had never seen it. Being milked was awful, truly
dreadful, but later this man would be watching it, making it far
worse. Well, it would happen. There was nothing she could do about
it: the sentence simply hung over her, would do until it was
carried out.

As Victor
continued to sip the milk, the producer of that milk had been
signalled to step back into line, to let yet another beauty step
forwards. This one was the most gorgeous of them all, a
devastatingly beautiful ginger-blonde: perfect hour-glass shape,
wonderful complexion, a subtle covering of ginger hair over her
crotch. Pussy was just something else. After drooling over her for
some time, he had another chance to view the girl who had ferried
him up the drive, Tree Trunks, before sitting back, thoroughly
impressed with the goods on offer.

Lunch was to
be served before the serious activities got under away. Four girls
were dismissed to prepare it and David and James also faded out,
leaving him in the company of the blonde called Stick Insect. She
immediately came to kneel before the armchair in which he was sat:
shoulders back, legs parted.

“Can I
be of service, Master?”

It was clear
she hoped she was not required, but he had other ideas. Fairly soon
she was over his lap, receiving a vigorous and none-too-gentle
spanking. He had to admit she took it well: it was quite a while
before she began to gasp, then moan, and eventually begin to cry
out. Since he had no intention of stopping until she was squealing
a merry tune, the spanking went on for some considerable time, but
he got there in the end. Never once, though, did she break down and
plead for mercy. Again he was impressed how well trained these
girls were.

Lunch was
wonderful. Apples was an excellent cook and had been told to “put
on a first class meal”, and she had done just that. Whilst she
supervised the food itself, the other four girls served it,
ignoring as best they could the bottom pinching, groping and
fingers up mounds all three men indulged in. Victor was now feeling
very much at home, taking liberties with the girls just as he
pleased. Stick Insect’s bottom was bright red, the evidence of a
severe spanking quite unmissable, but none of the others commented
upon it. It seemed that such things were an everyday occurrence
here.

From time to
time, one of the men would feed a titbit into one of the girl’s
mouths, but otherwise they remained unfed until the end. Apples
then collected all the leftovers, soup, main course and dessert,
into one bowl and shared it out equally into five dog bowls and
placed them on the floor. Then, at a signal from Master David, she
and her fellow slaves knelt down, one in front of every bowl. Five
beautiful posteriors raised themselves into the air, five pairs of
hands were placed on the floor in front of the bowls and five
lovely faces lowered themselves into the bowls and began to eat.
Victor wondered how a combination of lasagne and trifle tasted,
potatoes and peas garnished with whipped cream. But the girls ate
it, never once using their hands, and there were five empty bowls
at the end, licked clean. It was an amazing spectacle.

The afternoon
flew by. Whilst one of the girls cleared the plates and things
away, Apples, the architect of the meal, gave him a blow job in
front of the other girls (something he gathered she hated doing).
She was incredibly skilful, building him up to the point of climax
without ever letting him actually come, not once but twice. Then
the two men strung Tree Trunks to a vertical cross and handed him a
whip. He was no stranger to the whip and gave her a ruthless
whipping, ignoring her screams and pleas. James, evidently an
expert with the whip, even gave him a few pointers, showing how to
curl the end of the lash around the recipient’s body to just flick
the breast and of course he then had to practice that. When he had
finished, they did not even untie the girl, but just left her
there, sobbing, her back covered in red lines. The other girls
watched, subdued. They were only too aware that it could have been
any of them on the receiving end, indeed, before the day’s end
might yet be.

Next, David
offered him some entertainment in the form of what he called a “tit
and clit tug of war.” Stick Insect and Pussy were lined up facing
each other. Pegs were attached to the nipples of each, and to their
sex lips. Chains led from each to the equivalent peg on the other
girl, then it was a simple tug of war. Simple, but also very
painful: the winner was the one who could endure the most pain, not
the strongest. That was Pussy, so Stick Insect’s punishment was to
be tied over a chair and given twenty strokes of the cane by Victor
on her still red bum.

The girl did
not resist as James secured her, although she looked far from
happy. Clearly very afraid, she flinched as Victor touched her with
the cane, measuring his first stroke.

Thwack! She
jumped a little, but said nothing.

Thwack! Still
silence from her.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Thwack! “Ahh!”
At last an acknowledgement from her, albeit a quiet one. Deep red
lines were starting to appear over the redness already there.

Thwack!
“Aahhh!”

Thwack!
“Aahhh!”

Thwack! “Oh!”
It was louder this time, not so much a noisy breath, more a
gasp.

Thwack!
“Ooh!”

Thwack!
“Ooohhh!” She was beginning to jerk forwards as each stroke hit.
Her bottom was covered in red lines, so that strokes were now being
laid over previous welts, which would be much worse for her. They
were half way through the punishment.

Thwack!
“Aarghh!” The cries were getting louder.

Thwack!
“Aieee!” She tugged on her bonds, but she was tied very firmly.

Thwack!
“Aieeeee! No, no more!”

Thwack! “Owww!
Please, Master, mercy!”

Thwack!
“Aarghh!” Five more to go.

Thwack! This
time it was a sob.

Thwack! More
sobbing. A tear was running down her cheek.

Thwack! She
was crying constantly now, and grunting when the cane hit home.

Thwack! One
more: make it a good one!

Thwack! Her
squeal was very loud this time.

Brave girl or
not, she had been in tears long before the end, begging for mercy
which never came, which she knew would never come. Master James
undid her bonds and she struggled to her feet, wincing as the
movement caused her fresh pain.

At this point,
Victor opted to consummate his passion with one of the girls. He
chose Pussy; at his request she was tied spreadeagled to a bed
upstairs for his convenience and left alone with him. The teenager
watched the sixty year-old man undressing, feeling the
vulnerability of her widely tied legs. She did not like going with
older men, but it was better than the vicious thrashings two of her
friends had already received. At least tied like this she could not
be expected to help him.

She didn’t
need to. He was more than experienced enough to know what he wanted
and quite unconcerned about her. Victor had a wonderful time: the
girl was more lovely than anyone had a right to be. Although it
wasn’t his line of business, had she been free, he would as an
entrepreneur have immediately signed her on a contract and tried to
make her a film star or a supermodel. As it was, he had a delicious
time, slavering as he pumped his seed into her. He had been annoyed
when Charles had insisted on him taking a medical test before
coming here today, since he wanted unprotected sex, but now it was
all worth it.

Another
display, now, one he had been looking forwards to: he watched David
milk Thatch. The poor girl looked mortified to see him there, so
much so that he almost made his excuses and left. But not quite.
Instead, he watched in fascination as the pumps were connected,
watched her breasts distort and distend as the milk was sucked out,
listened to her involuntary gasps and moans.

After watching
that, he almost felt ready for another fuck. Not quite there yet,
but he knew how to stimulate things. He asked to be able to shave
Thatch’s mound. They were by now back in the lounge, with all the
girls in attendance: Tree Trunks and Stick Insect both free and
calm, but scarcely recovered: both moved very gingerly and were
heavily marked. David had no problems agreeing to the request, so
Thatch had yet another humiliation: lying with legs spread on a
table whilst her famous vee was removed, first with a pair of
scissors until only very short hairs were left, then the stubble
removed with an electric razor. The hair was all carefully gathered
up for him to take home as a souvenir.

The girl who
had been christened Ceri at birth, and renamed Thatch a little over
eighteen years later, stared up at the ceiling, feeling
unaccustomed air currents around her mound of Venus. She had never
shaved there since her hair had started sprouting at the age of
twelve, only trimmed it a little from time to time into a neat
triangle. Consequently, her sex lips were on display for the first
time since her slavery began. Moreover, it had been a strange
sensation: when she had been reduced to the short hairs, they
itched like mad, the final electric shaving had actually come as a
relief, but the itching had been replaced by a funny tingling. She
also felt very, very bare. Her three Welsh friends, never having
seen a slave shaved before, watched with twinges of sympathy.
Apples, who had been shaved several times, was less concerned. The
men made Thatch stand up, hands on head, whilst they laughed and
joked at her new state. The absence of hair was very pronounced,
partly because everybody was so used to seeing it and partly
because, like all the girls, she had got a good tan sunbathing
during the last summer at the manor, nude of course, topped up by
the odd sunbed session since (for her Masters’ pleasure, of
course), but the sun had not got past her thick pubic hair, so her
triangle was now markedly pale, like a ghost bikini.

“One
feels that a new name is appropriate, sirs, until her covering
grows back,” Master James said urbanely.

“What
about Bald Eagle?” David suggested. “Or, just Baldie?”

“How
about simply Ex-Thatch?” Victor countered.

“Yes,
that’s even better,” David agreed. “James, would you do the
honours?”

The girl once
known as Ceri had to stand there whilst the butler took a black
marker pen and added the letters EX to her breast. The men decided,
without reference to her, of course, not to hyphenate it, and so
she became Exthatch. Her friends, from now on, would have to call
her by that name, and she would have to introduce herself by it.
Failure to do so would result in unpleasant, to say the least,
consequences. After nearly twelve months here, the name she hated
had now been replaced by one which was worse, in a matter of
minutes and without her having any say in the matter. As she was
almost always naked, it would be obvious to anybody she met just
why the name was changed, including her boyfriend, whom she was
going to see in a few days’ time. When her covering had grown back
- two to three months, according to Master James - they would
revert to her old name. And that was that.

Victor had
decided that he was ready for another slaking of his lust, Exthatch
would be an appropriate choice. Once again he opted to have her
tied spreadeagled to the bed, but this time David suggested that
the other girls take her up to the bedroom and prepare her. The
five girls were dispatched upstairs, unknown to them Victor was
able to watch the preparation of the sacrifice. Exthatch did not
resist, of course, as she lay spread on the duvet and one girl
buckled a leather restraint to each of her wrists and ankles. They
connected these to chains attached to the four corners of the bed.
They ensured the raven-haired girl’s bonds were tight: they would
only get into trouble if they were not. No talking was allowed, but
Tree Trunks gave her the briefest of good luck kisses on the cheek
and Apples squeezed her shoulder before they left, leaving her
lying on the bed, the same one where, by chance, her virginity had
been taken from her nine months previously, waiting for her latest
rapist.

 


***

 


It was a
well-satisfied Master Victor who descended the stairs and walked
into the lounge a while later, Exthatch following at his heels. She
always found it very difficult entering the lounge like this:
everybody knew what had just been going on, what had happened to
her. But, there was nothing to be done about it. She just had to
obey.

There were
plenty more games. As it seemed unlikely that Victor would get
around all of the girls, Stick Insect was made to “wear” a dildo.
That is, it was inserted inside her and tied there by cord.
Whenever she had to move, the process of walking added to the
stimulation. Tree Trunks was forced into some very lewd acts with a
wine bottle. Apples took a few strokes with a riding crop, Pussy
with a pair of thin but wicked carriage whips applied European
style. All of them got spanked copiously. As the last item on the
agenda, David finally left Victor in the bedroom with Apples,
leaving her untied this time. By far and away his most experienced
love slave, she was also able to deal better with older men, having
the butler as a regular boyfriend. Victor was getting drained by
now, but she brought him round to a satisfactory (for him, not her,
of course) conclusion, using her mouth at first and only at the end
transferring him to her vagina.

It was a tired
but happy man who said his goodbyes. He announced he had enjoyed
the best day of his life, and that he would be back soon. The girls
would not be enthusiastic about the prospect, but they could not
say that. Once again the shivering Tree Trunks, her back now
covered with weals, pulled the cart with him in it down to the
gate-house. This time he did not forget the whip, and her shrieks
as it touched her sores were most gratifying. She had already taken
James there, and as she returned, the two men shook hands, Victor
handed over the cheque for the day’s activities (“worth every
penny, and it’s not often I say that”) and as James opened it,
drove his Jaguar through the gates and away to freedom, to a world
where the girls could not go.


CHAPTER
TEN

NEW
STOCK

 


The phenomena
known as “Monday morning feeling” seems to exist all over the
world, even at the Manor.

For the girls,
Monday meant invariable waking up with a very sore bottom, and
probably a few other places, from Sunday’s c.p. party. It wasn’t
the only day that any girl might be suffering from a beating the
night before, but it was usually the only day when ALL of them
would be. David watched them on the video screen, treating each
other’s rears with lotions and cream, and smiled to himself.

For the
Masters, Monday morning meant a business meeting to plan the week’s
programme, as well as some more long-term plans and reviewing last
week’s activities. Charles had already reviewed the girls’ prowess
at the rape party on Saturday night with the girls themselves,
consequently Tree Trunks had gone into Sunday’s party already
sporting a couple of cane weals. Her performance had been quite
adequate, but Charles felt that he had to take the stick to one of
them every so often to push standards still higher.

Now he made an
announcement which made David pay attention even more than
usual.

“I have
been in touch with one of our scouts in Birmingham,” he said. “He
is setting up the acquisition of a new girl. I will be taking the
van up to collect her on Wednesday evening, returning Thursday
morning.”

So, on
Thursday morning David was up early, excited as a child on
Christmas morning and barely able to contain himself whilst waiting
for the van to arrive. The current slave girls had been told about
the new arrival. Apples showed little interest: she had seen all
this before. The other girls obviously thought it terrible that
somebody else should be forced into this life, but of course they
did not say so. Charles had a plan for how the new arrival would be
“developed”, a new and innovative idea.

David was
waiting in the gate-house when he heard the noise of the engine
outside, followed by a couple of toots on the horn. He quickly
checked the video cameras before opening the gate. Charles drove
inside, waited for David to close and securely lock the gate once
more and climb into the passenger seat before setting off up the
drive.

“Is she
in the back?” David asked with bated breath. The back of the van
was a padded cell with eye-hooks for chains; it was frequently used
for transporting slaves. Soundproofed, windowless and securely
locked, the van could be driven through city centres without the
least fear of escape or compromise of secrecy.


“Naturally,” replied Charles smoothly.

“No
problem?” David was understandably a little nervous: this was after
all a kidnapping.

“None at
all. She’s not too pleased, of course.”

“Does
she know what she’s here for?”

“Yes,
she was told before we set off. It may not have sunk in yet,
though.”

He pulled up
outside the house, switched off the engine and they both got out.
He moved round to the back of the van, unlocked the door and opened
it up. Sitting in a corner was a very pretty, deeply tanned girl
with short black hair and an obviously busty figure. She was
wearing a fairly low-cut blouse, miniskirt, dark stockings or
tights and high heeled shoes. There was a metal collar around her
neck, a chain led from it to one of the eye-hooks in the van wall.
Her wrists were cuffed in front of her, again with steel and she
was wearing a ball gag which distorted her expression beyond
recognition. Her eyes, though, showed both blazing anger and
uncertain fear.

Charles
stepped up into the van and unlocked the chain from the wall. The
girl cringed back. He pulled hard on the chain, and she was forced
to struggle to her feet and step out of the van. She looked around
desperately for someone to help her, but of course nobody was
there. Behind the gag, she began to make as loud a noise as she
could, but the gag muffled a lot of it. Still, Charles raised his
hand, threatening to hit her, and she ceased.

David took the
end of the chain and pulled her towards the house. She resisted,
but was no match for his strength. She was actually quite a small
girl, about five feet four inches at a guess: otherwise she would
have undoubtedly been a model. Her skin was flawless, her breasts
large and proudly thrusting beneath the blouse, her waist slim, her
legs shapely. She was made up as if she had been to a party the
previous night - which in fact she had - and had not yet gone home.
Her hair was coal-black, a lengthy fringe obscuring one side of her
forehead. Earrings still dangled from her earlobes. Behind the gag,
she was making the expected protests, although only the tone
indicated this: the words were totally garbled by the gag.

David led her
into the house and to the stairs. She descended them awkwardly,
tottering on the high heels. He unlocked and opened the door to the
basement. The girl’s eyes opened wide in shock as she saw the
kennels and the five naked girls in front of them, each chained to
the floor outside her own kennel. They watched in silence - they
had not been given permission to speak - as the new girl was half
led, half dragged in. The end of her chain was secured to the floor
in front of the sixth kennel. Charles and David then removed her
shoes, leaving her in stockinged feet. She struggled, but with her
hands cuffed together she could not stop them. The rest of her
clothes were not touched: Charles only wanted her shoes off because
they could be used as a weapon during future struggles, of which
there would be plenty with this girl.

Charles
glanced around the other slaves. “You will remain silent until
given permission to speak,” he announced, and left the basement.
David followed him, carefully (as always) locking the door behind
him. As they climbed the stairs, Charles gave David brief
instructions and then headed for his office.

Acting on
those instructions, David went to the control room and switched on
the video system to the basement. The girl was sat on the floor,
making noises behind the gag to the other girls, who made no reply.
He thumbed the intercom switch. “Apples,” he said, addressing the
senior slave, “you may remove her gag, and the rest of you may then
speak.”

Apples rose
and moved behind the girl. David only now realised that the girl,
with her hands cuffed, could not reach behind her neck far enough
to unbuckle the gag. Apples, on the other hand, was able to remove
it in seconds.

She was
greeted with a stream of invective in a Birmingham accent. “Bloody
hell, what do these creeps think they’re doing? I’ll have their
guts for garters! The police will lock them up and throw away the
key!” This went on for a few moments, then she transferred her
attention to the other girls. “Is this a nudist colony, or what?
Where are your clothes?”


“Clothes,” murmured Pussy drily. “I remember
them.”

David smiled.
By all accounts, the girl formerly called Eve had been a
temperamental bitch when she arrived at the Manor. These days, she
was relaxed, friendly and often humorous for much of the time -
when she wasn’t being made use of, at least. Having said that, her
sense of humour was sometimes barbed.

“We
don’t have any clothes,” Tree Trunks said.


“Something Stick Insect here revels in,” added Pussy in the
same relaxed tone.

Stick Insect’s
face went red. “I do not!” she retorted hotly, but her streak of
exhibitionism was well known by now. It was accompanied, David
knew, by a touch of masochism: she had to be forced to expose
herself, and feel humiliated by it, for the best effect. This, of
course, was not difficult to do.

“I
suppose you’re the slaves they were on about,” the new girl
surmised. “They said they were going to make me into a slave as
well. I should bloody well like to see them try it.” Nobody
answered her, each probably recalling similar statements she
herself had made. David smiled again as he watched. The girl went
on, “so who are you all?”

Exthatch spoke
up, indicating herself and then each girl in turn. “Exthatch,
Pussy, Stick Insect, Tree Trunks, Apples,” she said simply.

“I can
read that for myself,” the girl said; each slave’s name was written
clearly on her breast. “But ain’t you got proper names?”

“We used
to have,” Tree Trunks answered. “But now we have to use only our
slave names, at all times.”

“Yeah?
Well, I’m Jacqueline, but everybody calls me Jacquie, and that’s
the only name I’m going to be known by.”

The other
girls looked to Apples for guidance. As the senior slave, she knew
the rules and interpretations best. “Should be all right to use
that, until she gets a slave name,” she said, ignoring the glower
Jacquie gave her.

Jacquie
debated within herself whether to repeat her statement, but there
were too many other things to sort out. “So what happens now?” she
asked.

“Hard to
say,” Apples spoke up as the expert. “They vary the approach for
new slaves. They enjoy dreaming up new ways of inducting
them.”

“Now
look,” Jacquie said firmly, “Let’s get this straight. I am not a
slave. I’ve been kidnapped, o.k., but that’s all. Now are any of
you here voluntarily?” Five heads shook in unison. “Right, so we’ve
got to find a way out of here. Can any of you get these handcuffs
off me?”

None of the
girls moved. After a moment’s silence, Exthatch spoke. “We can’t,
and in any case it would be against the rules. And escape is
impossible.” She looked around nervously. David reminded himself
that she did not know where the microphone was, although she knew
there was one. “We’re not even allowed to talk about it.”

“It’s
alright if you’re persuading a newcomer,” Apples amended. “Listen,
Jacquie ...”


“Whaddaya mean, impossible? We need to pick the locks on
these, maybe with a needle or something, same with the lock on the
door, then make a run for it. Or maybe overpower the guards when
they come for us.”

“You’ve
been watching far too many old James Bond movies,” said Pussy
shortly. “You can’t unpick these locks, and anyway that’s the least
of our problems. Overpower the men? You saw the two who brought you
down: they’re all strong and powerful, even the older two. Even
supposing you were able to knock them all out,” she looked around
and added hastily, “sorry, Masters,” which brought another grin to
David’s face, “then what? The gates and the door to the control
room where the only telephone is, are not only locked but have
combinations, too. Try the wrong combination and each of our
collars go off. That means an electric shock which is very painful
and renders us helpless. The collars would also go off if we got
outside the walls - automatically, I think.”

Apples spoke.
“I’ve been here the longest, and I know there’s no way out,” she
said. “By the way, Pussy left out one thing: try an escape, and
they’ll punish you so much you’ll wish you were never born.”

The effect of
the last statement was lost, because Jacquie seized on the first
one. “Just how long have you been here?” she asked.

“Just
over two and a half years,” replied Apples very quietly.

“I can’t
believe you’ve been here that long without being able to get away.
You must want to stay here.”

“Believe
that if you must, but it’s not true,” said Apples
irritably.

“But two
and a half years! It’s not possible ... oh, my God.” Jacquie fell
quiet as the full enormity of her plight hit home. She sat staring
at the floor for a little while, then said in a very small voice,
“how long will they keep us here?”

“Until
we’re thirty years old,” said Apples. “That’s eight more years for
me. You?”

“I’m
just twenty-one,” said Jacquie, clearly still reeling. “It would be
nearly a decade. Jesus ... what sort of things do they make you
do?”

“They’ll
strip you, for a start,” Thatch said candidly. “I’m surprised they
haven’t done that already. We’re almost never allowed clothes,
except to make a display of taking them off again. Sometimes we go
for weeks without wearing a stitch.” She looked at Jacquie’s
stocking-clad legs. “I’ve forgotten what tights and stockings feel
like.”

“They’ll
also rape you, I’m afraid,” Tree Trunks said gently. “Are you a
virgin?” Jacquie shook her head.

“You’re
lucky, then,” Stick Insect said enviously. “It must be nice to have
at least done it voluntarily, with someone of your own choice, at
least once. We came here as virgins, so we’ve only ever known being
forced into it.”

Pussy smiled
wryly. “You don’t seem to have to be forced very much by that date
of yours, Stick Insect.”

Again the thin
girl coloured. David could swear that her conical, super-firm
breasts actually rose even higher when she got angry. The nipples
seemed to push out defiantly. “At least he’s young and good
looking. Apples here spends her time fucking the butler, and he’s
old enough to be her father!”

Apples
shrugged. “Older, probably,” she said without emotion.

“Each of
us has a regular date fixed up for us,” interrupted Exthatch,
before the bickering got out of hand. “You will also get tortured
or beaten quite regularly, I’m afraid, even if you co-operate, and
much worse if you don’t. It’ll hurt, but you have to put up with
it. No alternative, basically. But to go back to your earlier
question: no, we’re not here voluntarily, but we are here, and
we’re stuck here, so we have to make the most of life. We get
forced into sex acts an awful lot, so if you can find some
enjoyment in it, then go for it ...”


“Listen,” the new girl growled, “they may have tamed you, but
they won’t break me so easily. I’m going to fight and
fight.”

Which was
exactly the idea, David reflected with a smile as he turned off the
monitor. Several customers had expressed an interest in having an
untamed girl, so this girl, who would be called Wildcat, was
deliberately going to be left untrained. She would, of course, have
to be kept chained, but that was no problem. No problem at all!


CHAPTER
ELEVEN

A POSSIBLE
PROBLEM?

 


“Ah,
David, come in. Take a seat.”

David entered
Charles’ study rather nervously. Charles hadn’t said why he wanted
to see him, but David had a fairly good idea.

Exthatch
served coffee and then withdrew. It was a month after her shaving,
the black stubble which had appeared about a week after had now
grown into a more dense covering of still short and straight hairs.
David had fucked her a couple of days ago and found her entrance
still just a little prickly. She had said to him that she would be
happier when it had all grown back to normal: another month or so,
James had estimated, he having had a good deal of experience in
these things. The girl was also very relieved that her breasts had
returned to normal and she was no longer producing milk: she had
been quite genuinely grateful when Master Charles had told her that
she would not be getting any future treatments to make her lactate.
So grateful, in fact, that she had offered to screw Master Charles
to say thank you. Not too much of an offer, perhaps, when one
considers that he could have her any time he wanted, but he
accepted it in the spirit it had been offered. He later told David
that she had been particularly good, and David smiled. Thatch, as
she would soon be called once more, wasn’t as sex-mad as Pussy, but
she could still enjoy a good romp.

But back to
the present. “Let’s see,” began the lord of the manor. “You’ve been
with us, what six months now? Yes. Hmm. Well, James is very
satisfied by the way you handle the security arrangements. He sees
more of that side than I do, but what I’ve seen also looks fine.
I’m also pleased by the way you’ve put the girls to work during the
daytime. It was something Ralph never really bothered to do
properly, to be honest, and you’ve made a good job of it. And you
handled Victor’s visit superbly: he’s coming back next week.”

Here comes the
“however”, David thought.

“James
and I are also both pleased in general with the way you handle the
slaves: you’re firm, authoritative, and good at humiliating them.
Slaves need to be kept humble. There is just one slave we need to
discuss, though: Tree Trunks.”

Yes, it was as
he had thought. David had already decided that total honesty was
his best course of action. Charles was no fool, and also the
monitor cameras could be used to watch him as well as the slaves.
He nodded, slowly. “Agreed,” he acknowledged carefully, “we
do.”

Charles
relaxed slightly. If David was going to be frank, this would be a
lot easier. “You’re very fond of her, aren’t you?”


“Yes.”

“Are you
in love with her?”

David pondered
that one. “I don’t really know,” he said thoughtfully. “I’m trying
not to be, because I know it could make my job awkward.” He tried
to be resolute. “Perhaps I should tear myself away from her. I’m
sure I can.”

“That
may not be necessary, if we set the ground rules carefully. Did you
know that my son Ralph is in love with a slave?

“What,
Ralph?”

“Yes,
with a lovely little thing called Egg, so called because we always
keep her pubes shaven. She’s, let’s see, nearly nineteen now, but
she’s quite experienced, as she’s been with us since she was sweet
sixteen.”

“Is that
the one he’s taken with him to university?”

“Well,
not quite taken to university. We arranged for her to be contracted
out to a Master who lives nearby, Ralph paid part of the price, so
he gets free access to her. Now, let’s be clear about this: he is
in love with her, without a doubt, and she with him, and this has
been going on for over two years now.”

“I
see.”


“Precisely. It is possible. But she gets no special
privileges.”

David quickly
pointed out, “neither does Tree Trunks.”

“I know
that,” said Charles; “but let me finish. Egg doesn’t look for any
special privileges, which keeps her popular amongst the other
girls. What’s more, she continues to get rogered by all and sundry.
Ralph actually sometimes makes her pleasure another man in his
presence and he also quite often screws other slaves in front of
her. That way, she understands very clearly that she has no hold on
him. She accepts that.”

“But she
still loves him.”

“Oh,
yes. Now, she’s been here as long as Apples - she arrived as part
of the same batch, in fact, although they’d never met before - and
she accepts her slavery completely. But, the day we free her, she
will try to get Ralph to marry her. I think he will, but if he
won’t, she’ll offer herself to him as his personal, willing slave
for as long as he wants her. Not that there’s much difference
between the two arrangements: she knows that it wouldn’t be an
equal partnership. Whichever, she’s totally sincere in all this. I
had a good long chat to her.” He smiled. “It isn’t every man who
gets to openly fuck his prospective daughter-in-law, with his son’s
approval.”

“Would
Ralph marry her, then?”

“Oh,
yes. But she wouldn’t expect him to be monogamous, not with all
these available slaves around. Nor, in fairness, would he restrict
her: a slave girl gets too used to having many different male
pricks up her.”

The
conversation went on for some time, but both men emerged from it
well pleased. David was relieved that Charles was not unhappy with
the situation regarding Tree Trunks: above all else, David did not
want to lose this job. What man would? Charles, for his part, was
pleased that David was frank about things and also open to advice.
He was delighted with the young man’s performance at the Manor:
security remained high, the girls were firmly treated and yet
allowed to find some comfort in life. The situation with Tree
Trunks did not worry him: it would be interesting to see how it
turned out.

 


Tree Trunks
herself was also trying to puzzle things out. She knew, everyone
did, that Master David was attracted to her. Fortunately he gave
her no preferential treatment, so the other girls did not resent
it. Fortunately? Wouldn’t she have liked to be able to avoid some
of the dreadful things they made her do? No, not unless her friends
could also avoid them. They would stand or fall together.

Her friends
were one short now, because Apples had been farmed out, having been
sold at an auction some time ago but only shipped out recently. The
auction had been horrible, but also eye-opening: they had not
really realised just how many girls this organisation controlled.
With Apples gone, there were the four of them, plus Wildcat, but
the new girl did not get on with them because she was still
battling her captivity, refusing to be known by her slave name, so
angry whenever one of the other girls used it, which for their own
sakes they did at all times. She also regarded them with suspicion
for accepting their fate.

And they did
accept it. They had commemorated the first anniversary of their
capture: it had been a solemn day, although they hadn’t been
excused their usual duties. They had also all had a birthday in
captivity now, and Christmas as well. All these things drove home
the fact that they were here for years to come. They had to accept
and make the best of it.

But how did
she, Tree Trunks (Martina was gone), feel about getting into a
relationship with one of her captors?

Well, for one
thing he wasn’t an evil man. Ruthless in his way, yes, as all the
Masters were, although none of the girls had ever suffered any
permanent harm at these men’s hands. In fact, if you accepted that
one person had the right to make another a slave, and it was
getting harder and harder not to because of the reality around
them, he was fine. She could actually like him.

She actually
slept in his bed at nights now, though still collared and chained.
They had sex most nights before going to sleep, and she had to
admit that she didn’t mind it at all. It was tender, loving sex,
the first she’d ever experienced. Her religious hang-ups had gone:
she accepted Master Charles’ point about being property. It even
allowed her to slowly begin to enjoy it.

Before Apples
left, Master David had ordered her to give Tree Trunks some lessons
in oral sex. They had started on dildos, then Apples had asked
their Masters for a man to work on. A couple of visitors were only
too happy to be “borrowed” for practice! Tree Trunks had, for
whatever reason, put a real effort into her lessons. When she
started to use her new skills on Master David, he took a thin whip
to her, flicking her with it whilst she worked. It hurt, but she
had to put up with it as she struggled to please him. That was
becoming the central theme in her life: put up with the pain in
order to make yourself a better slave. She knew she was on the
verge of surrendering to him completely.

She was in the
kitchen, preparing coffee for three visitors in the lounge who were
working on Wildcat. The newcomer had never been properly stripped
or inducted. She had been left in the kennels until the first group
of visitors arrived to make use of her, at which point she had been
taken upstairs. She had returned in some pain but not defeated. Her
blouse had been ripped open and the bra under it cut, so her
breasts were visible; the miniskirt was gone and the tiny panties
torn but still in place, the suspender belt and stockings the only
things untouched. After her second session, the panties were barely
still together, the back ripped to shreds by the whip, the front
torn in several places so that black pubic hair gaped through. The
stockings and suspenders still remained, but she was nude from the
waist up and her jewellery and watch were gone. Now, as Tree Trunks
entered the lounge with the coffee - the tray, as usual, held up by
a waist attachment and silver chains from her nipple clamps - the
girl was down to just the stockings; she was suspended from the
ceiling, snarling defiance and writhing in pain as whips snaked
around her body. Her nudity did not bother her in the least, nor
did the several rapes she had already endured (tied down, the only
way she could be taken), but she was not going to be broken.

But what of
the other girls, the four lovely virgins who had been picked up at
two o’clock in the morning on a foggy and deserted Welsh country
road after their car had run out of petrol?

Pussy was
upstairs somewhere, being fucked and probably perfectly happy as
long as the man concerned wasn’t too old and grizzled. Stick Insect
was outside, doing some gardening work, enjoying the fresh Spring
air even though it was cold on her totally bare skin. She still
moaned, only privately, of course, about their plight, but then
again she had always moaned and for all that she hated been nude
before men, she loved it too. Thatch, as she now was once more, was
currently chained up in the kennels. Her worries in her days of
freedom about the future, exams, careers, boy-friends and life in
general had been replaced by the balm of security and chains. Her
sufferings were not too high a price to pay for that comfort, and
the humiliations that she in particular seemed to attract were even
welcome in one small sense, in that they reinforced her
slavery.

And Tree
Trunks? She stood naked amongst three men, the chains holding the
coffee tray pulling painfully on her bare tits, her hand fully
occupied with adding cream and sugar to the cups of coffee, feeling
a male hand stroking her bottom, another sliding between her legs,
trying to ignore them and concentrate on keeping the tray steady.
Before her abduction, she had never thought of herself as
attractive or sexy: her face was plain, her hair impossible to make
good, her thighs too thick. Now she knew she was good enough for
men to lust over, as the hands roving over her at this moment
proved. What was more, a man with numerous lovely and naked girls
to choose from, was falling in love with her; and since she was
already naked before him, there was no worry that he would change
his mind when he saw her in the altogether. And she could love him.
Even when he whipped her: she was after all a slave, and slaves
must be whipped. Even when he fucked other girls: she had no right
to expect anything else of him. Even when he allowed other men to
fuck her: her sex, after all, was the property of her owners. She
would still love him.

It was nothing
to do with the men around her, but Tree Trunks felt her nipples
hardening under the pinching, painful clamps, and felt her twat
growing moist. Hanging from the chains, stockinged feet swaying six
inches off the ground, Wildcat was grateful for the brief respite
as the men drank their coffee.

Watching on
the monitor, David smiled.

All was well
at the Manor.

 


THE END
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