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    Chapter One – A Walk in the Park


    


    Sally smiled as she locked the door of the flat. She descended the single flight of stairs with something of a spring in her step. Outside, a beautiful day beckoned. The British weather, typically schizophrenic, had at last settled into something approaching summer, bright and vibrant with scents, as the residue of the week’s showers evaporated under the sun.


    Her mood was as bright as the day. Yesterday had seen the last exam finished and it was as though a weight had been removed. She knew she had done enough to pass respectably, and had relaxed with the other students as the party mood flowed on into the afternoon and evening.


    Before the gathering in the union bar, she had been washing her hands in the washroom when Olga, the Greek student, appeared at the next basin, asking, ‘How was it for you?’


    ‘The earth moved, Olga, the earth moved.’


    Olga had smiled but Sally doubted that she had picked up the connotation. Language could give rise to such peculiarities at times, as though people were on parallel train lines but not quite communicating.


    Or communicating on two different levels, as when one bright spark in the class had asked about the design of gear sticks in cars, during the ergonomics lecture given by Galena, the postgraduate student.


    ‘Yes, the design of gear knobs is a good example of ergonomics,’ she had replied. ‘I have seen knobs of many different shapes and sizes. They can be long or short, thick or thin, depending … Philip, why are you laughing?’


    Of course the room had filled with murmuring suppressed laughter as she had continued in great detail about the shape of knobs, and Philip had eventually been sent out as Galena’s ire flared. Clearly a knob was a knob and no more in Ukrainian, her native language.


    Sally found herself chuckling as she walked across the park, reflecting on how many knobs Galena might really have experienced. More than one anyway, she mused. She had seen Galena out and about, dressed a little more racily, when the serious academic mask slipped away. With Galena, it seemed to depend very much on who was in the company as to how sociable she became.


    Sally could understand that, although she saw herself as being more open-minded when it came to male company. She tended to at least give them enough rope to hang themselves, rather than immediately giving half of them the cold shoulder, as Galena tended to do.


    Anyhow, she was enjoying her own company today, determinedly so. She had left the partying remnants at a reasonably sensible hour, and risen at 10 or so, luxuriating in a hot bath. Leisurely toast and coffee; bliss. She had decided to meander to one of the many bistro-type establishments which had sprung up in the main street running alongside the park that her flat overlooked.


    On a whim, she had decided to wear a skirt and stockings. While she wasn’t meeting anyone, she nevertheless enjoyed the feeling of smartness yet slight vulnerability that the garments gave her. Selecting a white suspender belt, she had fastened it and cast around the drawer. A pair in smoky grey had come to hand. Slightly sexier than the other option, American Tan. She didn’t know why those were there. Perhaps nothing else had been available in the local shop, one time. She tended not to wear tights very often, favouring mostly trousers or jeans in the winter months.


    The only other option, the seamed fishnets that Carlo had bought for her … Well. A little early in the day for that, Carlo. She laughed. I don’t want every man in the café bar trying terribly hard not to stare at me while I enjoy a quiet lunch.


    She had selected a new pair of white briefs from the drawer. Something about the feel of the cotton, unworn, untouched, caused her to smile. She contemplated that if she were better off, with money no object, she might wear a brand new pair every day. The thought of such indulgence conflicted with the frugality which had been drummed into her during an upbringing with an unremarkable Yorkshire family, where nothing was thrown away without being utilised fully.


    Perhaps it was a generation thing, she reflected. Today was a long way from the time when damaged saucepans were patched and used again; the “make do and mend” war mentality which had been handed down from her grandmother to her mother.


    She had donned white bra, a predominantly white patterned blouse, and some smart, slightly raised shoes. It amused her to pose in front of the mirror on the open wardrobe door, thoroughly spick and span except for the total absence of a skirt. Were Carlo there, he would have been pawing her like a frantic puppy by then. His passion aroused her to a degree, but often it would burn out almost as quickly as it had flared, and he seemed to attach more importance to entertaining his coterie of male friends in his restaurant than he did to keeping her happy. Of course he said it was his restaurant, but she knew his father kept a vigilant eye on things in the background.


    No, it would take more than money and status to keep her interested. There was always Gareth, her other boyfriend, to fall back on. A philosophy student, he was less of a wham bam thank you merchant than Carlo, but he could get rather intense at times. She put up with this side of his character, compensated for in her eyes by his lithe yet strong body and occasional humorous nature. She wasn’t sure if it was enough, though. Maybe men in their early twenties were just too self-obsessed to be expert in the bedroom. Maybe she should try a woman …


    Amusement played on her lips as she entered the Avenidas café bar. She ordered a spritzer and a meal of Italian meatballs and sat down to wait at a spare table, adjusting the dark blue skirt she had chosen to complement her blouse.


    ‘Hello there.’


    ‘Oh, hi,’ she replied, looking up to see Nick, one of her lecturers.


    ‘How are you?’


    ‘Oh fine, just enjoying the freedom at last.’


    ‘Of course. Are you on your own?’


    ‘Yes, but join me if you like. I’ve just ordered.’


    ‘OK, thank you.’


    She watched as he spoke to the barmaid, ordering food for himself. She liked Nick. His lectures were usually quite witty, and he was friendly, without the patronising and aloof manner adopted by some of the other lecturers.


    Some of the younger students were unimpressed by Nick’s friendliness, but Sally, at 23, felt differently. He was human; did it matter that he was in his mid forties? It was immature to have a “them and us” attitude to lecturers, Sally felt. She liked him and that was that. She could even quite fancy him, with his salt and pepper hair and short beard and his stocky, six foot physique. She had seen him in the sports centre sometimes. She had the impression that, like her, he enjoyed a bit of badminton or swimming to keep fit, without being obsessive about it.


    He rejoined her and they chatted easily, about the psychology course and life in general. He was on his way into town for some shopping, he said, but there was no rush about it.


    He enquired about her plans for the summer, until the exam results came out. She had applied for a few general management jobs, without a great deal of enthusiasm, and was determined to enjoy a couple of weeks of freedom from the stresses of study and job applications.


    Nick looked thoughtful for a moment.


    ‘Would you be interested …?’ He paused. ‘What I’m thinking is … My wife runs a research establishment. It’s out in the country. Every summer we recruit a few carefully selected students to help with the programme for a couple of weeks.’


    ‘Well, that’s interesting,’ she interjected, ‘but I wouldn’t have thought I was quite the type you would have in mind. What kind of research …?’


    ‘Oh. Just a second. Not that you should undervalue your achievements at all, Sally, but I’m not sure I’ve been clear here. We’re talking about needing subjects, not technicians. I’m sorry …’ He smiled.


    ‘Oh. Silly me. I still want to ask what kind of research though. Even more so.’


    ‘Well, don’t worry. It’s sort of social psychology. Nothing strenuous or threatening. You’ll enjoy yourself. Paid holiday for two weeks, really.’


    ‘Paid?’


    ‘Yes. Look, do you want a coffee?’


    ‘Well, I wouldn’t mind, but why don’t you come over to my flat for one? It’s getting a bit hot and sticky in here. It’s only the other side of the park … Oh … I forgot, you’re going shopping, aren’t you?’


    ‘Oh no, that can wait. It’s more important to discuss this if you’re interested. It’s quite important that we find our last subject. The programme starts quite soon.’


    ‘Last subject? How many others are there then?’


    He hesitated slightly. ‘Look, shall we discuss the rest over coffee?’


    ‘Sure, come on.’ His intriguing proposition had lifted her already light spirits further. She looked forward to hearing more. In private.


    



    They walked slowly across the park. Small throngs of children rushed around near the duck pond, their various mothers resisting clamour for ice creams from the small wooden kiosk. Footballers chased around in the sunshine, contesting in their minds some World Cup tournament, clothing on the floor playing the part of goalposts in a majestic stadium.


    Suddenly, an errant shot hurtled toward Sally’s head. Nick quickly moved his arm and deflected it.


    ‘Oi! Be more careful.’


    ‘Sorry, mate.’


    ‘That would’ve knocked your block off,’ said Nick, resorting to language less scientific than that of his lectures.


    ‘Thanks. Phew!’ She had been looking down at the time and had not seen the projectile. She chuckled at him. ‘My hero.’


    They were almost at the flat. ‘Come on, I’m on the first floor,’ she said, feeling in her small clutch bag for the key, as they entered the garden of number 45. It stood with other houses at the far side of the park, overlooking a perimeter road and the central green expanse.


    They made their way upstairs and Sally started the kettle. Conversation flowed quite easily between them, mostly about the course and her aspirations – not many, it seemed at present.


    Nick stood with his coffee, looking out of the large bay window.


    ‘You have a wonderful view here, it’s idyllic,’ he mused.


    ‘Yes. Pity it’s only rented.’


    ‘Well, maybe one day you’ll be able to afford a place like this.’


    ‘Chance would be a fine thing.’


    Sally had settled down on the edge of the divan, it being a bedsit room which, although large, boasted only two chairs.


    She stretched out a bit, one leg folded up toward her, the other still touching the floor, like some Hollywood actress of the 1930s obeying the Hays Code, having to keep one foot in contact with the ground to delineate the boundary of any sensuality.


    She was aware she was not being particularly demure. Her skirt might be just short enough to afford him a glimpse of stocking top. Was it? Not knowing the answer began to excite her.


    He turned and looked. His glance dropped for a moment, then politeness regained its sway and his eyes held hers. Her chest heaved a little as she drew a larger breath than normal.


    ‘So.’ She was the first to speak.


    ‘What are the criteria for these subjects of yours?’


    ‘Well. They’re all young and attractive. I hope that doesn’t sound too sexist.’


    ‘Are they all female, then?’ she interrupted.


    ‘No no. Equally distributed.’


    ‘Distributed? You sound like a right psychologist.’ She laughed.


    ‘Sorry.’


    ‘So I’m attractive, then?’


    ‘Of course.’ A grin of some relief. She could tell the suggestion of sexism had put him on the defensive for a moment.


    ‘How attractive, on a graph of normal distribution?’


    ‘You’re a bit of a minx, aren’t you?’ He moved a little closer, putting his cup on the mantelpiece.


    She kicked off her heels.


    They looked at each other. A little too long for politeness.


    She thought she should ask about his wife. Thought it. Didn’t say it.


    His hand touched her leg. Her knee, high, her right foot below it on the bed. He looked at her, long enough for decorum to reassert itself, should it wish.


    Her knee moved slightly higher as her right hand pulled the skirt back further.


    No doubt now as his hand moved firmly to the gap at the top of the stocking.


    Momentarily she wanted or maybe just expected a hungry kiss, but none came. Her eyes shut, she brought her left leg up onto the bed as he grasped her inner thighs, one hand on each.


    As he massaged firmly, she felt enough tension applied so that she could not have closed her legs had she wished to, yet no more than that, not threatening.


    He felt what she intended, that her response was only a token resistance, revealed as such when he brought his right leg onto the bed to press against her inner left thigh.


    His right hand now free, she promptly gasped as the thumb found the mound above her cunt and began, gently, to rub.


    Already wet, her arousal increased as the circular motions persisted. No impatience like her boyfriends, just continuous, relentless pressure.


    By the time he paused her consciousness was fuzzy, drifting in trancelike pleasure. She half opened her eyes, to see him stripping off. Already naked to the waist, he watched to make sure she was still the willing participant.


    Drowsily, she began to unbutton her blouse. Sitting on the bed, he moved quickly through the awkward phase of shoe and sock removal. Standing up, trousers and underpants were equally quickly divested.


    She finished undoing the front of her blouse and waited as she studied his hard cock. Thicker than Carlo’s, was her random thought.


    He moved close and resumed his fingering of her clitoral mound through the damp panties, this time pulling the skirt hem up, well past her waist.


    She began to try to unhook her flimsy little bra, but found the effort required was unappealing, and sank back, moaning and spreading her legs lewdly wide.


    Wrapping his right hand behind her calf, he drew it to his crotch and began to move his haunches up and down, left leg on the bed and right on the floor, as he massaged his cock against her stockinged leg. With his left thumb, he continued to work on her clit through the thin cotton.


    Soon, what was left of her conscious thought processes could find only one action to perform, which was to reach down with her right hand and wrench the wet gusset of her knickers aside.


    Exposure was total. Raising her pelvis was the only communication she was capable of. He responded, thankfully, without words, as he shifted all of his body between her raised thighs and then, with little time lost, she felt the tip of his cock contact her willing cunt lips, and with an easy gentle thrust he was fully within her.


    She smiled, gratified, as he began to slowly pump her. Lying back, helplessly pleasured, she mustered some strength and raised her legs further, before wrapping them as tightly as she could around his fuzzy-haired back.


    Groaning, he grimaced with unknown depths of pleasure, losing himself in some form of ecstasy. Encouraged, she began to exercise her pelvic floor muscles, whereupon she saw his eyes open wide with what looked like shock, as he felt the action of her vagina rippling on his cock.


    The start of a groan altered into a higher pitched, soft wail of pleasure as she continued to grip him tightly with her legs, preventing his withdrawal and possible escape.


    As the wail peaked she felt the hot cock throb inside her and he subsided into gasping immobility.


    ‘Oh my dear …’ He began to formulate some phrase, but she put her finger across his lips.


    ‘Shhh!’


    She wanted no apologies.


    For one so young, she already knew the truth that, in lovemaking, nothing is so powerful as the action, and words can never really qualify or alter the strength of the deed.


    



    They lay side by side, recovering. It dawned on Sally that, while pleasured, her satisfaction was not complete.


    Raising herself, she turned over Nick and manoeuvred herself so that, kneeling, she looked down at him, face to face. She shuffled forward till her fanny was over his face, her folded legs pinning his arms. Through dazed, half-closed eyes, he dimly realised what was happening, and let out a slight groan. Was it of puzzlement, alarm, or a mixture of the two? She didn’t care as she pressed down upon him.


    Seeking a position where she could rub her clitoris against her lover’s protruding nose, she held the headboard and began to grind against it. Nick opened his mouth to emit a sound in an expression of protest and pleasure, but in so doing only allowed his own spunk to drip into it as it oozed from her cunt. His body bucked as he experienced the slightly salty taste, but Sally, clinging tightly to the headboard for support, moved faster, rolling her hips like the lewdest of pole dancers as she sought only pleasure. Eventually, finding the spot she wanted to stimulate the most, she located it against the very tip of his nose and worked herself forward and backward, frenziedly. Her victim gasped for a mixture of air and his own sticky fluid, and finally gained relief as she yelped her satisfaction and subsided off him, rolling to one side and round, with her feet gaining the floor at the side of the bed, in one fluid motion.


    She raised herself and leant forward, standing with her arse thrust back toward him. Putting her hands behind her haunches, she pulled at the flesh near the bottom of her cheeks, thus giving him a brief but full view of her red pussy lips. Then, turning, she smiled to see his cock had reached semi-grown status despite its recent ejaculation.


    ‘Not bad for a middle-aged old goat.’ She chuckled down at him, before walking toward the bathroom.

  


  
    Chapter Two – The Mistress


    


    Jane emerged from her en suite bathroom into her large bedroom. She wore a smile and little else other than a generously proportioned black suspender belt, high over her hips at waist level, and seamed black stockings.


    She sat on the bed, then lay back, raising her legs one by one as she unclipped the firm metallic slides from the small round buttons encased by the smooth black nylon. The belt had a silky quality to it, more than the usual material one found these days. She paid for quality – in the large stockings which fitted her so well; in the teasing garment which held them   for quality paid you back every time you handled it and saw its effect on males, as well as minimising annoying ladders and broken clasps.


    She stood up and unhooked the belt. A tall and well-built woman in a Rubenesque sort of way, her mature years were belied by her smooth complexion and its healthy glow. She wrapped herself in a flimsy silk gown which clung to her ample curves as she tightened the thin belt which was all the designer had ultimately provided to maintain any semblance of modesty.


    She poured a glass of Rosé d’Anjou from a cabinet near the bed. The bed itself was a huge affair, as wide as most beds were long and ample also in length. A cushioned headboard rested against the wall; otherwise it was an open divan without posts, less to be conscious of when engaged in more athletic bedtime pursuits.


    She smiled the smile of one secure in her domain, confident and serene. As she sipped her wine she reflected on how Max had entered her room an hour ago.


    Deferential as ever, he had greeted her.


    ‘Good evening madam. How are you?’


    ‘I’m well, Max, I’m fine thank you. Strip.’


    With a mere flicker of reaction, he had obeyed the command and was soon naked. While he knew he was her favourite lover, there were certain boundaries which it would have been unwise to cross, given his position in the household.


    Jane, for her part, had stared at his nicely proportioned body as he stood before her. Entering his thirties, he combined a degree of youthful vigour with the thickset bearing of the more mature male, enhanced by his past as a labourer and welder in the Polish shipbuilding yards where he had spent several working years. His shoulders, arms, and neck muscles were particularly well developed.


    She admired his physique, yet would not let herself become too much in thrall to it. No, that would never do, with a mere male   and a servant at that. Well, an employee, she supposed; perhaps one shouldn’t get too medieval in one’s mental descriptions.


    Nevertheless, despite the near twenty-year gap in their ages, she was accustomed to giving a good account of herself in their more boisterous tussles. She had waited until he was completely nude before beginning to strip herself. Already attired in the suspenders and stockings in anticipation of Max’s arrival, she had first taken off her blouse, then the plain black skirt she wore during the day.


    Standing in a close-fitting black panty-girdle and black bra which perfectly framed her ample cleavage, she had pointed to the floor. The naked Max had knelt at her feet, and, bending forward and low, had kissed her toes, encased in plain black single-strapped high-heeled shoes. He had proceeded to kiss both feet in this manner, many times over, murmuring as though lost in a reverie of complete submission.


    When she was ready, she had moved toward the bed, casting aside the bra. She had then turned toward Max, who had shuffled toward her on his knees, like some pantomime gnome divested of his costume and what was left of his dignity.


    Max had helped pull down the tight girdle, with the now visible fanny hair driving him into a quiet frenzy. After she’d moved and then lain on her back on the bed, he’d launched himself forward, tongue licking firstly at the hairy mound and then further, further down, probing, until she had gradually spread herself. It was then he had begun to bring her toward ecstasy, as she knew he would. Finding his way to her eager clitty, teasing round it, faster, slower, softer, and then harder when he sensed her readiness. With surges of passion he had serviced her, moving his tongue down, pushing and tasting the cunt opening with its juicy reward, back up to flick fiercely at the clitty. Max was doing much more than fulfilling a duty; he was an enthusiast and an expert at this task. They both knew it without having to speak of it.


    Eventually he had come up for breath, grasping a glass of water on the bedside table, refreshing himself. His eyes had asked the silent question of whether she needed refreshment. She shook her head as she stared wide-eyed up at his hard cock. Big but not too much so, it suited her well. She raised her knees and spread wide. Max knew the signal and wasted not a second in plunging his cock deep inside her opening. He would surely have come almost immediately were it not for the sopping wetness of her vagina offering little friction.


    Instead he had begun to thrust steadily, then faster and fiercer as he knew she liked it. Her wide pupils gave her away. She wrapped her legs around him, pinning him in position. With a groan he partly withdrew, then, supporting himself on his arms, had watched himself as he pushed his moistened cock in and out of her hole.


    At length he had lifted himself up and free, nearly exhausted. Changing position, he faced her legs as he went down again. She reached his balls and held them as he licked in a feeding frenzy, this time showing the clitty little relief or mercy. Soon, her legs had twitched, bucked, and shuddered as her orgasm rippled through her, reverberating through all her senses long and intensely.


    Max had, after a while, gone to the bathroom to piss, taking quite some time before his hard cock relented and he was able to relieve his bladder. When he returned, Jane, still dazed, had patted the space on the bed next to her and he joined her there, allowed to lie, like, perhaps, some favoured dog. At least he was favoured. Did this status do enough to offset the canine side of the equation, Jane had wondered. She thought not, in view of the eagerness with which he had kissed and tongued her feet.


    The thought had reminded her that she still had on the black heels. She rose and took them off.


    ‘OK, Max, into the bathroom.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    They had walked through.


    ‘Into the bath and on your back,’ came her command, her voice now more clipped and with a harder edge.


    Shoulders sagging slightly, Max had obeyed.


    The bath was a large, deep, and luxurious affair. It was over six feet and square, with high sides which nearly touched Max’s still enlarged cock as he clambered over.


    With the second part of the order obeyed, Max had remained motionless, his right hand near his erect cock but not quite daring to touch it. She had reached into an alcove and found an inflatable waterproof pillow, which she had placed tenderly under his head.


    ‘Now Max, you may observe.’


    She had climbed into the bath and now stood above him, one foot either side of his head so that he gazed up at her plump arse.


    ‘I know what you do with that slut Lena.’


    ‘No, Madame Jane, it’s not true.’


    ‘Don’t deny it, Max, you disappoint me when you lie. In any case, this is not a discussion.’


    ‘Mistress …’


    ‘Max, shut your mouth. Now, you may open it, but please emit not one sound or it will be the worse for you.’


    She had looked down. The obedience had been forthcoming and he lay there open-mouthed, naked and helpless.


    ‘Max, you may wank.’


    He had needed no second invitation and tossed himself uninhibitedly as she crouched down over him.


    Her cunt was only six inches over him when he began to moan in the pure lust of absolute worship. Her arse continued to descend until she found a comfortable repose. For her, that was. For Max, a mixture of disgraceful pleasure as he swallowed her seeping vaginal fluid, his mouth now enveloped, and forbidden ecstasy as his frenzied hand finished its task and his cock pumped copious come almost over the high sides of the bath.


    ‘Don’t forget who your mistress is, Max,’ she had reminded him as she climbed up and found a paper towel. ‘Clean yourself up at your leisure, I will see you shortly,’ she had said, opening the door.


    When Max came through she was lying in bed, enjoying a Malteser chocolate or two with her wine. Perhaps that was why her figure was what might be termed “fuller”, she reflected. She would tolerate adjectives such as buxom and even plump, perhaps, but never let anyone dare say anything less complimentary. At 5’9’ she was never going to be a small lady, and was actually quite comfortable with her size. Perhaps a little less around the waist and she could have aspired to a likeness, with her shortish, slightly curly blonde hair, to one of those pin ups of the Fifties, ample of breast and bum, well fed on post-rationing real butter. Those to which many a teenage boy first fantasised, their airbrushed pubes failing to diminish the lust and wonder stirred within the pages of Health and Efficiency, the purity of naturist ethos the last thing on their minds.


    She spoke to Max as he dressed.


    ‘That will be all for tonight, Max, I need some sleep. We’ve got a new recruit organised. Could you speak to Nick and make the pick-up arrangements for tomorrow, or as soon as you can?’


    ‘Certainly, madam. That will make the eight then.’


    ‘Indeed, Max. Goodnight.

  


  
    Chapter Three – Arrival


    


    Sally woke up earlier than usual. Nick had made his exit the night before, but, after getting dressed, had stayed long enough to explain his proposition.


    She had made them a light meal while he talked, listening with increasing fascination. It appeared that his wife ran a research institute out in the country, one which was in receipt of considerable funding from various organisations, some commercial and others of more shadowy origin, perhaps governmental, although Nick would not be more explicit.


    Whatever the background, there was no disputing what was on offer to those who volunteered themselves. £5000 basic rate for two weeks away from town. Where was the catch? Nick assured her there would be no medical experimentation, no untried drugs or anything of that nature. It was solely an exploration of social and psychological responses in a controlled environment.


    The price to be paid seemed small. She would have to inform her parents that she would be away for two weeks on a Hebridean adventure holiday, away from any form of communication. She would have to sign a contract agreeing that all findings of the experimental process remained the intellectual property of the researchers, and she would not be paid anything if she left the experiment before the period of two weeks was up. There was no coercion involved, he emphasised, but the financial reward was there to encourage a degree of endurance, for participants would have been put through quite a physical test by the end of the process.


    After agreeing with Nick that her physical health was excellent, he mentioned that her medical records would be checked anyway, as they had an arrangement with the University Health Centre. Whatever happened to data protection, she mused, raising an eyebrow.


    Nothing he had said put her off; the £5000 would go a good way toward giving her a leg-up now that uni was nearly ended. Paying off her student loan could wait a while; they didn’t have to know about the windfall. And there was talk of further financial reward for those who did well in the tasks they were asked to perform.


    ‘Just the same as a lab rat, really,’ he remarked. ‘You wouldn’t expect it to do much of interest without offering a food reward.’


    ‘Charming. Anyway, I’ll give it a go. Not much planned the next few weeks, anyway.’


    He had explained, to her considerable surprise, that she would be the last of eight volunteers for the experiment, and that the eight would be living in close company for the next two weeks, seeing only the staff of the research institute to represent the wider world. Apparently they had been carefully chosen and vetted; she would have thought that students would be battering the door down at the prospect of £5000.


    No, he had explained, this was by invitation only, and the small number of participants was essential in managing the situation. He had, he said, had her in mind for some time but had kept missing her.


    She had indeed been out a lot recently, but since the last tiff with Carlo and Gareth’s decision to swan off on that Swedish educational trip of his, had settled over the last couple of days for her own company.


    It was in the nature of the experimental process that he could not reveal any detail about it until she had begun it, Nick had explained.


    Her mind racing after he left, it had taken her quite a while after going to bed to finally doze off.


    



    The doorbell rang at 11 a.m. as promised. Nick had phoned her at 9 confirming the arrangement. Short notice, but what else would she be doing after all? Her nerves tingled slightly at the prospect of adventure.


    At the door stood a polite man in blazer and tie. She was astonished to see a chauffeur’s cap topping off the outfit. He introduced himself as Max. He seemed well built for someone who just drove a car, broad shouldered and with a strong, thick neck. His light brown hair was well trimmed below the cap, and she sensed a pleasant aroma of expensive aftershave.


    ‘Have you got any luggage, miss?’ he asked.


    ‘Well, there’s a couple of bags, I didn’t know how much to bring.’


    ‘Didn’t Nick tell you? To be honest, miss, you only really need a couple of outfits. The institute provides clothing for you during your stay.


    ‘Hmmm?’ A frown crossed her features. ‘Not one-piece overalls with arrows on them, I hope.’ She smiled, seeking some response.


    ‘Oh no, madam, I mean miss, there’s nothing to worry about. But I’m not supposed to talk about the experiment in any way, really.’


    ‘Oh. Well, I suppose that leaves you in an awkward position. Just give me a few minutes while I repack.’


    ‘Certainly, miss.’


    Soon, with her one bag placed in the boot of a large Jaguar, they were off. Max had insisted that she rode in the back. After chuckling at this time-warp sort of behaviour, she acquiesced and began to enjoy the ride. She wore a comfortable skirt and T-shirt, and light trainers on her feet. The temperature was too high to bother with stockings, and certainly not tights.


    They moved smoothly north and before too long were leaving the York ring road. As a fairly local girl, she recognised some of the roads. Max pulled into a lay-by. He purchased sandwiches and coffee from a catering caravan and they walked back to the car with their plastic cups.


    ‘Miss,’ said Max a little awkwardly as they stood near the car, ‘I have to ask you something.’


    ‘Ask away then, Max.’


    ‘Would you mind wearing a blindfold for the rest of the trip? The location of the research institute is a matter of some secrecy and we don’t like to broadcast it.’


    ‘You’re kidding, Max, surely?’


    ‘Well, the only alternative is for you to agree to lie on the back seat for half an hour or so. I’d still have to blindfold you a few miles before we got there or I’d be in deep shit.’


    She smiled at the incongruity of the sudden expletive, as though his reservoir of English expression had run dry and he had had to resort to one of the first colloquialisms he had picked up in Yorkshire, arriving perhaps from Eastern Europe, she surmised from his slight accent.


    ‘What about the other seven volunteers, participants, whatever you call them? Were they all blindfolded?’


    ‘I picked them up in our minibus yesterday. The windows are blacked out and there is a partition behind the driver.’


    ‘You’ve an answer for everything, haven’t you? Well, go on then, do your worst.’


    ‘The blindfold?’


    ‘All right, I’ll just doze off for a bit.’


    Max was careful that none of the lorry drivers at the tea wagon were observing his rather bizarre deed, and drove them to the end of the lay-by before leaning in and quickly drawing the black mask on to her.


    They completed the rest of the journey in silence.


    



    At length the barely perceptible whisper of the Jaguar’s tyres on tarmac gave way to a continuous crunching noise as the fat wheels bit into gravel. Soon there was silence as motion ceased and Max turned the ignition off. She had been lolling across the bench seat, and now raised herself just as the door opened and Max deftly unclasped her mask. Blinking in the sunlight, she extricated herself from the large saloon. She saw at her right a large, well-kept lawn, bordered by tall trees some way back, through a gap in which peeped the white gravel driveway. This driveway widened considerably as it swept round to their parked position.


    Turning, she almost gasped as she saw the mansion to which the driveway led. In the centre was a large portico flanked by over-large Doric-style pillars in stone. To each side of this stretched a symmetrical wing with several large windows, two storeys high. There may well have been an attic storey with gabled windows, but she was too close to see whether such was the case. The loop of driveway where they had parked ran alongside a decorative hedge before rejoining the main drive, which bordered the lawn at its perimeter before running in a wide semi-circle round the building to the right. At the left end of the building, the tall hedge that bordered it stopped at an eight-foot-high pedestrian gate, seemingly locked, which nestled alongside the house.


    Max had extricated her holdall, and asked her to follow him as he opened the front door with a key, after walking past the outer double doors, which remained pinned back.


    ‘Take a seat, miss,’ he beckoned.


    Sally was happy to do so, on a well-upholstered leather bench in the square hallway. The hallway alone was considerably larger than her parents’ living room, and accommodated a double stairway which rose above her at 180 degrees to the first flight, near which she sat. Under this upper flight one could see a junction of three corridors, one toward each wing of the house and a third leading further into the building, directly away from the front door.


    Max put her luggage down and headed along this third corridor after asking her to wait. He turned into a door on his left and soon emerged again.


    ‘The director will be down shortly,’ he said as he walked up to her.


    ‘Thank you, Max.’


    ‘A pleasure to meet you, miss. I will see you again soon.’


    As he turned and entered the same door, she began to wonder just what she had let herself in for.


    After a couple of minutes, she heard the muffled sound of steps on the carpeted stairway. A moment later a large blonde lady turned the corner at the foot of the stairs. She was attired in a straight black skirt under a white medical tunic which covered her hips. Black tights or stockings encased powerful calves which tapered down to quite large feet in sensible black high-heeled shoes.


    ‘You must be Sally.’ The older woman beamed. ‘So lovely to meet you. We’re sorry you’ve had such a last-minute arrival, but don’t worry, you’ll catch up with things in no time. My name’s Jane Taylor, by the way. I’m in charge of proceedings here. Has Max taken your bag? I see not,’ she mused with a slight frown.


    ‘Max!’ She bellowed in the direction of the door through which Max had disappeared. Sally found the sudden change from reassuring smile to belligerent gracelessness slightly disconcerting.


    The door opened and a young woman appeared, whose brown skin indicated that she was of mixed race origin. Stunningly beautiful, she could have been a model, although her body was healthily padded, more than the stick insects such clothes horses tended to be nowadays. She was dressed in a longish skirt and kitchen apron.


    ‘He’s gone to open the garage, Mrs Taylor.’


    ‘Well tell him to get back here, our guest’s luggage is still in the hall.’


    ‘Yes, Mrs Taylor.’


    ‘You haven’t been distracting him, have you, Lena?’


    ‘Certainly not, Mrs Taylor.’ The woman bristled slightly. ‘I’ve got enough on with tonight’s meal.’


    ‘All right, Lena. Get him though, will you?’


    Nodding, Lena disappeared through what Sally assumed to be the door to the kitchen area.


    While this interchange took place, Sally had felt the proverbial coin drop. Taylor was Nick’s name. This then must be his wife. She would have to exercise some care in any dealings with her.


    ‘I’ll show you round, dear, in a minute,’ said Jane Taylor, ‘when that dozy Max gets back. On second thoughts, leave your bag here. He’ll carry it up when he comes through. You’re in Room Eight on the top floor by the way. Come with me. Oh … Did you sign the contract on the way?’


    ‘Er … No.’


    Jane Taylor’s face creased slightly in annoyance. A moment later Max appeared, contrite.


    ‘Max, her bag is here and she hasn’t even signed the contract.’


    ‘Oh no. Sorry madam, I’ll get it from the car.’


    ‘Don’t bother Max, I’ve got copies in the office, I’ll get her to sign in there. You really must get a grip. Do you know how the tests are going?’


    ‘Lena said they’re on the fifth.’


    ‘Excellent. Come.’ She spoke directly to Sally, ignoring the chauffeur.


    Sally followed her along the corridor which went toward the right of the hall area. She was given a brief tour, throughout which Jane Taylor was sweetness personified, like a friendly aunt concerned for her welfare.


    They saw on the left a sumptuous dining room, with a long table in the centre of the oblong space, immaculately set for dinner with fine cutlery and white cloth. There were eight places along it and one at either end, making room for ten.


    Next, also on the left of the corridor, came a comfortable lounge with many soft chairs. This, being at the end of the house, had windows on two walls. Those parallel with the dining room windows looked out onto a large ornamental garden bounded by a low hedge, while on the end wall, the windows presented a vista of extensive grounds, ending with a wooded area in the distance. 


    On the opposite side of the corridor at the end of the house was a large games room featuring a snooker table. The room’s shape mirrored the lounge, its front window looking out on to the gravel driveways framing the lawn in front of the house.


    In here were two people, perhaps a year or two younger than Sally. A dark-skinned youth crouched over the table, and had just cracked a red ball toward a far corner pocket as they entered. He looked up as they came through the door, the ball ricocheting around the table having narrowly missed its target.


    In a chair near the window on their left sat a girl Sally recognised from the Psychology course, albeit the year below hers.


    ‘Hello,’ she said, in that tone one uses to convey a degree of surprise.


    ‘Hi,’ said the girl. Sally expected her greeting to be a little friendlier, since they vaguely knew each other, if only by sight. One is normally relieved to see a bird of similar feather, as it were, in a new and challenging environment. Perhaps the second-year girl was just a bit unsure of herself. Or was she very sure of herself and rather cold? Sally found it hard to decide.


    ‘This is Oliver, and Liz, two of your fellow subjects. This is Sally, who will be joining you; she arrived a little late.’


    With a broad smile, the black youth offered his hand.


    ‘Oliver Agu.’ He spoke in a deep, clear voice tinged with pride. ‘Of Nigeria via Yorkshire.’


    Sally smiled and was formulating a response when Jane Taylor interrupted.


    ‘There’ll be time for proper introductions later, my dear. We’ve got a little paperwork to do and time is getting on.’ She looked at Sally in a way that conveyed polite yet definite command.


    ‘See you later, then,’ said Sally chirpily to her fellow “subjects”, and followed Jane out of the room.


    After passing a door marked “Library” on their left, they regained the hall area. Jane explained that they had come from the east wing and were now entering the west wing, as they passed under the large stairway landing. Here there were two doors on the right, both labelled “Staff Only”. On the left were two doors, in turn designated “Secretary” and “Director”.


    At this latter, Jane extracted a key from her pocket and, opening the door, beckoned Sally to follow and take a seat, two of which were available near the window. Jane’s desk faced the window with her large leather swivel chair behind it.


    ‘I like this spot because I can see who’s coming down the drive,’ said Jane as she picked a document out of the top drawer of the imposing, old-fashioned desk. Giving it to Sally, she said, ‘I gather Nick explained this all to you. Read it carefully before you sign it, you’ve got time.’


    Sally perused the document but there was little to it, other than what Nick had said. The main gist of it was that if they were to get to the end of the two-week experiment, they would have to do as they were instructed during that time. Any free will involved merely extended to walking away, in which case they would forego any right to the £5000 reward. Moreover, a gagging clause threatened that strong legal action would be brought to bear upon any participant who spoke about the experiment afterwards, whether they were successful or otherwise.


    Sally was reasonably comfortable with all this. She was by now quite psyched up for some sort of adventure anyway, and was not about to turn back unless she sensed anything too sinister. The general atmosphere was secretive rather than threatening.


    Nevertheless, she had a question.


    ‘Just one thing …’


    ‘Certainly.’


    ‘Nick mentioned some sort of extra reward possibly.’


    ‘Oh yes. That’s a fair one. Well, there is a considerable sum available for the best and second-best students. But I can’t disclose how much.’


    On uttering the word “best”, Jane raised her hands and, with the two forefingers of each, made the “parentheses” gesture, while smiling enigmatically.


    ‘So what constitutes “best”?’ said Sally, boldly if impulsively.


    ‘You will have to accept that I can’t tell you that, dear. The experiment is founded to some degree upon a certain lack of knowledge amongst the subjects about what is being aimed at.’


    ‘Oh. Well, OK. Have you got a pen?’


    ‘Surely. You have read the parts about all subjects and staff having been thoroughly medically vetted and being clear of any communicable diseases and infections?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And that you will not suffer any lasting or severe physical harm as a result of anything we do here? And you are OK with all this?’


    ‘Yes, sure.’


    ‘OK. Good.’


    She proffered a pen and Sally signed.


    A long moment passed during which Sally fantasised that at any second the older woman would snap at her that she knew all about her fling with Nick, before summoning Max to drag her down to the cellars, there to be kept in chains for her sins, having signed all her rights away.


    Instead, Jane turned on her professional beaming smile and spoke in a brisk tone.


    ‘Right, my dear. The first thing you have to do is a medical test. Then you will have caught up with all the others. They were on the fifth when you arrived and Liz is probably in there now. Can you find your way back to the lounge or snooker room? You’ll be called soon.’


    ‘Of course. Thank you.’


    What was she thanking the woman for? Sally wondered. Manners were a strange thing at times.


    Sure enough, in the snooker room, Oliver was now alone. They chatted amiably for a while. He was a Business Studies student, funded by his family in Nigeria. She formed the impression that they were quite rich. He seemed far more enthusiastic when talking about parties and discos that he had organised than he did about his course, her question about this latter being met by little more than a grunt.


    He seemed likeable enough on the whole. Perhaps a touch of arrogance about him, but, hey, let’s wait until you know him better, she told herself. He was certainly physically attractive, his T-shirt revealing long, sinewy arms, with strong, pronounced muscles evolved more in the gym than in the lecture theatre.


    The door opened.


    ‘Mr Agu, please,’ said a very tall, statuesque woman who entered. She was dressed in black pencil skirt and pink blouse, through which a similarly coloured bra could be seen, testifying to the engineering prowess of man, as it strained to support enormous breasts, 40G or more, thought Sally. Tan stockings and unnecessarily tall red high-heeled shoes completed her attire.


    She wore, in Sally’s opinion, far too much make-up. Difficult to pinpoint her age, perhaps somewhere in the mid to late 30s. She had a substantial crown of blonde curled hair, worn in a bouffant style, tumbling in a perfectly coiffed creation of unnatural randomness, down toward her shoulders.


    A pair of spectacles framed in a modern style with a subtle fuchsia shade completed the look of someone buttoned up, businesslike, and super efficient, which was probably, Sally thought, just what she was.


    ‘OK, lady,’ said Oliver, rather irreverently.


    He was regaled with a terse, ‘Follow me,’ in reply from the woman.


    They disappeared, leaving Sally alone. What had she got into, she found herself wondering yet again.

  


  
    Chapter Four – Examination


    


    Sally gravitated to the lounge, where there was little to hold her interest, just a couple of out of date Cosmopolitan magazines. She stared out at the grounds. Some spread! What must it cost to run and who actually owned it?


    After an inordinate amount of time, the door opened and an elegant woman of about forty appeared. With shortish straight brown hair cut in a bob, she seemed perfectly groomed yet a little flushed, as though she had been running. This impression was at odds with the crisply starched white medical tunic she wore; calf length, revealing only black stockings and shoes. It had a zipped front, straight down, protruding slightly over what seemed shapely breasts.


    ‘Sally?’ enquired the newcomer. A faint accent was evident, the last syllable pronounced in a charming rising tone.


    ‘That’s me,’ said Sally brightly.


    ‘Would you follow me? It is time for your examination. I am Doctor Inez de Courtanze and I will be conducting it. We are sorry to have kept you waiting so long.’


    ‘No problem.’


    Turning right at the hall, they walked toward the far end of the central corridor, stopping near the kitchen door. On their right, opposite it, was a door marked “Surgery”, through which they entered.


    The doctor beckoned Sally to sit, and explained that all participants underwent this examination, it was routine, nothing to worry about.


    The room was large, with various items of apparatus in it. Sally had little time to take it in before the doctor asked her to strip to her pants.


    Doing so, Sally was then put through a standard series of tests, checking blood pressure, lung capacity, vision and so on.


    She was then led to a treadmill, which the doctor set to a fast jog. Sally kept up with this for several minutes, eventually breaking into a sweat. At this point the doctor, who had indicated that Sally should address her as Inez, turned off the switch.


    ‘Now I must ask you to remove your panties, ma petite, for a final test.’


    Sally did so and Inez proffered her hand for them, casually throwing them on the chair where Sally’s outer clothing lay.


    Walking to her desk, Inez then took out a strange-looking device. It seemed to be all leather straps, yet with some pink object integral to it. Sally soon realised its purpose as Inez marched quickly over and clasped one leather band tightly around her waist. She then deftly manoeuvred the other strap around Sally’s front, passing it under her crotch and grasping the end to fasten it to the waistband.


    Sally realised she was wearing a sort of tight thong, the main feature of which was the small bulbous pink object which belonged to it. It consisted of a thin two-inch dildo which sought to find its way into her vagina, with an auxiliary finger-like protuberance further forward, which now rubbed on her clitoral area. The tightness which Inez had engendered when she pulled the strap at the back ensured that the twin pressures would continue, no matter what position Sally tried.


    ‘Now chérie, run again,’ said Inez, pressing the switch.


    Sally, lost for words, had little choice if she were not to tumble from the quickly moving treadmill. Inez picked up a remote control from her desk and flicked a switch.


    At once, the finger part of the dildo affair began to buzz and twitch. It alternated vibrations with slower in-and-out motions, all the while bearing upon her clitoral area, where folds of skin began to move slightly, further stimulating her vulnerable pleasure button.


    Gasping, Sally held the handrails tightly. More and more, she weakened and willed either machine to stop. Presently, Inez consulted the watch pinned over her left breast, and walked nearer to the treadmill, pressing, to Sally’s immense relief, the red switch which stopped it.


    Now just the buzzing of the automated dildo could be heard. Freed of the need for physical exertion, Sally’s nervous system transmitted more of the delicious sensations it produced. She felt herself drifting virtually into a trance, any inhibitions at being naked, strapped into this lewd device in front of a stranger, having melted away.


    ‘Now, chérie, come with me.’


    Inez showed no sign of wanting to operate the remote control, and instead led Sally to another piece of apparatus hidden behind a small screen.


    It was an upholstered seat, with a large backrest at a comfortable angle. Just under waist high, the seat cushion was customised in respect of two arms   or was it legs?   that stretched forward at either side of the main squab.


    Sally was instructed to seat herself in this unusual chair, semi-bed, whatever it was. Willpower diluted by the relentlessly buzzing finger, she did as asked.


    As she rested her back, Inez adjusted the angle of the backrest until Sally was most comfortable. Reaching up, she operated a control and a motor hummed as some rounded bars came around and descended from higher up on this strange rig.


    ‘Hold on to these, chérie. You will be more comfortable for the next stage if you support yourself.’


    Bemused, Sally reached upward and grasped a bar at each side. Leather grips had been provided for this, around the chromed steel. Unsure whether she wanted the trembling finger to cease, Sally felt deprived of any decision-making capability.


    The next thing she was aware of was Inez tightening a strap, containing her wrist where it grasped the bar. Walking quickly round, Inez took Sally’s free hand, which she had moved away upon feeling the bond tighten on her other wrist.


    Though she offered a token resistance, Sally’s arm was overpowered nonetheless by Inez’s two. The elements of quickness and surprise, together with a vestigial faith in the habit of obedience toward a qualified person’s instructions, were enough to see the younger woman secured. She was comfortable, with arms raised at the elbow slightly, but helpless.


    ‘What’s going on?’ said Sally.


    ‘You will see, mademoiselle,’ said Inez, walking back toward the desk and picking up the remote control. ‘Would you like it to stop?’


    ‘I don’t know.’ Sally felt ashamed and confused as she heard her own words.


    ‘Do not worry.’ Inez smiled down at her, quite a kindly smile now, as she grasped the captive’s left foot. After she kicked a foot control, the two arms at the end of the seat cushion moved upward. Sally’s legs, resting on these, followed as they rose and folded at an angle, so that both thighs and calves were supported, held considerably higher than her trunk.


    Incongruously, Sally recalled a crack someone had made once, about why gynaecologists always wear bow ties, as Inez strapped her ankles to the ends of the padded rests. There seemed little point in resisting, since her arms were restrained anyway.


    Reaching behind Sally’s back, Inez freed the tight clasp on the leather waistband, and clicked the remote control. What next, thought Sally, trembling with excitement at the threshold of a teasing anticipation. Inez pulled the leather dildo strap away, leaving her reddened cunt on full display, oozing fluid down on to the light green cushion.


    



    Jane had been sitting in her office when Celia entered. The secretary, for such she was, seemed flushed, her fuchsia blouse not so crisp and tidy as normal.


    ‘Sit down, Celia. How’s it going?’


    ‘Well, rather a marathon with the last one, Mrs Taylor, but we’re getting there. Inez has just gone to get the new girl.’


    ‘Is Inez OK on her own?’


    ‘Yes, she’ll be fine, she says. It is a female, after all.’


    ‘So what’s the state of play?’


    ‘OK. The first one, Becky, finished on the treadmill with the dildo in. She was completely docile, we turned the treads off and Inez took her from behind on the floor. She stuck up her arse ready as soon as we got the dildo off.’


    ‘Excellent, well done. The next?’


    ‘Greg, the curly-haired lad. Came off the treadmill with a stiffy, got to Inez in the stirrups as per procedure, fucked her for four minutes till I tickled his balls, and then shot   I mean, ejaculated.’


    Jane smiled at Celia’s preoccupation with propriety.


    ‘OK. Next?’


    ‘Fiona, the redhead. Standard stuff, really. Got as far as the stirrups, Inez got the strap-on into her, fingered her clitoris, and she orgasmed after just three minutes.’


    ‘Delicious. Don’t be afraid to go into detail, Celia, I do enjoy these little titillations.’


    ‘Right. The next was Steven. Very fit-looking lad, well toned. But we didn’t really get any response at all. In fact, he seemed so embarrassed we thought we’d better let him go early. You can’t upset people too much.’


    ‘Hmm, of course. Did Inez get to the stirrups?’


    ‘Yes, but he was just flaccid. I got as far as taking my blouse off but he just seemed even more unsettled, so we thought we’d better leave it.’


    ‘OK, you did the right thing. But we’ll have to keep a close eye on him. OK, next?’


    ‘Simon, quite tall and slender. Light brown hair?’


    ‘I remember. So how did he do?’


    ‘Loved it. Lapped it up. Just got more excited by the ball tickle and gave Inez quite a fucking. Nice long cock on him and he seemed to have some idea how to use it. I was wondering whether to have a bit of him myself, actually. Anyway, I got stripped down to my undies but thought I’d give his arse a finger-fuck first, as time was getting on.’


    ‘And?’


    ‘That did the trick. Spunk everywhere. It was dripping out of Inez after he’d finished.’


    ‘Boys, eh? Next?’


    ‘Liz. Dark-haired girl. Lovely tits, nearly as good as mine.’ They chuckled together. ‘Quite self-assured. Asked what we were doing and why. Had to invoke the contract conditions to get her in the stirrups. Came out with a stream of filth while Inez was fucking her, threatened to get a dildo and do the same to Inez as soon as she got free. Lasted ten minutes and then came with a terrific, long-lasting shuddering. Lucky too, I suppose, as she was docile enough while I was choosing her clothes with her.’


    ‘Mm. Interesting. And you’ve just done …?’


    ‘The Nigerian lad, Oliver. It all became quite a palaver with him. Started off all right, coped with the treadmill, didn’t tire him out much, he’s quite fit. He went up to Inez in the stirrups. I must say he’s got a heck of a cock on him and she was pretty much ready for it.’


    ‘Yes, I’m glad you didn’t say “gagging for it”. I hate that expression in relation to women. Inez’d had quite a day by then.’


    ‘Yes, well, I think she was ready for a bit of her own satisfaction. Oliver kept going for a while, and pushed my hand away when I went for the ball tickle move. Even worse when I dared touch his arse. He pulled out of Inez and said I would get some next. Not exactly threatening, but too cocky by half.


    ‘I thought I’d better take him on. Poor Inez was perched there, whimpering for more. I stripped down to suspenders and stockings while he watched me, then laid down on the carpet and said, “Come and get it.”


    ‘I had to make him finger me a bit; he was going to push straight in, the bastard. But I must admit it didn’t take long till I was wet enough.


    ‘Once he was in, I got my legs around his in that locked position you like, and he found it hard to get off. Not that he wanted to. I had quite a good time, actually.


    ‘While I had him there Inez came to her senses a bit and strapped the dildo on. I think she wanted a bit of revenge. She lubed it up and before he knew what she’d got in mind, she was behind him, holding his arse cheeks open. This freaked him a bit and he tried to pull out, but between the two of us we held him where he was, and Inez slid the dildo in. She knows where to go with these things.


    ‘Well, he yelped a bit but next thing I knew his cock was twitching and then going down.


    ‘Took a while for him to get his act together while I dressed, and I whisked him off to Costume just talking quite severely to him. There was a bit of talkback, but I reminded him of the conditions, and what he’d signed.


    ‘He was a bit disgruntled when I left him. You might find him a bit of a handful.’


    ‘Well, that’s what we’re here for. I enjoy challenging subjects to some extent; it keeps one on one’s toes. How’s Inez now?’ the director asked with a smile. Celia raised her eyebrow as she gave an inscrutable facial gesture, expressing something between embarrassment and mild amusement.


    ‘She was finishing herself with the electric dildo while we were in the Costume Room. Sorry, but it’s all running a bit late. She said to apologise to you.’


    ‘No worries. She’s on with the new girl now, is she?’


    Celia nodded.


    ‘OK. Get back in case she needs any help, and you can relax soon.’


    ‘OK, Jane,’ said Celia as she left.


    



    Sally watched as Inez reached up to the zip at the top of her tunic. With a fluid and elegant movement, the brunette pulled it down all the way. As she shrugged it from her shoulders it became clear that she wore nothing underneath but a thin black suspender belt and stockings.


    Walking to the desk, Inez extracted a strap-on dildo, already secured with a triangle of straps. She stepped into it, tightened it at both sides, then advanced toward the helpless Sally, brazenly strutting across the floor in her high heels.


    Wide-eyed, Sally studied the implement. A lifelike facsimile of a large black cock, with sculpted helmet and veins, confronted her. It was larger than the largest cock, Gareth’s, that she had hitherto experienced in her life.


    ‘Oh God,’ she breathed, in the knowledge of what was sure to follow.


    ‘Doucement, chérie.’ Inez smiled as she touched the eager lips of Sally’s throbbing vagina with the phallus.


    Gradually, with feminine care, it was introduced, inch by inch. When three-quarters home, Inez began a gentle, rhythmic fucking motion.


    After a few minutes of this, during which Sally could do nothing but moan unintelligibly, the rest of the long, unyielding dick slid home. Sally drifted, eyes half shut, in a swell of pleasure, her whole body abandoned, occupied, and subsumed to the phallus which had conquered her.


    When Inez’s thumb reached through her bush and found her clitoris, she felt the swell become an onrushing tide and crash like an ocean’s breakers upon the shore, wave upon wave of suffusing pleasure, leaving her limp and drained of all care.


    Dimly she heard the door shut, as though through golden syrup, and then the voice of Celia.


    ‘I see you’ve just finished. Any probs? How long?’


    ‘Merde! I forgot to time it. Say eight minutes, I like the girl.’


    ‘OK. Is she ready?’


    ‘Give her a few minutes.’


    



    When Sally came more fully to her senses, Inez, dressed now in a beautifully tailored dark blue skirt and tasteful loose light blue top, was picking up her handbag.


    Leaving the room, she indicated she would see Celia tomorrow, and, with a smile toward Sally, favoured her with an expression of encouragement.


    ‘Good luck, chérie.’ 


    Celia came over to release the four bonds which held her. In a break with her normal, rather aloof manner, she smiled and asked Sally how she felt.


    ‘Phew,’ she exhaled. ‘Very relaxed, actually.’


    ‘Good. You’ve done all right, my dear. She’s very good, isn’t she?’


    Sally assumed the question to be rhetorical and concentrated on regaining her feet. As she walked toward the small pile of clothes still on the chair near the desk, Celia intervened.


    ‘Leave them, dear. You won’t need them for a while. Follow me.’


    She opened a door which led into an adjoining room. In here were several parallel clothes rails, and on the right hand wall, wardrobes and rows of built-in drawers, at the end of which a door adjoined, presumably, the central corridor.


    With scant ceremony, Celia rummaged in a drawer.


    ‘You’re about a 12, aren’t you?’ she asked.


    ‘Er. Yes, you’re right.’


    ‘Oh good. Try these.’


    Celia offered a pair of white knickers. Cut quite high, they nevertheless framed Sally’s arse adequately. The front panel was decorated with a lace design to alleviate the plainness of the rest of the garment. They felt silkier than the cotton ones Sally wore in everyday routine.


    ‘Thank you.’


    ‘Comfortable?’


    ‘Fine, thank you.’


    ‘Good.’


    The older woman started to look in other drawers. As she did so, Sally scanned the racks. They were full of a variety of apparel. Peering through the rail immediately in front of her, she discerned a preponderance of black leather and rubber. Various outfits hung from the nearest rail, including short black dresses, uniform tunics, jodhpurs …


    Her observations were curtailed as Celia handed her a deep arched white suspender belt and a grey pleated skirt which looked as though it would finish some way short of reaching her knees. Sally felt her eyebrows raise as her eyes widened somewhat.


    ‘No arguments, dear. No arguments. We’re running a bit late as it is.’


    Sally shrugged and examined the intricacies of the belt. What would be the point of arguing after what she had just been through? She reflected that normal morals and polite behaviour had clearly been left behind somewhere in Inez’s surgery. This room-sized wardrobe in which she now found herself was like some gateway to Narnia, albeit almost certainly a more depraved version than ever envisaged by C.S. Lewis.


    By the time Celia returned with a plain white blouse, Sally had threaded the suspenders under her panties and clipped the smoke grey stockings, selected by Celia, to them. As she donned the blouse, Celia disappeared again, after enquiring her shoe size.


    Soon she returned, with a grey pair of Mary Jane-style pumps, plain with a single strap across the instep, and a slightly raised heel. Proffering a shoe horn, Celia looked approvingly at Sally as she finished fitting the pumps and stood before her.


    ‘Don’t I get a bra?’


    ‘No, dear.’


    That seemed to end that conversation.


    ‘Follow me,’ said Celia, clicking into her businesslike demeanour.


    



    They left the Costume Room by an outside door opposite the one from the corridor. On her right, Sally recognised the ornamental garden area which she had earlier seen from the lounge and dining room windows. There was no further time for orientation before she had to follow the brisk Celia along the perimeter path, with the surgery window on their left, feeling not a little self-conscious in her new, rather meagre attire.


    They crossed a wide driveway. It led on the left toward a number of outbuildings, garages perhaps, but again Sally was afforded no time to study them, for Celia had turned the other way, walking toward a T-junction where this thoroughfare joined the sweep of the main white gravel drive as it came round from the west of the house. Before reaching this, however, Celia turned left through an arched gate in a thick Leylandii hedge. Following, Sally saw a large outbuilding, of much more modern construction than the main house. They walked to it, and entered it through a door around the corner of the building at the far end. They were now in a large vestibule area. Picture windows behind them looked out on to a sizeable car parking area. It looked as though the building had been designed to house delegates to meetings, completely independently of the main house.


    Sure enough, as they went through one of the two big inner doors, they came into a medium-sized lecture theatre. Past slightly sloping ranks of comfortable, widely spaced seats lay a raised performance area. A large white curtain divided an area of this platform about two metres deep from whatever backstage area lay behind.


    In the front row of seats and on the edge of the raised platform sat a small group of young people. Subdued conversation ceased as Celia and Sally entered, providing a new focus. As they made their way down the aisle at the side of the seats, those not perched on the dais turned also, to scrutinise the newcomers.


    They drew near and Sally recognised Oliver and Liz from earlier. Five others completed the group. The men all wore towelling white robes with plain white slip-on pumps. Oliver’s robe, as he casually lay sideways, propped by his arm on the stage, had fallen open to a degree, revealing tight white shorts in Lycra, of the style worn by keen cyclists. The legs came down to a little above knee level, showing his muscled thighs in detail. Sally found her gaze straying toward his manhood, shielded partly by the fold of the gown, and looked quickly elsewhere.


    The women were all dressed in a manner similar to Sally, with white blouses and pleated skirts. Liz’s skirt, however, was black, as were her stockings and pumps. Sally had recognised another of the girls, Fiona, an Irish redhead who was Liz’s big mate round the campus. She wore a grey skirt but her stockings were in a light red shade and her Mary Jane pumps in scarlet.


    The remaining girl was unknown to Sally. Tallest of the four young females, she had neatly styled mid-length hair of a very light brown shade. Her well-defined features were chiselled and sharp, albeit extremely pretty.


    She produced an attractive nervous smile as Celia introduced her as Becky, and crossed her knee, encased in a tan stocking. Her Mary Janes were in contrasting white, her skirt grey, the blouse, as with all of them, plain white, revealing shapely breasts, not excessively large. Her left hand, tugging at the hem of the skirt, failed to pull it enough to cover the darker brown of the stocking top. 


    Sally politely averted her gaze as Celia went through the introductions. Steven, Simon, Liz, Fiona, Greg, and Oliver were all quickly introduced by name. Celia then explained how Sally had “joined us a little later than usual” but was to be treated as an equal member of the group.


    She then went on to tell them that dinner would be served in 15 minutes, and that they should follow the path through the hedge, back round the ornamental garden, past the door she referred to simply as “Costumes”, whereupon the French doors of the dining room would then be open for them.


    With Celia leaving them alone for the present, conversation started up again. Greg asked if Sally was a student too; he thought he had seen her around campus.


    People then seized on this level of small talk as an opportunity to communicate and ease nerves, there being a clear reluctance amongst most of them to discuss their recent encounter with Inez and Celia in the surgery. Oliver and Simon were the exceptions to some extent, asking how Sally had found “our sexy doctor”, but Sally’s shrug took the wind out of their sly sails a little, as did Fiona’s unequivocal riposte.


    ‘Leave it out, you two, you know we girls aren’t going to give you the pleasure of discussing that stuff.’


    Simon’s movement toward the Irish girl in a clumsy attempt to initiate some form of horseplay was curtailed as the door opened.


    A slight, almost boyish, figure with baby-faced features stood at the top of the aisle. He was perhaps the same age as them and was dressed, bizarrely, in a double-breasted red page boy’s tunic and pill box hat, like some underling at an expensive hotel. His black ski trousers fitted him so closely that he might almost have been wearing tights. Black lace-up bootees just over his ankles completed his ensemble.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, dinner is served.’


    



    They followed the strange newcomer on the route earlier prescribed by Celia. Forming tentative alliances in the way that new groups tend to do, Oliver and Simon walked near to each other, swapping ribaldries, and so too did Liz and Fiona, more quietly. This left Sally to accompany Becky as a natural default, with Greg closely in their wake. Sally sensed she might have an admirer in him. Steven, bringing up the rear, seemed something of a loner.


    As they reached the French windows they were greeted by Jane Taylor, just inside the doors. She wore a magenta and white patterned dress, just over knee length, tan stockings, and her usual sensible heels, plain and wide enough for her large feet, in deep red. The billowy frock fitted her well and complemented her large yet feminine shape. Comfortable and confident, she spoke.


    ‘Well, you’re all late; I had to send Peter for you. But you won’t be penalised as you’re all the same. Take a seat everyone, not at the ends.’


    They shuffled round, Oliver the first to sit, Simon alongside him. Liz and Fiona chose the far side at the other end. Sally decided to go opposite Oliver, Becky following her. This left Greg to sit alongside Simon with Steven filling the last place at the end opposite Liz. Thus they had arranged themselves with the boys on one side, girls on the other.


    Jane took her place at the end, next to Sally on her left and Oliver on her right. The door opened and Nick entered. Dressed in the smart casual style familiar from university, he took the seat at the far end of the table.


    Jane now addressed them.


    ‘You all know Nick, my assistant director and, incidentally, my husband. You may channel any queries and concerns to me through him. Not that you will have any such worries I am sure.


    ‘As I explained to most of you this morning, you will be treated fairly and not harmed in any way. I cannot reveal too much about the nature of the social experiment we are conducting, but I can say there is a competitive element to it. You will be informed on a notice board in the hall, usually daily, how many points you have been allocated, in a sort of league table. We do not reveal how we allocate the points. I must emphasise that those of you with lower points must at no time succumb to being dispirited. There may be tasks ahead of you that bring opportunities to take a big leap forward.


    ‘That’s all I wish to say on the subject at present. Now, enjoy your meal.’


    They were served an excellent three-course meal. Jane and Nick set the tone for the stilted chit-chat by asking people how their studies were going. Sally felt the incongruity to be somewhat on a par with the Mad Hatter’s tea party, but played along anyway.


    They were served by Peter, the strange man in the bell boy’s get-up. He was joined by a waitress in her early to mid-40s. Quite short, with long, dark curly hair, she wore a black French maid-style dress, complete with two-panel white frilled apron at the front. Her skirt, much like those of the girls at the table, was too short to cover her stocking tops if she bent, and Sally noticed creamy thighs at her rear as she served Jane, who addressed the waitress as Vanessa.


    At length the meal drew to a close. Strong cognac was offered with their coffee. No teetotallers were in evidence and the heady brew, mingled with the fine wine copiously available during their meal, began to have its effect.


    As the table was cleared, the woman Sally had seen earlier at the door of the kitchen, Lena, entered and supervised the efforts of Peter and Vanessa. She was resplendent in an African-style robe, her beautiful face haughty in the twilight as she moved around the table lighting candles.


    They seemed to be in some sort of alternate world where class rules still applied. Jane and Nick at the top of the pyramid, Peter and Vanessa the underlings. Sally sensed the newcomers were perhaps below Lena when it counted. Relative normality of attire equated to rank, as far as she could tell.


    Her thoughts were interrupted by Jane.


    ‘Nick and I will leave you now. Enjoy the rest of the brandy if you wish, but remember there will be activities tomorrow. You may socialise in the lounge and snooker rooms but are not to visit each other’s sleeping accommodation. We monitor these things and will find out about any such visits.


    ‘Sally, you are in Room Eight. Follow the corridor in this wing on the first floor, there is a stairway at the end leading to your level. Your room is on the same floor as the other girls.


    ‘Incidentally, ladies and gentlemen, your regular clothing was removed from your luggage during the day. It will be returned at the end of the fortnight. You will not need any of it in the meantime. Goodnight.’

  


  
    Chapter Five – The Cuckold


    


    Jane and Nick came to the hallway after leaving the dining room.


    ‘I’ll see you in your room in a short while, Nick. We need to discuss a few things. I’ll put today’s results up in the morning; don’t worry about them now.’


    ‘All right, Jane. I’ve got to have a shower anyway. I only got in just before dinner.’


    ‘OK.’


    Jane left him and went into the kitchen. Lena and Vanessa were putting cutlery and utensils away. Peter bent over the sink, naked from the waist up, having divested himself of the elaborate red tunic.


    ‘Where’s Max?’ said Jane.


    ‘Out the back. Locking the garages and stuff,’ said Lena.


    ‘OK, I’ll have a look.’ Jane made her way to the exterior door.


    She found Max in the garages. They lay opposite the kitchen area, in between the conference hall and a large walled area which enclosed a quadrangle of stables. He was tidying some tools away, having just closed the Jaguar saloon’s bonnet.


    ‘Max, I’d like you in my room in 20 minutes, please. No later. Would you like a bit more of what we did last night?’


    ‘Of course, Miss Jane.’


    ‘Good. Now, how do you feel about Nick being around?’


    ‘Oh. Well, I suppose we’ve done it before.’


    ‘It won’t be quite like before, Max, he will be receiving no favours at all.’


    After further discussion with Max, she went back to the house, taking the route through the kitchen to see what was happening there. Lena was watching calmly, still in her robe, as Peter, on his knees, buried his nose into the arse of a giggling Vanessa, who held her skirt waist high, revealing the rows of frills on her white panties.


    ‘Do you want this one tonight?’ said Lena, holding Jane’s gaze.


    Jane reflected on this, wondering whether to reprimand Lena for not using her full title.


    She let it pass.


    ‘No, I’ll make do with Max. Why don’t you two use him before you send him to bed?’


    ‘Thank you, Mrs Taylor,’ said Lena, bowing her head very slightly.


    Was she taking the mickey a little? Jane was not really sure.


    ‘Goodnight, girls,’ she said. ‘Don’t damage him, we need him tomorrow.’


    



    Jane entered Nick’s room through the adjoining door in her own. Four rooms at the front of the first floor of the west wing had been expensively fitted out and modernised, so that en suite bathrooms of large size at either end of the corridor sandwiched Jane and Nick’s bedrooms, which had the connecting door between them. This had been the arrangement when her first husband was alive, and it suited her relationship with Nick very well, given her predilections.


    Nick had finished his shower and was standing in a robe. She went up to him and slid her hands inside the waist. Soon her hands were higher up his body as she slipped the robe from his shoulders. His cock grew erect.


    ‘Well Nick. Risen to the occasion, I see. There will be none of that tonight for you; Max is coming up shortly. Come through and help me get ready for him.’


    Walking through to her own room, she turned her back to Nick, raising her arms behind her and unhooking the clasp at the top of her dress.


    ‘Jane. Please.’


    ‘No, Nick. You’ve been fucking that new girl, haven’t you? Now unzip me.’


    ‘Jane. How do you get that idea?’


    ‘Women’s intuition, Nick. It’s uncannily reliable.’


    ‘That’s unscientific twaddle and you know it.’


    Jane turned and, with a swift movement, delivered a stinging blow to his bare buttock with the flat of her hand.


    ‘Did you then? Fuck her?’


    ‘Jane, stop asking these things.’


    His lack of an outright denial was enough for her. He knew he was a bad liar when facing her and would try to avoid a straight untruth if he could. She felt she had enough of an answer. Confirmation would not be hard to find.


    ‘Unzip me now, he’ll be here in five minutes.’ She turned her back again. He pulled down the zip. Stepping out of the dress, she was revealed to be wearing a large bra and a panty-girdle in white.


    ‘What do the panties do, Nick?’


    ‘Give firm control, Jane   Miss Jane.’


    ‘Good. You may remove them, but remember you are under my firm control here. Do not touch your cock and do not attempt to touch my fanny.’


    ‘Yes, miss.’


    Going down on his knees, he had slipped into the role all too willingly, as she knew he would.


    As she stepped out of the panty-girdle, still with her shoes on, there was a knock at the door.


    ‘See. He’s arrived and you’re not done. This is what comes of arguing.’


    She addressed herself to the door, raising her voice.


    ‘Two minutes, Max!’


    In a softer tone she ordered Nick to unhook her bra. As soon as the clasp was loose she bent forward to unfasten her front suspenders from the white belt she wore. This had the effect of thrusting her arse toward Nick’s rampant cock, intensifying the excruciating tease she was putting him through.


    Now unhooking the rear suspenders, she ordered Nick, ‘Get the white waspie out; it’s in the second drawer there. Then you’ll have to let Max in. Tell him you have a little more to do to prepare me. Then come through and fasten me, in your room.’


    Nick did as he was told as she went through the adjoining door. She heard the outer door open in her room and Nick say, in an embarrassed murmur, ‘I still have a little to do to prepare her. Wait here please.’


    He entered his own room with the silky waspie corset in his hand. Jane waited, hands on hips. Moving behind her, he shuffled the garment into position. There were no front laces but the back panel had some stretch to it. Nick had to go on his knees to finish the last few hook and eye fasteners.


    ‘Suspenders.’


    A simple order which he followed, clasping four ruched suspenders to her tan stockings. He found the task exacting; his hands were now trembling.


    At last the command was carried out.


    ‘A pathetic effort, Nick. Remain in your room. You may leave the door wide open but do not cross the threshold.’


    Entering her own room again, she saw Max by her bed. He was stripped and erect, and his cock rose yet more at the sight of her in nothing more than the satin-fronted white waspie corset holding up her tan stockings. She stood tall in the red heels and her breasts jutted proudly, fully exposed, their nudity enhanced by the presence of the titillating garment. Her cunt hair was framed by the waspie quite high above it, and the suspenders which pulled tight on the stocking tops.


    It was here where Max’s gaze now dropped. Before he could take any initiative she reached him, and guided his right hand to her crack, while she grasped his cock in her right hand and held it firmly. Simultaneously her lips met his and they tasted each other in a frenzy of mutual desire. The thought occurred to Jane that she rarely kissed Nick these days, and that he would be doubly aroused by seeing this, but she was not doing it to punish or tease Nick; she was doing it out of pure, unadulterated lust for her lover.


    She knew, though, that Nick became more aroused the more he was humiliated, and now she added to his shame by pushing Max backward onto the bed, at its side. Following him, she climbed forward and straddled him, his feet still dangling from the edge with the haste of it.


    Taking his cock in hand again, she slid it into her ready cunt, sopping wet from Max’s fingered probings. Looking down at his enraptured face, she rode him, slowly at first, then faster. Finally she slowed again almost to a halt, and rocked her upper body languorously upon the engorged member of the helpless male, feeling the pleasure as she manoeuvred to maximise contact with the cock at the sensitive front wall of her vagina.


    After some minutes of this she raised herself from Max. When she had first taken the younger chauffeur, some of her ruder choices of position had sometimes provoked in him quite prompt ejaculations. Now, trained in the face of many such encounters, he remained hard and firm as he lay there.


    She turned and walked a couple of steps, nearer to the foot of the bed. It was impossible not to see Nick at the open door. He stood on the threshold of the room, his hard cock in hand, his face with a lost, open-mouthed expression.


    She could have admonished him, remembering her earlier dictate not to touch his cock, which of course remained unrescinded. Instead she merely cast him a withering, derisory glance, after which she turned and placed herself on all fours across the bed, her arse raised high.


    Max needed no prompting and was soon behind her. He pulled her backward to the edge of the bed, and, standing a little on tiptoe, slid his juice-covered erection into her welcoming tunnel.


    As she accepted the cock, Jane did her best to thrust back toward the eager loins of her lover. Ultimately, Max called the tune in this position, and, gripping her large arse at either side, began to pump, gradually and rhythmically.


    Before surrendering totally to his cock, Jane glanced up. On the other side of the bed was a dressing table with a large mirror above it. In its corner she could just see Nick’s reflection.


    She had correctly surmised that the sight of his wife being taken from behind by another man would be too much for Nick to withstand, and she was just in time to see him jerking himself furiously. He rocked on tiptoe at the doorway as, suddenly, the white emission pulsed forth, across the threshold he had tried to remain behind. He failed in that endeavour too as he crumpled, groaning, and fell forward into Jane’s room.


    Within moments, Max pulled out of her and went to his knees. Pushing his nose into her sex, he tongued at her clitoris, rapidly finding the most sensitive part. With this, Jane trembled and quivered and collapsed sideways onto the bed in her orgasm.


    Max, now desperate for release, manhandled her until her lower legs dangled over the bedside. He positioned himself so that he was looking at her upturned face, and, steadying himself with an arm either side of her right thigh, began to rub his cock up and down as it pressed against her knee, which forced it back between his legs. After no more than a minute, the pressure of the knee in its silky nylon drew from the cock its tribute, as the young man gasped and fell to the floor.


    Minutes passed.


    Jane roused herself.


    ‘Nick, mop up this mess. Then go to your room. Max will be staying with me tonight.’

  


  
    Chapter Six – Combat


    


    Sally woke up with a start. Looking at the light straining to get through the window in the small gabled alcove, she briefly wondered where she was.


    After a moment, everyday consciousness began to percolate through her fuzzy perceptions, and she recalled the end of the previous evening.


    There had been some discussion amongst the “subjects” about Jane’s diktat regarding entertaining guests in their rooms. Simon, one of the seven who had arrived earlier in the day and seen the rooms on arrival, said he thought small cameras and microphones might be concealed in various corners of the rooms. Since he came from a computer science background, the others had been happy to accept his modicum of technical knowledge, and a general conclusion, that there might be a price to be paid for such consorting, had been reached.


    Simon had continued his verbal fencing with Oliver, each trying to gain some clue about what had gone on in the surgery with the other man. Neither was giving much away, though, and they drifted into the snooker room with Greg, to click away at balls in some sort of male ritual.


    Liz and Fiona had then led a ribald discussion about the contents of the costume room and what on earth some of the outfits might be used for. Becky, while not appearing overly embarrassed on the subject, took her leave before too long, and Sally took the moment as a cue to get an earlyish night, and climbed to the second floor with her.


    They had passed the time going up with a little small talk. Sally formed the impression that her companion, while game to try whatever bizarre activities lay behind and ahead of them, was a fairly passive girl and would tend to go along with leads put forward by others, in a social context. That’s just a general trait and probably a failing of most of the female population, though, she had reflected.


    Now Sally slid out of bed and to her feet. A small en suite bathroom held the promise of a refreshing shower. There was also a small kettle in the alcove with sachets of coffee, tea, milk, and sugar. It seemed the place was designed for use by business delegates attending conferences, although there was no evidence of it being a commercial hotel as such.


    She gazed out of the window, nude. Short of the presence of anyone working on the roof, she was not overlooked. A balustrade marked the edge of the building, a narrow walkway between it and the sloping roof. She could see the large roof of the lecture theatre building, over the gardens.


    After a coffee and shower, she felt able to face the day. There was no choice whatever in the matter of what to wear, save that white panties and a white blouse, identical to what had been issued to her yesterday, had been provided, neatly folded, on the flat shelf under the mirror.


    Donning these fresh garments along with the suspenders, stockings, and skirt, she slipped her pumps on and left the room. There seemed to be no locking arrangement save for a latch on the inside of the bedroom door.


    Sally found her way to the dining room. Steven, who had retired before all of them, was already there, along with Liz and Becky. Within a minute Greg joined them. His greeting was a little too jaunty to be convincing.


    ‘What fun and games have they got in store for us today, then?’


    Breakfast things had been laid out in a buffet on a long table at the side of the room. They served themselves and chatted, pondering the history, usage, and ownership of their temporary home.


    Vanessa appeared from the hall, announcing what was available for the hot course after the cereal: sausage, bacon, the usual English breakfast suspects. What was different today was not that Vanessa had changed her French maid’s outfit, but that there was less of it.


    Instead of the little black dress, there was now a little black skirt. She still wore a white frilled apron with a panel over the waist; this, held by a halter strap, was all that covered, or tried to cover, her plump breasts, whose contours were clearly visible with a side view.


    ‘Did you see that?’ gasped Greg.


    ‘I think we could hardly fail to see it, Greg,’ said Sally.


    ‘My God,’ said Steven.


    The meal continued. Fiona, Simon, and finally Oliver joined the small assembly, with much raising of eyebrows and semi-stifled giggles, as the waitress in her risqué outfit moved amongst them.


    At length most were finished, and Vanessa began to clear some plates. At this moment Peter entered, provoking a loud guffaw from Oliver. Those not facing the door turned to see what had caused the outburst. What they saw was the young waiter carrying coffee to the table behind them. Today he still wore the elaborate page boy costume along with his short black bootees over his ankles. However, the tight ski pants had gone; all that saved his dignity was a pair of white briefs. It did not take a very sharp eye to see that they were women’s briefs at that, in a panty-girdle style in tight Lycra, encasing a small bulge where the cut of the garment was not designed to accommodate an errant cock.


    Reddening, the young waiter put down the coffee and hurried out.


    ‘See, you’ve upset the poor boy,’ said Vanessa.


    Oliver shrugged, not quite knowing whether to engage the older woman in debate.


    



    As they sat with coffee, having all finished breakfast, Celia walked into the room, clad as usual in business-like pencil skirt to just below the knee. Yesterday’s pink blouse had given way to an ice blue number, similarly styled, a bit too flounced with frills for Sally’s taste. I bet she’s got a bra colour to match every blouse, she thought idly.


    Clapping her hands, Celia announced that they were expected in the “auditorium” in ten minutes and should now finish their coffee.


    They drifted across the garden path in ones and twos, the topic of conversation continuing with less inhibition. Who would allow themselves to be humiliated by being dressed like that? Surely they could get another job. It must be very well paid. And so on.


    Celia, having gone ahead, welcomed them at the auditorium door with her usual cool manner, instructing them to take a seat individually, not overlooked by anyone else. All complied except Fiona and Liz, for whom one empty seat between them was deemed not sufficient, and Fiona was told to move along the row.


    Celia distributed question papers amongst them, “not to be studied yet”. As she did so, they were aware of a new presence entering behind them, and saw a tall man walking down the aisle and up to a lectern at the side of the stage.


    He was a good six foot two, and well built. Wearing sharply creased white trousers and pumps, he had on only a white singlet above the waist, which revealed thick, strong-looking arms and a well-honed torso with firm pectoral muscles and flat stomach. His thick, blond hair was cut quite short and his strong features were softened a little by the presence of quite a bushy moustache.


    Introducing himself as Tom, he explained that he would be in charge of the physical training part of their programme, which would occupy the entire day today, along with some segments of days to come. He was also, he said, the head gardener of the establishment, a fact which needn’t concern them. Nevertheless, this revelation caused him some amusement and he grinned broadly.


    Sally liked the way his face creased in amusement, and his easy and genuine smile. In his late 20s by the look of it, he was a bit of all right indeed. In a matter of minutes he had struck a more favourable note with her than any of the lads in her group.


    Gathering her thoughts, she tried to focus on what he was saying. They would be doing a couple of non-competitive personality tests and then they would be able to relax a little watching a film, he told them.


    The tests were an intelligence test featuring lots of shape matching tasks, and what looked like a Minnesota Personality Inventory. You were supposed not to be able to fake the latter. Sally had her doubts, but what did it matter anyway? She whizzed through it, answering honestly to save time.


    At the end Celia came round and collected the papers, leaving just one blank sheet remaining to write on. She handed each of them an envelope with their name on it.


    Tom now stood up and explained that they would see a short film. It incorporated an interesting fact relating to the establishment, he said. If they identified this and wrote it on their papers, putting them in the envelopes, they would be awarded bonus points in the competition.


    With that, he operated a remote control, dimming the lights. Onto the large white screen, a film began to project. Initially a flickering white square with a black cross on it, perhaps for the projectionist to get the focus right, it suddenly switched to a bright outdoor scene, looking over some sand dunes with outcrops of pampas grass on them.


    The camera panned round and picked up a young couple walking away from the lens. Gradually it zoomed in until their bodies were just framed by the screen. Both slim, dark-haired and good-looking, they turned toward one another and embraced.


    Pausing only to look for a clear sandy area on the side of a dune, they grasped one another again. The young man pulled his girlfriend’s T-shirt up from the waist as she raised her arms high. Pulling it all the way off, he then tugged his own T-shirt over his head.


    The girl meanwhile, revealed to be wearing no bra, pulled down a short zip at the side of her denim skirt and stepped out of it as it dropped to the floor. She wasted no time in pulling down a pair of skimpy white panties and kicking off her sand shoes.


    The man entered camera shot again. He was now completely nude and cradled a long cock, fully erect, in his right hand. As the girl sank to her knees and took its end into her mouth, a low, lustful groan came from the darkness, about where Simon was sitting.


    ‘Silence. No talking.’


    The firm command came from Tom at the side somewhere.


    The camera showed a close-up as the girl sucked. It panned back a little to show how her head bobbed in enthusiastic cock worship. There was something familiar about her face, thought Sally, although not much of her profile could be seen with the curtain of long, dark hair falling over her face as she looked down, rapt, at her lover’s cock.


    They were treated to five minutes or so of this, whereupon the camera view moved back as the couple broke apart.


    The woman now leant forward on all fours, arching her back. The man walked round to her rear and dropped to his knees. The camera observed closely as his cock, slippery with pre orgasmic fluid, slid slowly into her cunt. It paused halfway, showing their faces lost in pleasure. Back to the cock as it slipped all the way home. From the side, as he pumped in and out. From the rear, below him, closing on his balls as they slapped on the edge of her clitoral area.


    Minutes and minutes of this. Then, focusing back, a full view of the couple as the man humped, her arse presented without demur, her back arched.


    Then, some voices off-camera. They were in French, of which Sally understood little, and there was no sign of subtitles. Two gendarmes entered the sandy dunes where the couple had disported themselves.


    Speaking harshly, the shirt-sleeved gendarmes appeared to admonish the couple, who broke apart, the young man hiding his cock behind his hands. The woman, still half entranced, sat back on her lower legs, folded under her, making no effort to move further.


    Frowning, one of the gendarmes gestured toward his open palm with his forefinger, and, after more unintelligible talk, paused, his hands clenched and resting on his waist. His face was set in a smug smile, his eyebrows raised, questioning what response the couple would make.


    The youth spread his hands to shrug, then quickly covered his semi-hard cock with them again. It all seemed to mean that a fine had been demanded, which the young couple had been unable to pay.


    ‘Hien!’ The more assertive gendarme appeared to come to a decision, and pointed to the floor. With this, the woman leant forward again, placing her fists on the sand to support herself, forearms straight, back arched once more. The young man, slowly and reluctantly, adopted the same position alongside her.


    While this was happening, the younger gendarme must have been stripping, off-camera, for he was now seen taking his trousers down, which left him nude. Taking from the belt a very small, almost miniature truncheon, he approached the youth.


    Spitting on the black implement, which was no more than four inches long apart from its ribbed handle, he moved it near the young man’s arse. The thin black rubber device was gradually introduced into its victim. Thinner than any normal truncheon, it gradually found its way up the dark, forbidden hole. The young man groaned and whimpered as a barked order caused him to reach backward. Half burying his head in the sand for support, he pulled on his arse cheeks, the better to accommodate his nemesis.


    The camera moved across to the woman, who was being fingered by the senior gendarme. Sliding two fingers out of her gaping pink crack, captured in close-up, he now handed control to his naked colleague as he himself began to strip.


    The naked gendarme now positioned himself kneeling behind her. With a grunt he slid his thick cock, surrounded by bushy black hair, into her vagina. Then, steadying himself with one hand on her buttock and the other on her shoulder, he began to thrust and take his pleasure.


    The view switched to the senior gendarme, who unclipped from his colleague’s belt a pair of handcuffs. The young man’s hands remained behind him, still spreading his arse cheeks as he had been told, and it was quick work for the older man to cuff his wrists. Then, hooking his hands under the helpless male’s upper arms, he unceremoniously hauled the slim lad to his feet.


    Fixing the youth with a stern yet lascivious glare, he moved around him. Looking down, he saw the prisoner’s cock erect, facing forward as it twitched in its helpless submission, harder than its owner wished it to be, hard with desire for satisfaction, however wrought.


    The older gendarme gave a brief, cruel, and dismissive laugh, and with a guttural sound not known in any language, fell to his knees in front of the girl. His cock was not as long as his colleague’s, but in its thickness was proud amongst the brown bush from which it emerged, thick like the extensive body hair of the gendarme himself who now, like some ape who demanded the ritual subjugation of a lesser member of the troop, fed his full cock into the mouth of the youth’s girlfriend.


    Many were the close-ups of the activity at either end of the topped and tailed female, who both lapped cock and presented herself to cock with utter abandonment and complete submission to her masters. The young man was seen from time to time, his face a picture of anguish, his cock protruding and twitching, his arse conquered by the black dildo whose handle protruded below his pinioned wrists.


    Next, the action at the girl’s mouth drew to its natural conclusion as the older policeman’s cock began to twitch. Withdrawing, the woman’s face was showered in spunk as he reached his climax.


    It was at this moment that Sally suddenly realised. Inez! Behind all that long curtain of hair it was Inez, some twenty years earlier perhaps, but nonetheless her. Her lover of yesterday, debauched with three men. So that was the secret. Sally had seen enough of Inez’s face during their relatively tender encounter to know it was her. This might not have been the case with all participants, distracted by the bizarre scenario of yesterday.


    Back on screen, the younger policeman continued to fuck the young Inez with increasing pleasure. He managed to frame a question to the girl’s helpless boyfriend, who nodded vigorously and approached the couple. A barked order saw him grasp the dildo and arch his body forward in front of the gendarme. Taking his hand from Inez’s shoulder, the latter now grasped the cock of the youth and wanked it, full-fisted around it. The boyfriend, manipulating the arse plug and presenting his cock wantonly to another man, found his humiliation complete as he jettisoned his juice uselessly across the dunes over the back of his beloved.


    The gendarme, letting go of him, pumped vigorously for several seconds more before shivering with pleasure, simultaneously withdrawing so that the closely peeping camera could witness the obligatory white fountain.


    After a higher placed shot looked down upon all four participants sprawled amongst the dunes, a sudden cut showed the policemen, now dressed, laughing and joking as they walked through the dunes. The final shot was of the girl and boy getting dressed, the youth shamefaced, looking down, as Inez, with an aloof glare, made it clear their relationship could never be the same again and began to walk away.


    Sally hoped the final scene hadn’t been too revealing of Inez’s face, as no doubt every bonus point would help.


    They blinked in the glare as the lights went up, and were given five minutes to write their conclusions before committing their papers to the envelopes. Simon and Liz seemed to have something to say, perhaps also Greg. The others seemed puzzled, Becky especially. As Sally glanced across at her, her face was a picture of open-mouthed astonishment and awe.


    



    Before they could do much to gather their collective senses, Celia had returned, and collected their papers. Tom, standing at the front once more, explained to an extent what lay in store.


    ‘Right. Lads, you’re with me. Your records have been checked and we know you’re all reasonably fit. We know Oliver and Simon spend a fair bit of time in the university gym, Simon’s quite a keen swimmer, and you, Greg, are hooker for the university rugby team. So no excuses, lads, we’re going on a run. There is a competitive element within it. Leave your robes here, outside in two minutes with me. Girls, you’re with Celia.’


    The girls made their way to the top of the auditorium, casting backward glances to where Simon and Greg had already divested themselves of their robes. The tight white support shorts left little to the imagination.


    They left by the front door, following Celia round through the gate in the tall hedge and along the wide driveway behind the house. Passing the central annex of the house on their left, they came eventually to the outbuildings which Sally had glimpsed earlier. On the left of a large courtyard was a restored stable building which appeared to have been converted into changing rooms and gym facilities. At the far side was a modernised yet tastefully designed garage facility with three large doors. The third side of the quadrangle was bounded by a hedge with a central gap big enough for a vehicle, the fourth by a vast rectangular lawn, striped by a mower, beyond which they could see the bulk of the theatre building above a tall hedge.


    Parked outside the garages was a long wheelbase Land Rover. On the front bench seat sat Nick and Jane, Nick behind the wheel. Celia beckoned them to climb aboard, guiding Sally toward the front seat where she had to sit next to Jane, the other three girls going to the bench behind.


    ‘Well, here we all are, then,’ said Jane brightly. ‘How did you get on with our little riddle? Anybody recognise anybody?’


    ‘Maybe,’ said Sally.


    ‘Time will tell, anyway. We’re off for a ride to see what those naughty boys are going to get up to. Without charge, a free show.’


    With that Nick churned the starter and they were off. Through the gap in the perimeter hedge and they were in an open area, rolling countryside in more of a natural state, odd outcrops of trees breaking up the landscape. Soon the gravel road descended toward a wood, where they parked next to a clearing by a small river. Here, an artificial beach had been created just above the bank, surrounded by picnic tables and benches on the surrounding flat grass. It measured about twenty metres by twenty including the seating.


    They got out of the Land Rover and found a seat. The summer sun continued to favour them as they enjoyed its unclouded rays. Silently, they waited, Jane smiling knowingly, Nick looking, Sally thought, slightly ill at ease.


    Before any of the girls had summoned enough nerve to trill some meaningless platitude, the sound of feet on the path saved any of them the trouble.


    From a path where it emerged at the far side of the coppice came Tom, running quickly but comfortably. He came to a gradual halt at the sanded area, and turned. Behind him, they now saw Oliver, running with some effort, closely followed by Steven. Two or three seconds behind, Simon led Greg, narrowly. Aside from Steven, they appeared sweaty and strained.


    ‘Right, lads.’ Tom addressed them. ‘Two minutes’ rest while I explain the rules. You’ve been encouraged to run competitively up to here. I must be honest and say that was a bit of a ruse to get you to put some effort in and wear you down a little. Well done anyway, but the real test starts now.


    ‘You will be aware perhaps, that many species in the animal kingdom establish what we often call a pecking order. Part of our experiment with you here involves doing just that, but, being humans, we have devised a somewhat ritualised way of doing this, which also offers some entertainment to your female colleagues.


    ‘To wit, boys, a wrestling tournament. It will take the form of a short elimination contest, semi-finals, and a final.


    ‘We have already drawn the competitors to face each other first, no arguments please.


    ‘The winner of a bout will be he who first secures two pinfalls, two submissions or a knockout. Pinfall is when both shoulder blades are held to the ground by the opponent for a count of three. Submission by declaration to the referee, myself. Knockout will not be literal; in fact, any tactics likely to cause such an injury will be penalised immediately by disqualification. So no fisticuffs or blows to the head in any way. Referee’s decision is final, no discussion.


    ‘You may, however, secure knockout in the following way. You may be surprised, you may not, to hear that many subjects in the situation you are shortly to find yourself find it arousing. So if a contestant experiences an orgasm, we deem him to have been, as it were, knocked out. Should you prefer to submit to your opponent before this occurs, of course we will accept the submission. If referee accepts the submission, the wrestler applying the hold must break it immediately.


    ‘Any questions?’


    He looked round. The four youths were torn between shock and bemusement and nobody offered anything to break the sudden silence.


    ‘OK, good. Strip!’ Tom’s voice became unexpectedly strident. ‘Remember your agreement on this experiment. You’ve all seen each other in the showers, after all. What’s to worry about?’


    The four, in nothing but tight, long-legged shorts and pumps to start with, looked round at each other as if about to canvass support in a mutiny.


    But as Fiona and Liz began to egg them on with increasingly ribald comments about seeing what they had, and so on, Greg was the first to comply, pulling down his Lycra pants.


    Tom spoke matter-of-factly, as Simon and Oliver began, cagily, to follow his action, not wanting to be seen to be wimpish yet feeling some enormity in the step they were taking, in front of the audience.


    ‘This is not like the Greek Olympics of long ago, where naked athletes fought almost to the death in some cases. There will be no gouging, biting, kicking, or clenched fists. You must aim for pure wrestling holds and I will break you up if I deem anything risky or vicious. However, within these strictures we share here one thing with the ancient Greeks … No holds are barred. If you wish to think of this in the context of the film you saw earlier, fine.


    ‘Right. Now, if there are no questions, the first bout is between Oliver and Steven. Are you ready?’


    At this point, Greg had been naked the longest. He stood, head slightly bowed, revealing a stocky, fairly hairy body, cock partly grown, framed by bushy dark pubic hair. The lanky Simon had also rolled his shorts down, quickly kicking his pumps off when realising the aesthetic faux pas of shorts at knees before becoming shoeless. Oliver, taking his cue, was barefooted before stepping out of the tight garment in as near to a single, confident motion as he could manage.


    Some gasps and nervous giggles issued from the girls on the sight of the two tall boys’ penises. Simon’s, even in repose, seemed substantial in length, but it was exceeded by that of Oliver, hanging heavy, thick, and long. It tried to jut aloft, but merely achieved a slight upward angle, dragged down by its own weight, as its owner mustered the haughtiest look he could, staring fiercely out toward anyone who might question his proud stance.


    Steven, seeing the others, had stepped out of his pumps, a low risk tactic. He was now faced with the final challenge of joining the others in full nudity. By this time eyes were beginning to swivel his way. Of the four male contestants, his body was the best developed, almost sculptural, even outdoing that of Oliver, a fellow gym goer who evidently was a tad less dedicated in his exercise programme.


    As the girls admired his abdominal muscles and the lads looked anxiously at their rival’s attributes, the shorts were finally lowered. A taut arse was seen as he bent, then, at last, he was compelled to stand to full height as he stepped forward.


    Gasps were heard as the most reticent contestant was revealed.


    A strong, thick cock, the equal of Oliver’s, sprung forward from black-haired bush, contrasting with the relatively hairless, well-developed body. The cock was absolutely rigid, pointing directly ahead with no pretence or shame.


    Tom now quickly rounded up the nude men, ushering Greg and Simon to vacant seats, and Oliver to the far side of the sandy area. Steven remained where he had stripped, at the opposite side of the area to Oliver, seemingly hypnotised in a trance of embarrassment or cool confidence. Nobody was able to read his face as nobody had really got to know him well. However, his impassive facial expression was betrayed by one facet. The flush, as deep and red as the shade of his hard cock, which told all.


    ‘Wrestle on!’ barked Tom, simultaneously clapping his hands and stepping back.


    A long moment passed as wrestlers and audience absorbed the situation.


    Oliver was the first to break the spell. In a sudden and quick movement, he dashed across the sandy gap. Steven seemed rooted, unable to react to anything.


    Too late, he made as if to step back, but his opponent was upon him. Oliver held his right hand low and as they met, it found its intended target. Steven’s cock was gripped as Oliver simultaneously grasped his opponent’s right hand with his own left, denying any similarly minded retaliation.


    Steven, however, seemed devoid of any such attacking ideas and his face contorted into an anguished expression as the black youth pushed his hand, maintaining its encircling grip, to the root of his cock. He began to moan as Oliver stepped round, and, emboldened by the distress of his opponent, released the grip of his left hand and plunged it down behind the other man.


    In a moment, he had pushed it between Steven’s upper thighs and found his balls. He then briefly released the cock hold and reapplied it with the flat of his hand, pushing Steven’s big cock down and back almost between his legs.


    With this, all strength seemed to leave Steven’s legs and he crumpled forward, crying out as Oliver, legs wide and planted, adjusted his position to follow his victim down to his knees.


    ‘Yes, yes, submission, submission,’ panted Steven.


    It was a moment before Oliver obeyed Tom’s command to “Break!”


    He rose to his feet as Steven collapsed forward.


    Tom beckoned Oliver to resume his position at the side of the makeshift “ring”, and bent to speak to the stricken Steven. After a murmured exchange, he rose and announced to the audience, ‘Steven does not wish to continue the bout. I declare Oliver the victor.’


    Sally looked across at Becky. The girl resembled a cartoon deer, eyes and brows wide in astonishment. Sally wondered if she looked anything like that herself, as she became aware of a quickening in her chest. She tried to take deeper breaths, as unobtrusively as possible. The sight of the unencumbered cocks and bodies had begun to arouse her. She tried to stay as still as possible, not to give away the nagging agitation in her loins.


    Fiona re-crossed her legs, trying, it seemed, not to be noticed. Liz too seemed rapt, staring fixedly at the small arena. Nobody was maintaining much cool, thought Sally, as she imagined Jane with her knowing smile alongside her, not daring to look at the undoubted mistress of this erotic ceremony.


    While the audience sat transfixed, Steven was helped to his feet by Tom and ushered to the side of the clearing. Tom picked up his shorts and pumps and exchanged further hushed words. Sally caught a glimpse of the young man’s penis, still hard, glistening, before he fumbled it awkwardly out of sight as he raised his shorts.


    As the conquered wrestler trotted away back toward the house, attention was quickly diverted as Tom called the two other lads together, briefly asking them if they remembered the rules, before the command of “Wrestle on!”


    The new contest was less openly erotic than the last, as Greg and Simon appeared intent on avoiding any contact with genitalia as they grappled for advantage. Greg’s stocky and firm frame was countered by the longer reach and greater suppleness of Simon, who eventually secured a Full Nelson hold, arms under Greg’s from behind and hands locked at the back of Greg’s neck.


    The rugby player writhed and puffed, but failed to break the determined Simon’s grip.


    Sally wondered whether Simon’s cock had become aroused, positioned as it must have been virtually touching his rival’s arse. Half so, came her answer as the tall lad put in a heave and toppled the slightly weakened Greg. Once down, he tried hard to pin Greg in place, who resisted all attempts at first, but eventually found himself with an arm under each leg of his opponent, Simon facing toward his legs. Slightly tumescent also by now, he turned his face away in disgust as Simon’s arse descended, and this break in concentration secured a count of three and the first fall.


    At the restart, Greg charged in to avenge his humiliation, but Simon stepped aside quickly and the stockier lad’s haste became his downfall as his left arm was grabbed. Twisting with his momentum, he fell to Simon’s agile trip and found himself face down, his left arm now secured quickly in a back-hammer hold, forced up behind him toward his head. From here, Simon hooked his leg between Greg’s lower and upper arm and looked up at Tom as he applied pressure.


    ‘Do you give?’ asked the cool and clothed referee. Greg grunted resistance for a few minutes but soon enough a “yes” was secured, to one of the repeated requests for a response.


    The sand-covered and sweaty loser was allowed to sit at the side as the finalists turned to face each other.


    Simon approached Tom to ask for a respite. Had he not just endured a strength-sapping bout? A shake of the head provided his answer.


    ‘Wrestle on!’


    Oliver and Simon were similarly lithe, but the former had been resisted hardly at all in his bout. Simon’s exertions to subdue the terrier-like Greg had done him no favours, and before too long he was down, the fresher opponent then, with an armhold, forcing him over onto his front. Simon’s arms were pulled back as Oliver sat over his upper thighs, thoroughly pinning him. His torso arched back, Simon gave in to his weariness and answered “yes” to Tom’s now familiar question.


    As they rose, it seemed that most of the fight had gone out of Simon, but when the command came to “wrestle on”, he lunged forward, attempting perhaps in desperation, a hold on Oliver’s cock.


    Outraged, the other man intercepted Simon’s arm and attempted to get both of Simon’s arms pinioned behind him. Simon wriggled free this time, but, as he turned to face his assailant, was tripped and pushed back. Quickly moving down, Oliver positioned himself between Simon’s legs and grasped one in the crook of each arm.


    Raising himself with a grunt of triumph, he pushed up and gained his feet from the previous kneeling position. Simon, looking upward, now had his head and shoulders to the floor, one leg in each of arm of Oliver, who faced him, taking a moment to savour his controlling stance.


    Turning one arm, he rotated, straddling the leg on that side over Simon’s back. Simon, forced to also rotate, was now face down, his back arched to Oliver’s will as the Nigerian adopted a high squatting position above him, still entrapping his legs.


    ‘A Boston Crab!’ cried Tom in vigorous approval. ‘Do you give?’


    ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!’

  


  
    Chapter Seven – Sauce For The Gander


    


    They stood around the buffet table. Trying to find something to say that elevated the conversation above “Oh my God!” and “Did you see the size of it?” Failing. Giggling. Guffawing. Four girls, young adults, dressed like St Trinian’s slutty schoolgirls. Not believing what they had just seen, or what one had just done.


    Jane and Nick had brought them back in the Land Rover and walked back to the dining room with them, then left them alone. As they discussed what had happened, Sally remained quieter than the other three, who were cackling like excited hens.


    Her mind was on the last act of the drama which had been played out in the sandy clearing. Oliver, after defeating the exhausted Simon, had stood, hands on hips, absorbing the attention. Making no attempt to hide his ample cock, he began to stroll around the ring area. A delicate ripple of applause from Jane encouraged Nick, Liz, and Fiona to do the same. Oliver, even more emboldened, raised his right hand high.


    ‘Champion!’ he exclaimed. ‘Of all comers!’


    Tom approached him.


    ‘Oh really? All comers?’


    ‘Who else is there then?’ said Oliver.


    ‘All comers allows members of staff to be considered, wouldn’t you say? Do you think you could defeat me?’ Tom smiled confidently.


    ‘Huh!’ Oliver’s tone implied derision but perhaps a modicum of self doubt.


    ‘Want to try? No penalties or points, just for personal satisfaction.’


    Oliver had been put in a position where his ego had been slightly deflated and Sally felt it was no surprise that he reacted by accepting the challenge. Too cocky by far, but backing down was clearly not written large in his repertoire.


    She secretly hoped Oliver would be taught a lesson, as Tom stripped down to his underpants, in white with a vertical seam at the front which emphasised the pouch area. It seemed well filled too, but they were to see no more as the muscular gardener declined to go nude.


    Despite Oliver’s taunts, he coolly told the young man that “staff have their privileges”, and remained clad.


    ‘All right then, but remember this isn’t fairly matched,’ said Oliver, looking toward the girls for sympathy.


    ‘Would you give the command, please?’ said Tom, turning to Jane.


    The director rose to her feet. Looking an unlikely referee in her customary white blouse and black skirt, she nevertheless stepped forward, assuming a relaxed stance as if knowing she would not be called upon for undignified physical intervention.


    ‘Wrestle on!’


    The pair met head on and a forceful struggle began. Tom seemed quicker and more experienced in what holds to try. Succeeding in grasping Oliver in a bear hug, he turned him round and round again. As Oliver began to pant and grunt in his efforts to pull Tom’s strong arms from him, the hold was suddenly released at Tom’s instigation, and, moving quickly around, the blond applied a grip to Oliver’s left arm so that his right arm wrapped it near the shoulder, his left tightly grasping the young man’s wrist. The only retaliation Oliver could manage was to turn toward his left, after failing to grasp any part of his tormentor by reaching back with his free arm.


    They spun left as Tom went with Oliver’s movement. They spun again and this time Tom applied the trip which he had adjusted his feet to administer. Oliver hit the sandy deck front down, with a thud, and Tom was then upon his back with full weight. As Tom took hold of both arms and pulled him back, Oliver found himself experiencing the hold which he had earlier used on Simon.


    ‘Do you submit?’ asked Jane, a superior smile playing on her lips.


    ‘No. No.’ Oliver grunted and gritted his teeth.


    Tom appeared relatively untroubled; it seemed he was set to apply the hold indefinitely. Sally admired his bulging biceps and could not help but stare at his pants. She felt her panties becoming wet. She tried to think philosophically, about how women looked primarily for character in a man, not physique as so many men seemed to think. However, while that might be true even these days, with all the talk of “six-packs” and “pecs”, it was also true that the current situation transcended most experience, and her libido was rampant now as images of cock, bare arses, and sinewy muscles ran unchecked through her consciousness.


    Oliver continued to resist submission. After a while, during which the captive must have gradually weakened, Tom broke the hold but moved a little further back. Stepping on Oliver’s lower thighs, he then brought the lower legs up, one by one, and locked them by the feet around his own calves. Then, crouching and leaning forward, he dragged Oliver’s right arm back using first his right hand round the upper arm, then both hands. With Oliver’s right arm pulled back in the tight grip of his own right hand, he leant forward again and tried to pull Oliver’s left arm back with his left hand.


    Oliver, locked by three limbs, realised he was in deep trouble and pushed his left arm forward to resist. But he was weakened, generally, and from the earlier hold on his left, and Tom dragged it back, inexorably.


    Tom then adjusted his position and his grip on the arms very slightly.


    ‘A Surfboard hold,’ he announced, and let his whole weight go backward. Oliver had to accompany the movement and in the next instant found himself hoisted aloft of Tom below him, all four limbs locked and held, the strength of Tom’s arms keeping him up, his back arched in agonisingly stretched helplessness.


    ‘Do you give in?’ asked Jane coolly, looking down at Oliver in his predicament.


    ‘No. Bastard! No!’


    It was surely a matter of time, as there seemed no way out of the hold. Sweat glistened on his brow and on his straining muscles.


    Tom tightened his grip a little and chuckled.


    ‘Come on, ladies, any of you want to help finish him?’


    There was a pause as each female in the audience looked at the others. Jane, meanwhile, leant down toward Oliver. His cock was displaying a partial erection.


    ‘I’ll just clean up this thing,’ she said, spitting on her hand. ‘First come, first served.’


    With that she grasped the long penis, and with her wetted hand, stroked it repeatedly toward its base, provoking a groan from its owner.


    Then, as a still spellbound Sally watched Liz assume a cool look as best she could, and Becky gasp open-mouthed and immobile, Fiona suddenly jumped to her feet and entered the arena.


    ‘Well done, dear,’ said Jane as the redhead approached. With a lascivious and confident look, she glanced back at her female cohorts, and stood over the helpless Oliver. Straddling his upraised loins required an inelegant motion of one leg across him, and then both legs as she shuffled forward over his cock with a waddling gait. Elegance was the last of her concerns as she pulled up the front of her skirt with her left hand, and tugged her panties to one side with the other.


    Jane still held the wrestler’s cock near the root, her full fist now encompassing only the bottom half as the helmet end rose now full and proud, shiny from sweat, spit, and seeping emission.


    Fiona lowered herself, taking a moment to find its end with the mouth of her pussy. Then gradually she sank down upon it. Jane let go of the cock as soon as she was sure the end had entered the brazen girl’s willing and soaking fanny, and a second later the cock was fully engulfed as Fiona leant forward and, gripping Oliver’s abdominal area for support, began a slight forward and backward motion with her hips.


    This was too much for Oliver to bear, and his body rippled as Fiona, sensing his orgasm, moved faster and more desperately, moaning her fulfilment as she sank forward.


    Jane stepped forward and, with surprising speed and dexterity for a large woman, grasped Fiona from behind around the waist, pulling her up to relieve the exhausted Oliver of the strain.


    ‘Nick!’ She motioned with a flick of her head for her husband, who quickly moved in and took Oliver’s weight behind his shoulders, enabling Tom to release the arm holds. Then Nick guided Oliver forward to his knees, where he carefully unhooked the feet still entrapped round Tom’s calves.


    With this, the defeated combatant was free, but all he was able to do was collapse forward, face down in the sand. So much for his arrogant posturing now, thought Sally. She wanted to know Tom better. The other males in the company had started to fade in significance next to him.


    Only later, as they journeyed back in the Land Rover, after Jane had clapped her hands and, with a “Come on, girls!”, done her best to break the spell, had Sally reflected that perhaps, like the bold hussy Fiona, she should have offered herself to Tom there and then; the prize for victory, wanton, her fanny open and wet in front of everyone.


    Social mores were strong, ingrained. It seemed, though, that the situation was causing them to unravel. Were they regarded as better or worse “subjects” if they displayed the completely visceral behaviour that Fiona had shown?


    She was to have some clue on this quite soon. Leaving the others to their chattering, she went out of the room via the open French windows, and went round the outside of the building and through the back door to the toilets, which were situated to either side of the central corridor beyond the kitchen on one side and the surgery on the other.


    Coming out, she decided not to use the back door and instead walked toward the entrance hall. Here, on the baize notice board, her curiosity was aroused by a sheet of paper which had recently been added.


    She read the top line.


    CURRENT SCORES


    Below it, a column listed their eight names. Next to it, several other columns, as if on a spreadsheet. The first had a heading on the top   Medical Exam. Below it were listed numbers, presumably some sort of score.


    In the next column, next to Oliver’s name, the figure -4 was written. An asterisk directed attention to a footnote at the bottom of the sheet. Here an explanation was offered – “deductions for two occasions of insolence to staff”.


    There followed a third column with the heading Recognition of a Former Lover. Here, Simon, Greg, Sally and Becky had been awarded five points each, the rest nothing. She surmised this related to the pornographic movie featuring Inez. Had she made love to them all in some way? Sally realised she was one of a crowd … Perhaps, or indeed probably, they had all had experience of intercourse with the racy doctor, if indeed she was a doctor. Sally felt strangely betrayed, a lesbian schoolgirl finding out the object of her crush had played the field.


    A final column had Oliver down for two more deducted points. This time the symbol “+” led the eye to the explanation “disrespect to a member of serving staff”. Was this Peter, in his female panties on view to all? Clearly their every move was being scrutinised.


    She glanced a last time at the sheet, before returning.


    When she re-entered the dining room conversation, such as it was, had lulled.


    ‘Have any of you seen the notice board out there?’ she asked. ‘We appear to be being marked in some way.’


    The others needed no further prompting and headed for the door. Sally had only been alone for a moment when Celia entered, through the French window door.


    ‘Where are the others?’ she quizzed the young woman.


    ‘Looking at the notice board.’ Sally replied.


    ‘Oh. I see. Well, it’s there to be viewed.’


    At this, the trio returned, chattering as if raking over questions in a recent exam, seeking meaning in an inexplicable scenario.


    ‘Girls!’ Celia interrupted. ‘You are required at the lecture hall in ten minutes please.’ With that, she turned and was gone.


    No doubt they were deliberately denied a moment’s pause to collect thoughts and pose any questions. Nothing in this place seemed casual or unplanned.


    Finishing any remaining drinks and titbits, they drifted across to the lecture theatre, or lecture hall as Celia had termed it.


    In here, all was quiet. They sat randomly. Comments and queries came out at intervals.


    ‘How could you do that, Fiona? How do you feel?’ This from Becky.


    ‘Fine.’ A smug smile.


    ‘Tut.’ A huffy look from Liz. Was she secretly jealous?


    ‘Do you think you earned a bonus or a deduction?’ said Sally. This provoked peals of infectious laughter in all four.


    ‘Well,’ said Fiona. ‘He wasn’t staff, was he?’


    More laughter followed. As it died down, they followed Becky’s gaze as she looked toward the door.


    Inez had just entered. Walking down the steps, her confident gait was catlike, her hips swaying gently and rhythmically as she negotiated the slope. She was dressed all in black, in a T-shirt and close fitting slacks along with dark ballet pumps on her bare feet.


    Stopping near them, she stared across.


    ‘Well girls. Nice to see you again. Are you ready for this afternoon’s activities, mes petites?’


    ‘What might you have planned for us?’ asked Liz. ‘No doubt something exotic.’


    Inez laughed. ‘Exotic I do not feel is quite the word, chérie. Perhaps we will test your endurance again, eh?’


    She walked up to Liz and extended a hand up to the girl’s cheek. As quickly withdrawing it, she smiled, then the temptress in her was switched off as she spoke curtly to them all.


    ‘You did not imagine it was only the men who would have to display their athleticism to an audience? We believe in equality here.’


    Sally felt her mouth go a little dry at the words. A thought that they would not be spared a similar exhibition to that undergone by their male counterparts had crossed her mind earlier, whereupon she had swiftly consigned it to a less conscious level.


    Now it resurfaced, the nervous unease associated with performance, as Inez climbed to the platform and made her way to the side of the stage. As she pressed a button near the proscenium pillar, the full curtains in the aperture drew back automatically from the centre, to fold away at the side. The Frenchwoman then threw a large red handle, at which brilliant lights blazed at once, illuminating a full-sized roped square in the centre of the stage area.


    ‘You are afforded more civilized surroundings than those sand-covered males,’ she proclaimed. ‘But the rest of the task is the same. Now, step up here Liz and Becky. You are selected for the first bout.’


    There was no suggestion of choice, as though the thought of the eventual prize held them in thrall. Liz nevertheless asked the question.


    ‘I don’t suppose we have an option to decline?’


    ‘Mais non. Vite, vite, step up. Do not lose your points. Jane will be here soon; she does not like to see resistance to the programme.’


    A strange choice of word, Sally thought. Resistance. She tried to contemplate its significance, but her state of anticipation scrambled her thought processes and she watched as Becky was surprisingly the first of the two girls to overcome her diffidence, stepping up and moving toward the stage.


    Liz, not to be outdone, followed, projecting a determined manner as she walked. Sally, sensing a movement behind, turned, to see the audience entering. The lads, minus Steven, freshly showered and back in their robes. Jane and Nick. Even Lena from the kitchen, in skirt and brightly patterned blouse, with Max the chauffeur, casual in shirtsleeves. Down the aisle came Celia, the efficient secretary in her blouse and pencil skirt. She was followed by Vanessa and Peter, whom she directed toward the stage before taking her own seat amongst the viewers.


    The two serving staff carried trays on which were several bottles of isotonic sports drinks with their characteristic nippled tops. How Sally wished to reach out for one as the inevitability of her situation turned her saliva to ashes. It would be all she could do to enter the arena. Any thought of being strong-willed enough to simply walk away and escape from the eyes of so many would be all but impossible.


    Only now did it dawn on her that Vanessa’s and Peter’s attire had yet again decreased. This time the waitress wore the same small apron, barely covering her breasts with its top part. Her skirt, though, was now entirely dispensed with, and all were treated to the sight of her plump arse and generous thighs in nothing but full white briefs, white suspenders and the black stockings. Peter, meanwhile, was no longer wearing the page boy top but was completely bare from the waist up. This emphasised his predicament all the more, for aside from his little black boots, his only garment was now in full view … a high-waisted white panty-girdle.


    While this exhibitionist procession of two took their places at the side of the ring, placing the trays on tables nearby, Inez had been talking to the two contestants. Having instructed them, she climbed through the ropes and stationed herself in the centre of the ring.


    Liz and Becky had begun to undress after listening to Inez, and stood in panties, suspenders, stockings, and pumps, waiting.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said Inez loudly, ‘I give you Liz, our first contestant, currently with ten points in our programme.


    With a smattering of applause and whoops of appreciation from Oliver and Simon, the dark-haired girl stepped through the ropes and into the ring. She stood, all in black underwear, what there was of it, hands on hips.


    Becky was announced in a similar manner. She apparently had seven points in the “programme”. Her demeanour was less confident than the other girl’s as she looked around her, quick glances at the gazing faces betraying her nervousness.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, you know the rules, as do the contestants. Two falls, two submissions, one knockout to decide. Interference with underwear not subject to penalty.’ Inez stepped back from the two girls positioned opposite each other. ‘Wrestle!’


    Becky appeared frozen like a deer in headlights as Liz rushed her. She was almost in a headlock as she realised she should resist, and her arms began to flail, thrashing randomly at her attacker. Liz, moving behind her, soon engineered a Full Nelson hold and levered the willowy girl toward the mat. Twisting under her, she managed to press Becky’s left arm with her legs, while her arms held Becky’s right arm against the canvas. The girl could only arch her back over her opponent, who kept her hold tight for a count of three from Inez. The audience was treated to a lewd view of Becky’s white-knickered crotch, up in the air between legs spread wide as her feet struggled to remain on the ground.


    The hold was broken with Inez’s help. Barely had Becky raised herself to a standing position, from her sprawled state after the pinfall was announced, before Inez gave the command to “wrestle”, and the waiting Liz was able to pounce.


    This time the dishevelled Becky was subjected to a grip at the front of her crotch by Liz’s right hand. Grabbing the back of the white panties with her left, Liz pulled them upward, exerting pressure on her cunt and arse cracks.


    With Becky gasping, hands at her front offering little retaliation, Liz played to the crowd and announced, ‘She’s soaking.’


    Her laughter sent a shiver through Sally’s being. A deep, forbidden thrill as she witnessed Becky’s demise.


    They could see Liz’s middle finger working. The clitty would be feeling its insistent movement through the silky material. Becky’s eyes had closed. There was no question of retaliation. A matter of time alone. Briefly, she seemed to regain a sense of reality, eyes opening as the finger paused. Liz eased the panty gusset aside and resumed her ministrations, this time with circular movements around the bare and exposed clitoris. Sally felt her own gusset also now awash; it was all she could do to avoid fingering herself in disgrace as Becky’s eyes closed in acceptance, her features contorted into a grimace of pure lust while her body shuddered with orgasms as she pressed Liz’s hand onto her fanny. Then her knees gave way and she slumped downward onto them as Liz stepped back. Inez raised the arm of the victor high as she basked in the applause.


    



    Sally had to endure a further five minutes of anticipation while a dazed Becky was helped away from the ring toward the wings of the stage by Inez and Vanessa.


    Unable to wait, she moved up to the stage and at last swigged a drink. Fiona followed suit. The ripples of applause and ribald murmurs from the lads were a blur in Sally’s mind. She felt at once the target of a thousand eyes, yet distant in a universe of her own, a butterfly behind glass.


    At last Inez was back and both girls nodded their acceptance of the rules. Watching Fiona strip to her panties and suspenders, it occurred to Sally that she must do the same. She took off the blouse and skirt. Feeling freer, she felt some fighting spirit stir within her. Was it an illusion, though? Would she crumble like Becky in the harsh reality of the ring?


    Fiona was announced as having six points so far, as she made her way across the ring, a spectacle in her scarlet panties. Sally followed. Thirteen points, it was said. Not many more at this rate, she thought. Come on! Be positive.


    She heard Inez go through the spiel. Soon, it would come. And as it came, Sally reflected that she had no plan. Whatsoever.


    ‘Wrestle!’


    Determined not to be surprised as Becky had been, she met the Irish girl halfway, in the centre of the ring. Fiona circled her and tried to pounce, but Sally reacted and moved backward and sideways.


    A lunge by the redhead was too quick to avoid and they came to grips. They were both fierce, each stoking the other’s resistance, but amateurish, and neither gained an advantage.


    They broke, took a breath, and rejoined. And broke again. Flailed arms like sumos. The crowd murmured, interested.


    Then one of Fiona’s surges was more successful. Pushing Sally a little off balance, she had her against the ropes. Forcing her onto the ropes with body weight left her a free hand and suddenly Sally felt the dreaded fanny hold and saw Fiona’s smile as her opponent felt the dampness.


    Retaliating, Sally encircled Fiona’s midriff and pulled her red panties up, tight into her arse. She saw from Fiona’s face that it was having an effect.


    But now Fiona’s finger had found its target and the waves of pleasure began to build. Many of the viewers seemed to Sally to be on their feet, as she stared from the bright crucible into the darkness. Her hold on Fiona’s panties was tight, yet now more to support herself in her weakness than to affect her opponent. With a last throw of the dice she tried to find a way up to Fiona’s cunt hole with one hand, yet it remained protected by the panties that she herself had made ride up there. As she weakened with further pleasure she heard Inez’s voice.


    ‘Do you give? Chérie?’


    Of course. Her only chance.


    ‘Yes. Yes, I submit.’


    Inez must have a soft spot for me, thought Sally. She was given time to gather herself, obtain a drink, while the submission was announced to the crowd. A further drink washed the ashen feeling of defeat away and she turned, ready. She was still in a spot, tingling from the stimulation.


    Perhaps a gesture would throw Fiona off the scent. Raising her hand, she asked Inez for one minute. Then, while the referee mused on her impartiality, Sally put her hands to her hips and stepped out of her white panties. Picking them up, she whirled them around above her head before throwing them into the audience to great applause.


    Fiona looked annoyed. As she frowned at Inez, the referee was prompted to reactivate the contest.


    ‘Wrestle!’


    This time Sally was ready and charged in. Pushing Fiona back, she attempted to grip her crotch. The stocky girl resisted strongly, grabbing Sally’s arm. Feeling her advantage slipping away, Sally reached round behind Fiona and, with desperation, got her arm round her opponent’s. Together with a step behind her and a leg hooked around hers, she was able, summoning all her strength, to pitch the Irish girl forward.


    Fiona scrambled to her knees but not before Sally had gripped her crotch again, wrapping her hand around. She knelt behind the girl, whose red-pantied arse was in front of her. How she wished for a strap-on dildo at this moment, to subdue this little spitfire.


    The thought gave her an idea and she pushed the panties aside with her left hand, maintaining pressure with her right on the clitoral area, while Fiona tried to shuffle forward on her knees. Eventually she gained the ropes at the side as Sally shuffled with her.


    ‘Ropes, ref, ropes,’ panted Fiona.


    ‘So?’ said Inez, impassive.


    As they had shuffled across the ring Sally had pressed home her advantage, literally. She rubbed Fiona’s clitoris through her panties with her right forefingers, but had also pulled the material aside at the rear and now had two fingers of her left hand inserted into a wet cunt which was getting wetter.


    Fiona clung to the middle and bottom ropes with each hand.


    ‘Bitch,’ she spat. ‘Bitch. Oooh. Bitches. Yes. OK. I submit.’


    Inez seemed to have been the target of Fiona’s bile as much as Sally, and adopted a severe stare toward the girl on her knees before her as she announced, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, the equalising submission goes to Sally.’


    Sally had broken her grasp at Inez’s announcement, and now stood back. A palpable buzz of excitement emanated from the audience.


    Sally watched Fiona intently. The other girl was slow to rise, carefully adjusting her panties, slyly maximising recovery time. Inez stepped toward her.


    ‘If you are not ready, you will be counted.’


    Fiona continued to kneel, one hand on the ropes.


    ‘Very well. I will count to ten. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven …’


    Suddenly the redhead sprung up and launched herself toward Sally, who was caught by surprise, thinking that Fiona would rise only at nine. She cursed her foolishness at being outwitted as the charge forced her backward, off balance as Fiona made contact.


    Finding a hold by wrapping her arms around Sally’s waist, Fiona pressed her advantage and soon Sally was once more against the ropes with her back, side on to the audience. Sally held on to Fiona’s upper arms as she realised that this time her vagina was bare without even the skimpy briefs over it. No doubt her assailant would soon be targeting that most vulnerable area.


    However, she was to be surprised again as Fiona pushed upward with her left arm and, forcing Sally’s right arm up and back, clenched her hand round Sally’s wrist. She then forced it over the top rope and down. Switching hands, Fiona grasped the wrist tightly with her right. With her left hand she reached over the top rope, and, leaning forward on her toes, pulled the middle rope up and over Sally’s elbow, leaving her arm clasped between the overfolded upper two ropes. The middle rope was not stretched tight enough to cause great pain, yet exerted enough elasticity to ensure Sally’s right arm was pinioned securely.


    Sally, expecting an assault on another area of her body, had not mustered enough resistance, and the enormity of her plight began to dawn on her. She twisted to her right, to look at how she might free the arm, but Fiona now reasserted a left arm grip on the trapped wrist, moving her own right hand down. Quickly, her middle finger slid between the labia under their hairy shield, pushing upward with firm pressure.


    As the finger began to move forward and backward, Sally pleaded, ‘Ref! This isn’t allowed, is it? Please!’


    Inez seemed undecided and Sally saw her look toward the audience.


    Jane, responding to the quizzical glance, calmly gave a slight shrug and gestured with an open palm toward Inez. Her forefinger then moved in a rolling motion, removing any doubt as to her meaning.


    Inez, absorbing the intent, relayed the decision to Fiona, impassively.


    ‘Continue.’


    Sally moved her left hand down. The priority must be to defend her cunt or soon the opponent’s finger would bring her to sopping wetness and abandonment.


    Again, though, Fiona was ahead with a tactic, and quickly used both arms to capture the wrist. Sally’s legs wobbled as she involuntarily reacted to the withdrawal of the deliciously tormenting finger, and she watched as Fiona swiftly deployed the same movements on her left arm as she had earlier used on the right.


    Her only hope must be to free her right arm. As she fought to do so, she felt the middle rope clamp around her left arm above the elbow. Now, with her body deprived of any leverage, all hope was gone as the increase in the rope’s tautness from pinning both arms made her a helpless captive.


    Her conqueror, for such she surely was, stepped back to gather breath and survey her handiwork.


    ‘Ref?’ said Sally weakly. She wished to swallow the plea, it sounded so timid as it issued from her mouth.


    Fiona moved toward her, a satisfied and slightly malicious smile adding to the alluring cast of her high-cheekboned face.


    The finger, then, began its work. Slowly, gently, and without mercy. The clitoris emerging from its forest, an outlaw finally flushed out, prostrating himself before conquering forces. The little female penis, subjugated. As her lust grew, Sally heard Fiona’s voice.


    ‘You want more, slut? You want more?’


    A slight pause in the movement. A feather touch now, barely discernible. Sally’s hips thrust forward.


    ‘I have my answer,’ said Fiona. The finger resumed. Sally’s eyelids were half closed. She looked down at Fiona’s hand, becoming entranced. The finger stopped.


    ‘Beg, bitch. Beg for it.’


    Sally paused, trying to summon a shred of dignity.


    ‘You want it. So ask for it, you wet-cunted whore.’ 


    The mention of wetness was too much for Sally. With a mere suggestion, arousal was tipped into a desperate longing. A barricade crumbled in her civilised mind and she embraced the status of whore which had been conferred upon her.


    ‘Yes. Yes! Please.’


    The finger touched again, lightly.


    ‘What do you want?’


    Sally’s pelvis thrust forward, her legs spread wide.


    ‘Finger me. Touch me, you bitch!’


    ‘Oh?’ The haughty smile infuriated Sally and somehow instilled a modicum of resistance as the spell broke slightly.


    ‘Bitch, am I? Maybe you don’t want any more. Call me mistress and I will satisfy you.’


    ‘No. Never. Oooh,’ came the sound as the finger once more began to work its magic.


    ‘Come on. Just admit I’m your mistress. Say it.’


    As the teasing finger paused once more, Sally, frenetic with lust yet resisting the verbal humiliation requested of her, saw a way out. She would take anything, but not from this arrogant floozy who had overpowered her.


    ‘All right. Ref! I submit. She’s got my submission. She wins. I give, I submit. Get me out of this now. Please.’


    Fiona tossed her hair back. Disappointed, yet proud of herself.


    ‘Tart!’ she spat, wheeling round to face her public, hand held high in victory.


    ‘Get me out now,’ said Sally to Inez. ‘Please.’


    Inez’s expression did not hold the sympathy Sally had hoped for. She turned to see where Inez was gazing, and saw Jane and Max walking toward the stage. The director reached the edge of the ring first and paused in contemplation.


    ‘Hmm.’ She seemed to come to a decision and reached down. Pulling down the zip at the side of her skirt, she unhooked the garment and, stepping out of it, handed it to Vanessa who still waited, dutifully, at the side of the stage. Then, stepping to the ringside, she pushed down the middle rope and raised her leg over it. Inez, coming quickly forward, pulled the top rope up and Jane folded her well-endowed upper body through the gap. Puffing slightly, she brought her other leg after her and stood up.


    Sally was mentally as well as physically transfixed. For what reason had this imposing woman divested herself of some respectability? She stood there proudly as if still fully clad, but her white blouse ended just below her waist. Here was revealed a white panty-girdle with thicker lace panel at the front, tightly encasing her ample loins. From below it protruded white suspenders which held up black vintage-style stockings, seamed at the back, the silky nylon of which glinted in the hot lights. Black high-heeled shoes, a single strap around the ankle, completed her remaining attire.


    Jane approached Sally. Her face lacked the wicked smile of Fiona’s, which now seemed friendliness itself in comparison to the ice-cool demeanour of the older woman. The hubbub that had greeted Fiona’s victory had by now subsided, with the proverbial pin poised before dropping.


    ‘Your opponent gave me an idea,’ said Jane. Turning to Fiona, she spoke. ‘Well done, dear. Vacate the ring now.’


    Fiona did as she was told. Inez, after a moment’s hesitation and a glance at Jane, concluded she was not needed and followed.


    Sally’s state of excitement had subsided a little, but as Jane came close, she felt it build again. She waited for a comment which never came. Silently, the director closed up to her and then the next episode finally began.


    The finger was thicker than Fiona’s, but more skilled. Within seconds Sally was soaking wet. Her tormentor paused, then moved inwards. Gradually she imposed two fingers into the vagina. Sally spread her legs as far as she could manage, a willing and wanton participant.


    Jane began to finger-fuck her, rhythmically and remorselessly. After minutes of this, the fingers withdrew partially, and then pressure was applied on the front wall of the vagina. Now with just one finger, Jane motioned it as if to draw Sally’s tunnel toward her, inducing a state of trancelike acquiescence in her plaything.


    Gradually, Sally became aware of a slowing of the stimulation. As it stopped altogether, she opened her eyes. She saw that Max had stepped into the ring. Without haste, he was removing his shirt. Already barefooted, he unzipped his trousers and stepped out of them. Turning away from the ropes over which he had draped his garments, he stared toward Sally as he pulled his white briefs off, putting them over the rope next to his shirt.


    ‘How do you like what you see?’ murmured Jane, stepping close to the trapped girl. Sally stared toward Max’s cock, thick and rigid, pointing upward toward her like a compass point drawn north.


    Then Sally felt the finger’s incursion again. The clitoris now the target, its nerve ends immediately inflamed. With an increase in the movement, a circular teasing propelled her toward release, now tangibly within reach. But Jane seemed to sense this, and gently slowed and softened her touch, the finger now hardly felt, as though through a thin sheath of air clinging to it.


    ‘Oh God, no. Please.’


    Sally’s hips thrust forward, but this urgency broke the spell and her tormentor’s hand, while close, was unattainable.


    ‘Do you want his cock, my dear?’ The request seemed matter of fact yet carried the dramatic weight of power being transferred.


    ‘Yes. Yes.’ Of course she wanted the cock. Anything which might bring the blessed rub on her clitoris, the agitation to take her on to the tide of fulfilment.


    ‘You want to be fucked?’ The finger touched her again, only enough to stoke the simmering.


    ‘Yes, fuck me. Fuck me now. Give me the cock.’


    ‘You must agree to be my slave. Do you?’


    The slightest of pauses.


    ‘Yes. Anything you want. Please! Yes. Fuck me, fuck me with cock.’


    Sally shook her head in desperate frustration, her hair loosened and dishevelled.


    The finger again. Greater pressure but not enough.


    ‘Are you my slave?’


    ‘Yes!’ No hesitation this time. ‘I beg for the fuck. I beg of you …’


    ‘Mistress.’ The suggestion a command.


    ‘Mistress. I beg for the fuck, mistress.’


    At this, Jane stepped back and beckoned to Max. He walked forward and took position in front of Sally. Hand around his penis, he pushed it up. It brushed the clitoris on its way, bringing a high-pitched wail of delight from Sally. Then it found its home, sliding easily.


    Max grasped each of Sally’s legs in his arms and drew them up; now she was spread fully, all four limbs akimbo, her thighs held up by Max’s strong arms, to a height where he was comfortable to thrust into her at will.


    As the crowd watched his bare arse move relentlessly forward and back, Sally felt the onrush of pleasure, the clitoral orgasm soon to be triggered as the waves built up and carried her past the point of no return. She felt the cock pound harder and faster; her world consisted only of the perception of cock, the need for cock and the complete subservience to it at this moment.


    She cried out loudly as the climax came, the sound metamorphosing into a long drawn out groaning in ecstatic pleasure as wave upon wave followed. As her body’s flood of sensation subsided, she became a rag doll, as if her very bones had become pliable.


    Max withdrew. His cock still hard, he wordlessly placed Sally’s legs downwards and reached for her right arm to begin the process of unhooking the ropes. Her feet, touching the ground, were yet powerless, and as he freed her left arm he did his best to support her by it.


    Jane glanced at him, then downward. At this subtle command, he let Sally sink down, maintaining support under her left arm, for otherwise she would have collapsed more quickly to her knees.


    He left her thus, on her knees, teetering forward, and stepped back. At a nod from Jane, Sally felt her mane of hair grasped from behind. Her upper body was carefully but firmly pushed forward, Max controlling her from behind by the rudimentary ponytail he had formed in both hands. She found herself looking at Jane’s shiny black shoes, inches before her.


    ‘Kiss my feet now, slave. Fulfil your vow.’


    Sally felt Max’s grip guide her, and she did as she was told. In turn, the shiny toe ends of the director’s shoes were presented and she gave the kiss.


    A shiver of wickedness thrilled her. Some hidden reserve of adrenaline had been tapped by participation in this rite, her Rubicon crossed at the hand of a conquering empress and her virile servant.


    She remained still, and waited.


    ‘Good. Come now.’


    Jane’s mood seemed a little lighter. She leant down and grasped Sally’s arm to help her up, as Max released his grip on her gathered hair and moved to retrieve his clothing.


    Jane guided Sally to the ropes and held them for her to climb through; she then followed as Vanessa held the ropes apart. Sally, standing there, felt bereft of reference. What was she expected to do? She had been overcome and lust had claimed her free will in front of everyone. All had witnessed her humiliation, except Tom and Steven perhaps, who she had not noticed present in the gathering.


    Her inner question was answered for her soon enough. Vanessa, having helped Jane through the ropes, began to unclip her suspenders. Her first stocking was rolled off, teased out, and handed to Jane, who moved behind Sally and used the nylon to encircle her wrists, one by one, then deftly pull them together, contriving a pair of knots to tightly bind them. A third secured the restraint so that the wrists could be moved six inches apart behind Sally’s back, but no more.


    As Jane used the second stocking provided by Vanessa to pull Sally’s biceps closer together, the submissive girl wondered how she had allowed this last degradation to occur. Was it some sort of perverted politeness, inbred, too mindful of peer pressure to go against her public vow of slavery and object to the impingement of bondage upon her? Or just simple indecision, knowing no etiquette for however far these mind games were carried?


    In any case, and by whatever means, she reflected, her acquiescence had been secured. She realised it was, in a sense, no game as far as Jane was concerned. Sally was now her slave, bound and sworn to be so. It was a fact and she could not argue with it. A sensation, feisty girl that she normally was in everyday life, completely new to her.


    A hidden landscape lay before her, one where she had no navigational skills. Her pondering upon the enormity of this adventure was interrupted by Jane, who had replaced her skirt and was fully, respectably dressed again, as if the interlude was a mere routine in her carefully planned day.


    ‘Follow me from the stage. Max will seat you and you may watch the final bout. You will obey him unless I say different.’


    With this, the director descended the steps at the side of the stage. Sally saw that Max was also fully dressed and waiting for her to follow.


    In her pumps, stockings, and suspenders, her arms and wrists trussed behind her, she obeyed her new mistress.

  


  
    Chapter Eight – Bound


    


    Jane stood by her office window, surveying the grounds at the front of her domain. Bright sunlight bathed them in crisp light, even so early. Perhaps the promise of such a glorious summer’s day should be grasped, she mused, and the day devoted to outdoor pursuits.


    But she had already in mind some ideas for how the day would go. Certain desires for which she did not wish to delay fulfilment. Was it too early for a reckoning? Delayed gratification was normally her strong point, but in this matter she felt a strong need for satisfaction. Yes, it would be amusing sport to keep them waiting, unknowing; but the pleasure of her triumph would not be lessened should she partake of it soon.


    The knock at the door interrupted her reverie and signified Celia’s arrival.


    ‘Come!’


    Celia entered the study, bidding Jane good morning. She wore her usual blouse, today in a jade green, and pencil skirt. Her stockings were black and so too were her shoes, which, while glamorously shiny, had heels considerably lower than those she was normally seen in, giving her a stance which hinted of a need for practicality today, rather than the ostentatious display of a jutting, curvaceous bottom which was normally a prime feature of her deportment. Men were usually thrown into some confusion deciding whether to ogle that, or her extremely large breasts, as she clicked past on her stately way. She towered over the majority of them when in heels, being almost six feet tall in stockings. This had never daunted her; in fact, she revelled in it, coolly aware of her sexual allure, yet appearing as if her demeanour was one of pure businesslike efficiency in attire chosen only because nothing casual could possibly be countenanced.


    ‘How are we today?’ said Jane, smiling. She was dressed in similar mode to her colleague, in a dark blue blouse and, for her, rather conservative black calf-length skirt. Only the presence of long black leather boots below this hinted at anything racier.


    ‘Very well, thank you. They are all at breakfast. Well, most of them.’


    ‘Indeed. Apart from the two who have, shall we say, disgraced themselves.’ With this, Jane tilted back her head and laughed with great enjoyment.


    ‘Yes. A good day yesterday,’ she continued. ‘What did you think of my little improvisation?’


    ‘Your prerogative. It was a good twist.’


    ‘Yes. I thought so. I think we’ll lead into the bondage module with it. Push back the equestrian session to another day.


    ‘I love that word, module. Makes it sound like part of an educational symposium. Ridiculous!’ Once more a peal of laughter issued from the director.


    ‘Well.’ Celia seemed unsure how exactly to respond. ‘Whatever you want to call it. It’s just a name.


    ‘Have I to get them ready for that then?’


    ‘Yes, the normal Day Four stuff. You’ve got six of them there at the moment. We need to split them into two groups.’


    ‘OK. What about Steven and Sally?’


    ‘I’ve got plans for Sally. She’ll do her stint, but there’ll be a little embellishment later.’


    ‘And Steven?’


    ‘I saw Tom yesterday evening. He’s got him where we want him. He is homosexual, as we thought. Is that really an immutable category, do you think? You know I believe it’s just a stage on the continuum of sexuality, don’t you? But still, at the moment, I don’t want to waste any energy or staff time trying to turn him round, so to speak.’


    ‘Pity. Lovely body.’


    ‘Indeed, but we’ve got other fish to fry here. Long and the short of it, the boy wanted to leave. Tom had a discussion and a bit of a … play … with him, and he’s agreed to stay. He will see out the time in exchange for the basic fee, no chance of the bonus prize. An ornament.’


    ‘I see.’ Celia raised her eyebrow. Not much that Jane did surprised her, broadly speaking, though the details were often entertaining.


    ‘Now,’ said Jane briskly. ‘Where are we up to with the scores?’


    Celia unfolded a piece of paper from her pocket.


    ‘Before the afternoon’s wrestling, as follows  ’ she pronounced. ‘Oliver, 10 plus 10 with 6 points deducted equals 14. Simon, 7 plus 5 plus 6 equals 18. Greg 4 plus 5 plus 2 equals 11. Steven, 0, now dropped out of this part of the process as you said.


    ‘Now the girls. Liz 10, Sally 8 plus 5, Fiona 6, Becky 2 plus 5. You need to allocate some scores for the wrestling, of course.’


    ‘Yes indeed, Celia. I didn’t see you at the end, did I?


    ‘Well, Liz 10, naturally. That was a wonderful final, wasn’t it? I love it when they’re evenly matched. The film will sell well. Have you seen any of the tapes?’


    ‘Just briefly. All the cameras are OK. I didn’t exactly study every contortion. I must say I thought the Irish girl might take it after what she did to Sally. Very determined.’


    ‘Yes, but so is Liz. A beautiful girl, but quite hard. She reminds me of Bettie Page with that dark hair and the long legs. Tony’s customers in the States will lap all that footage up.’


    ‘It was close.’


    ‘Yes. Two to one. Ideal, you couldn’t script it better. Lots of tussling, finally a queened pinfall with leg fold to Liz. I love it when they’re upside down under a bottom with their legs pulled up and back. Their fanny up in the air with just a little bit of material hiding it. Thousands of video customers gasping for more with their hot little cocks in their hands.


    ‘I hope Tom got a shot of that?’


    ‘I expect so. He’s quite adept with that loft cam. They can’t see him with the floodlights on up there. So then Fiona rallied and we eventually had Liz on her front with her arms being pulled back. We should call that the figurehead hold.’


    Celia smiled. ‘The Titanic. That’s a dance move. Without the arms quite so far back.’


    They both chuckled.


    ‘Well, it certainly sunk her. It was a wonderful pose, though. Her breasts are magnificent. Made to be on the prow of a ship!’


    Celia laughed again.


    ‘I just thought Fiona had got her then. Tired her out.’


    ‘Yes. I think Liz was wise to submit when she did. Pride can be a weakness if you resist to the point of collapse. She would still have been in trouble if she hadn’t got a fanny hold on when they restarted.’


    ‘I know. I was just surprised Fiona wilted so quickly from it. Do you think she was still turned on from the encounter with Sally?’


    ‘Possibly. The mind is the most potent sexual organ and works in mysterious ways. The excitement of submission is something she’d had a taste of in the previous bout.


    ‘Anyway. Liz the winner. Ten points. And Fiona six for second.’


    ‘What do you want to do about Sally and Becky? No third place bout in the circumstances.’


    ‘No. Well it would hardly have been fair, I suppose.’


    ‘Do you want to give it to Becky as she didn’t submit quite so outrageously?’


    ‘Are you kidding? It looked pretty comprehensive to me. Anyway, you’re talking about Sally’s encounter with Max … That was after the contest.’


    ‘Of course, you’re right. So what’s the verdict?’


    ‘Two points each, I think. And 25 bonus to Sally for being the begging Whore of Babylon! Only joking.’ She chuckled. ‘Two points each is fine, I’m not distinguishing between them.’


    ‘OK. So let me see,’ said the secretary. ‘That gives us … Simon 18, Oliver 14, Greg 11. And the girls, Liz 20, Sally 15, Fiona 12, Becky 9.


    ‘Excellent. Let me write that,’ said Jane, moving behind her desk.


    ‘Here’s your leader board then.’


    She turned round the piece of A4 on which she had written:


    Liz 20


    Simon 18


    Sally 15


    Oliver 14


    Fiona 12


    Greg 11


    Becky 9


    ‘OK. We’ll split them according to that order. Do Fiona, Greg and Becky this morning and the rest this afternoon. I quite like the idea of splitting Fiona from Oliver, as they’ve coupled already. And you’ve got a split of the sexes there without having to juggle anybody.


    ‘By the way, was there any activity last night that I need to know about? Talking of coupling?’


    ‘Well, we had Fiona and Oliver not in their rooms until much later than curfew. They must’ve sneaked off somewhere, probably outside. I’d need to view the tapes to find out when.’


    ‘Don’t they know they could be penalised?’


    ‘They should do, I think they’ve all sussed they’re being watched. But that girl was horny as hell after Liz finished with her. And you know what Oliver’s like.’


    ‘Hmm. I’ll overlook it but it needs keeping tabs on. Anyone else?’


    ‘Not that we know of. I think they’re either too stunned by it all, or thinking of the competition. Or a bit of both.’


    ‘OK. Well, time to get on with it. Give the top three the morning off. Split them off one by one in the order, Becky first. I’ll be along later.’


    ‘With Sally?’


    ‘Oh yes. A lady must take her pet poodle along when she attends important social functions, or what is the point in keeping such a fashion accessory?’


    



    Sally finished her shower. Her nakedness gave her a sense of freedom. Not merely the unfettered sensation that nudity gave, which she had experienced at home and on certain beaches, but today a more potent feeling of independence and self-assertion.


    It was illusory, she knew, for it would be punctured soon enough, when someone entered this small universe in which she found herself. Someone would come through the door and this brief bubble of independence in time and space would dissolve in an instant.


    She was in the bathroom adjoining Nick’s bedroom. The doors from the bedroom to the corridor and to Jane’s chamber were both locked. She had been given a precious interval to perform ablutions and freshen herself for the day ahead. She knew the freshness would not last. Some degree of sweaty degradation lay ahead, but she did not know its form.


    Stretching her arms and legs, she towelled herself. Soon they might not be able to move so freely. As she brushed her long hair, she reflected on the night just gone.


    



    After the bout which saw her conqueress in turn defeated, she had been bidden to follow Jane from the auditorium. She had done so; Max, her imposed lover, had followed. Was he imposed? She had, after all, begged.


    She remembered how her mind had felt numbed, as she felt all eyes turn and follow as their small procession left the theatre. Across the open garden to the rear of the house, she was afforded no respectability whatsoever in her scant attire. The three of them arrived at the wardrobe room, going in through its outer door, inside which Max waited with Sally, wordlessly, as Jane moved among the nether railings selecting various items. Soon, Celia had joined them and helped Jane as they undid the stockings which bound her arms and substituted a purpose-made garment. It took the form of a long black leather sheath, laced along its length with a sturdy thickness of strong leather cord running through many eyelets. At the end were two gloves into which her hands fitted, yet after this her arms were held together by the sheath, which extended above her elbows to her biceps. Wider here, it nevertheless held her arms helpless behind her.


    Sally abandoned herself to her insertion into the restraint. Were there a moment to try to resist and run, it would have been brief, as Max stationed himself between her and any escape route, the Cerberus at the command of the menacing goddess to whose rule she must now succumb.


    She was stripped of her sweat-stained stockings and her white belt. Instead, her guardians fed her legs into complicated tights which, when pulled up fully, revealed four suspender-like sections below the waist, leaving her arse, cunt and hips utterly bare within the framework of black nylon. The apparel was completed by the addition of calf-length black leather boots. They incorporated a strong metal ring at the heel, to which a chain was joined at each foot, hobbling her to steps of no more than its length of 12 inches or so. The difficulty she would now experience in walking was accentuated by the height of the heels of the boots, a full five inches.


    She teetered as they stepped back and looked. She was now at eye level with the tall Celia. As she stared into her eyes, a feeling of boldness mingled weirdly with her previous abject and anaesthetised mood. Somehow she had entered into this new status, and, against conscious and rational will, begun to embrace it.


    Her reverie had been shattered by the sudden sting on her bottom. The brief pain and loud slap was caused by a wooden paddle wielded by Jane.


    ‘Move!’ came the command as Sally turned her head to look at Jane, whose stern expression failed to conceal a hint of triumph in her eyes.


    Sally had followed. Jane and Max moved languidly without haste, but it was all she could do to keep up in her hobbled state.


    Their first stop had been the kitchen, where Sally was left standing in the middle of the stone-flagged floor. The whole area extended for the length of two or three normal rooms. In the centre was an extremely long and sturdy wooden table, a working relic probably as old as the house itself. The worktops and cookers along the sides of the room were, by contrast, gleaming and modern.


    At one side of the table ran a wooden bench. Sally was ordered by Jane to kneel upon it, facing the table. Her momentary hesitation produced a quick but light slap on her buttocks with the paddle again.


    Complying with her mistress’s instruction as best she could, Sally was helped with the predicament of raising her ankles individually by Max, who placed firm hands around her waist, supporting her weight. After this assistance, she perched uncomfortably, finding that by leaning forward slightly her weight was balanced a little better, giving a modicum of respite to her knees.


    She then heard footsteps as the door opened. Clacking across the hard flagstones and hoving into view ahead of her was Lena, who Sally assumed to be the kitchen manageress from what little she had seen of her thus far.


    Lena smiled. It is said there are many types of smile. Whatever category this fell into, it stopped short of sisterly concern for Sally’s wellbeing.


    ‘Do you want her fed, then?’ Lena asked.


    ‘Yes, please, Lena.’ Jane seemed less curt in her manner toward Lena than to many others, Sally noted. Perhaps she needed her talents too much; where, after all, would one find a catering manageress and cook who would enter a domain full of depraved exhibitionists and semi-naked combatants without so much as a flickering eyelash?


    ‘Send her up when you’ve finished with her. My chamber. I think you’ll find her docile. You have my permission for reasonable chastisement should you not. However, don’t forget our policy that skin should not be marked unduly, and of course never cut.’


    ‘Naturally, Jane,’ said Lena. Turning to Sally, she continued, ‘But do not take that to mean you will get off lightly, my little kitten,’ at the same time coming round the table.


    Her palm now felt Sally’s exposed posterior. With a pincer action of her fingers, she tested its firmness as if examining a peach in the market.


    ‘Very nice. Don’t worry, we will look after her.’


    ‘Good. Half nine-ish then. Don’t tax her too much, I have plans for her later.’


    With that, Jane and Max had taken their leave. Sally had inexorably adopted a manner where she felt disinclined to make eye contact with her captors for too long, lest perhaps it be taken as insolence and provoke some form of punishment. Nevertheless, her gaze was not so cowed that she did not see Lena’s bold, wide-eyed beam at Max, to be answered by a look which lingered a split second too long, before he had followed Jane from the room.


    Once alone with Sally, Lena promptly ignored her and moved to the far end of the kitchen. Here were hung various smocks and aprons.


    Lena calmly took off her blouse and put it on a coat hanger. Then she stepped out of her skirt and attached it to a suitable hanger. She now stood in tan stockings which contrasted only slightly with her honey-coloured skin. They were held up by a plain satin wasp-waist corset in a lilac shade. Matching briefs and bra completed the ensemble. Lena moved casually along the line of coat hooks and selected a white button-up smock.


    Donning it, she transformed herself in an instant from courtesan into something more like a scientist in a lab. The look was complete when she stepped out of the pair of purple high-heeled mules she had been wearing, and pulled a pair of more practical black “flatties” on to her feet as she raised her calves behind her, leaning for support on a nearby worktop. After this she began to busy herself preparing the evening meal. Sally waited. That was her new role in this world, it would seem. To wait.


    She watched as the evening’s meal was cooked. Vanessa and Peter had entered the scene and assisted Lena, having also put on white smocks for the task.


    As the pots simmered and the time for serving drew near, Lena dispatched Peter to the costume room, instructing him that he needed “white suspenders, and don’t forget a pair of shoes”. She said there would be a pair to fit his small feet, and to “hurry along now, you little sissy”.


    She now addressed Vanessa.


    ‘What’s it to be this evening? Panties off, is it?’


    ‘Yes indeed,’ said the waitress. ‘The next logical move.’


    ‘I think they won’t be too surprised by now to see the conclusion of the striptease,’ Lena commented. ‘Why do you do it? She doesn’t pay you anything, does she?’


    ‘Well, I get my travel and board, of course. It’s like a holiday for me. I’ve known Jane for many years; she was my colleague for a long time. Then she married Frank and moved up in the world.


    ‘Anyway, when she mentioned this student project for two weeks every summer, I thought, wow! I mean, I’ve had a few boyfriends since my divorce, but they all seem to come with some sort of baggage, or else it’s “wham bam thank you ma’am” and they drift away. Jane says I’m too soft.’


    ‘Probably,’ murmured Lena.


    ‘But where else do you see willingly captive, muscular young men disporting themselves so? And I’ve found I love to exhibit myself in an environment that allows it quite safely; there’s no social restriction on one’s latent desires here. I love it.’


    ‘Oh well. I suppose I can see what you mean to an extent. Have you shagged any of them yet?’


    Vanessa smiled broadly. ‘Not yet, but I’m getting quite interested in doing something, shall we say.’ She laughed. ‘Time to get ready, I suppose.’


    ‘Yes. Where’s that little sissy? Ah, there you are.’ Lena looked toward the door. Peter had obviously entered on cue. ‘Start dishing out,’ she ordered him. ‘Put on a waist apron and don’t spill any bolognaise on it.’


    Sally watched as Peter crossed to the wall where garments were hung. He was now more brazenly feminised, wearing a deep-waisted white suspender belt over his panty-girdle. It supported black seamed stockings. The only other things he had on were a pair of strapless high-heeled shoes; all that held them on his feet were light blue straps across the lower instep, inset with small, twinkling crystalline beads. He moved with care across the kitchen, and put on an apron, the long straps of which he wrapped behind his waist before bringing them round in front of him and tying them in a neat bow. The apron was an oval shape at its lower three edges, which were finished with ruched frills.


    Vanessa, taking off her smock, selected a similar apron. Her breasts were now completely exposed.


    ‘I suppose I should leave the panties for next time,’ she mused. ‘Just reveal the titties this time.’


    ‘No. Do it now,’ said Lena. ‘I’ve got an idea.’


    Sally watched as Vanessa slid her panties down. Her backside was firm and admirably rounded. A rear to rival Jennifer Lopez, thought Sally idly.


    Lena held out her hand and took the panties from Vanessa. She then waited, smiling, until the two serving staff had completed their several trips to the dining area. When they returned for the last time, they each sat down with their own serving at the end of the table.


    Peter’s eyes were downcast as he ate, but Vanessa had positioned herself across the table from Sally and looked on with interest as Lena walked behind the captive.


    ‘Have you worn these all day, Vanessa?’ asked the kitchen manageress.


    ‘Mm-hm,’ confirmed Vanessa, showing no sign of deference to Lena, despite her near-naked state. The boys must have been beside themselves at the dinner serving, their waitress in only suspenders, stockings, apron, and heels.


    Perhaps, Sally thought, Vanessa’s status as unpaid “hobbyist” and Jane’s friend gave her certain privileges. Her musings on pecking order were sharply focused by Lena’s next move. She was further reminded of how low she had sunk when she felt the panties being placed over her head.


    The inside of the gusset was positioned over her nose so that the part which had nestled next to Vanessa’s fanny was in direct contact with her nostrils. Lena then pulled the garment back and tightened it with some sort of ribbon she must have had in her pocket. The extra material which normally covered the arse had been gathered, so that Sally now wore the panties completely over her head, the waistband comfortably drawing itself in, fitting loosely around her neck.


    The ribbon only served to tighten the excess material at the back of her head, leaving her in no danger or discomfort. She was, though, almost blindfolded by the ample gusset of Vanessa’s undergarment, only being able to see a peripheral area to each side of her. As Sally breathed, the musky odour retained in the crotch began to weave its spell. Some people were said not to respond to such an overdose of pheromones, Sally remembered from her studies. She was obviously not in this category, for her erogenous zones had begun their familiar unbidden yearning.


    ‘Panty bridled!’ exclaimed Lena triumphantly.


    ‘I like it,’ said Vanessa, munching her dinner. ‘You’re so inventive.’


    ‘We do our best. Now, kitten, spread!’


    With that, an open-handed slap on the buttocks reminded Sally who was boss. It was fairly obvious what was required to be “spread”, and Sally moved her knees apart without questioning the order.


    She gasped then as the hand came through, brushing her arse cheeks and hairy crack as it moved forward and upward. The clitty was soon located as her vaginal area became soppy and wet. Lena lubricated her middle finger with Sally’s seeping lust and used it to soothe the tormented button. Moving it more rapidly, she responded to Sally’s heavy, rhythmic breathing. Within moments, the captive creature was hers.


    ‘Shall I stop?’


    She showed no sign of stopping, but the mere thought of it produced panic in Sally.


    ‘No, no, please. Please!’


    ‘You’ll succumb to me? Be my slave?’


    ‘Yes, yes, yes. Anything!’


    ‘But you are Jane’s slave, are you not? Are you not loyal to her?’


    ‘Aaagh.’ Sally could formulate no intelligible word or argument.


    The finger increased the agitation, but then slowed slightly.


    ‘So whose are you?’


    ‘Oh God. Yours. Anybody’s. Finish me. I’ll do anything you want. Finish me!’


    ‘Very well. I have witnesses. Jane will be informed of your disloyalty. Now call me Mistress Supreme.’


    ‘Mistress Supreme!’


    The finger increased its pressure by a small amount.


    ‘Embellish your reply, slut!’


    ‘Mistress Supreme, I submit to you. I succumb to you. I worship you. I bow down to you. I prostrate myself in your magnificent presence. I sniff knickers for you. I’m a worthless slut who begs and begs. You rule, you rule, I …, I … Fuck me, fuuuck meeeee!’


    The wail subsided and Sally slumped forward across the table. She trembled like a bird as the waves of orgasm rippled and slowly diminished. There would be a price for this behaviour, she was sure. Whatever it was, she was ready to pay.


    



    Upon recovering some degree of composure, Sally had been released from the panty bridle and then fed by a disdainful Lena. Not in any normal, civilized way, but by dint of a bowl of bolognaise being ladled out and unceremoniously pushed across the table toward her. When a stainless steel dish filled with tap water was placed next to it by a wordless Lena, Sally realised that this was to be her only sustenance.


    Bowing to the inevitability of it all, she bent forward and buried her mouth in the aromatic stew. After a couple of mouthfuls all shame was gone and she munched and swallowed until most of the contents of the bowl were consumed, interspersed with lapping and slurping at the water bowl, no better than a cat or dog focused on its scraps.


    At the end of all this, a fascinated Vanessa had left her seat and walked round to Sally’s side of the table. Picking up a napkin, she cleaned the younger woman’s mouth.


    ‘I’d leave her like she is,’ said Lena disinterestedly.


    ‘Oh no,’ said Vanessa. ‘The poor girl.’


    ‘The lapping bitch, you mean,’ was Lena’s riposte.


    ‘You can’t leave her looking like that. Anyway, I’ve done it now.’


    ‘As you wish. Does she want a pee before she goes up?’


    ‘I’ll take her. Come with me, dear.’


    Sally followed Vanessa after the waitress helped her regain her unsteady feet. Her kindly tones were a magnet for the trussed novice, like a kitten fixated on the first large creature which had stroked it.


    They found themselves in the corridor. It was not far to the toilets at the end but nevertheless too far for Sally’s self respect, for they had not reached the door to the Ladies before they heard the exclamation behind them.


    ‘ ’Kin ’ell!’


    The hope of refuge dashed, they both turned to see the source of the amazement. It was Oliver, mouth open, in his white robe.


    Sally cringed at her predicament but Vanessa seemed less perturbed, beaming at the newcomer.


    ‘Are you off for a pee too? Want to come with us?’ she continued mischievously.


    Oliver nodded slowly, hardly believing his luck as Vanessa coquettishly opened the door to the ladies’ and ushered him in.


    ‘This is strictly forbidden, you know.’ She smiled at him.


    ‘I’ll take the chance.’ The Nigerian returned her smile.


    ‘You must wait till we pee.’


    With this, Oliver shrugged and entered one of the cubicles, noisily relieving himself.


    Meanwhile, Vanessa gestured to Sally to use a nearby cubicle. As Sally entered and sat down, she realised that she could, with some effort and ingenuity, have shut the door behind her. It seemed hardly worth it now but she noted how her hapless predicament had insidiously led her to accept a position of more disadvantage than she needed to.


    After a short while, the murmurings of a female voice began to intrigue her. It must be Vanessa; nobody else had entered that she had heard. Some sense that she could not remain seated here indefinitely impelled her to move. With her now customary short steps, she entered the main washroom area once more.


    Turning, she saw the source of the murmurings, which had turned into more of a mewing, interspersed with gasps. Sure enough, it was Vanessa. Oliver was sitting on the toilet, which had its lid down. He had stripped naked. Vanessa, facing him, straddled his legs. Clearly, her vagina was penetrated by his large cock. With her hands around his neck, she worked herself up and down, the muscles in her legs well defined by the effort of dealing with the limitations imposed by her wide stance and high-heeled shoes.


    Grunting now, she established a rhythm, holding her head back in rapture so that her pretty chin was silhouetted. After three or four minutes of this, she slowed, and gradually raised herself. Sally could not help but gaze at the long, hard cock as it flopped out of the waitress’ cave of delights.


    Her status as witness now caused Sally’s embarrassment to rise, but she need not have concerned herself, for Vanessa, turning, walked straight past her. Reaching the nearest washbasin top, she supported herself on the flat marble surface with her hands. Then, arms full length, she pushed her rear as far back as she could, standing in lordosis awaiting her lover.


    Oliver wasted little time in following her and now approached. His hand supported his cock until it pressed close to Vanessa’s engorged, red labia, then, slowly pushing his hips forward, the slithering organ was home and the cunny was his.


    Vanessa sighed her pleasure, loudly.


    ‘Slowly, babe,’ she requested. Oliver complied and began a series of careful thrusts. Vanessa’s face could be seen in the mirror and it contorted into an expression of agony and ecstasy as she felt the deep penetration she had craved.


    Soon her composure disintegrated completely and her grip upon the rounded marble edge became tenuous. Had Oliver not gradually pushed forward she would have collapsed like a rag doll, but her proximity to the flat surface saved her and she flopped over the washbasin.


    Grabbing the single large tap, she managed to push back using the purchase. This pressure against the strength of Oliver’s thrust seemed to tip her over the brink, and she cried out loudly.


    ‘Yes, yes, aaagh. Stop. Yes. Stop.’


    All strength left her and her face fell forward into the bowl. Sally would have rushed to support her but was helpless. Oliver, reluctant to relinquish his position, belatedly acquiesced to Vanessa’s plea and slowly withdrew, groaning his frustration.


    Sally fell quickly and unceremoniously to her knees. Oliver discerned her intent and swivelled toward her at his side. Now she saw the proud fullness of his cock. He held it in his hand and she bent forward, open-mouthed.


    Eagerly she closed on it and tasted its wetness. Bobbing her head, she paid homage to its magnificent hardness. Oliver gripped his shaft tightly, giving in to his need as his hand relaxed the tension, moving in an erratic wanking motion as he started to tremble. Sally now began a sucking action and was rewarded with a deep moan from Oliver as his cock spasmed. Sally’s head fell back as she tasted the first salty come; she was spattered with the rest of the sticky emission as she drew back and watched in fascination.


    Miraculously, no other residents of the household seemed to have been disturbed by the proceedings, for the three of them were still alone. Oliver walked to the adjacent washbasin and soaped and rinsed his cock.


    Vanessa had sunk to her knees, leaning against the washstand edge for support. As Oliver retrieved his shorts and donned his robe, Vanessa looked at Sally and decided upon an act of audacity. Pushing up to the bound girl, she began to lick the spunk from her besmirched face. As Oliver walked close to them on his way to the door, he looked down. Vanessa’s feline tongue pressed its depraved way past Sally’s lips and tasted its counterpart.


    Oliver displayed a self-satisfied smile. Sally could only surmise how Vanessa felt, but she suspected that she too was experiencing and savouring the frisson of humiliation, the wicked, unsanctioned pleasure, as they embraced their status of cock-hungry sluts. Semi-naked, uninhibited harlots, sucking hungrily at every droplet of their sin.


    



    Vanessa’s enthusiasm for tongue tennis seemed to abate slightly with Oliver’s exit, and without the audience they devoted themselves to regaining some decorum. Vanessa washed Sally’s face and her own, and they made their way back to the kitchen.


    They were confronted in the corridor by the haughty Liz, whose eyebrows arched at the sight of the sluttish pair. If you think this is outrageous, thought Sally, you should’ve been here a bit earlier. Bet you want Oliver’s cock, and I’ve had it … after a fashion. Perhaps she could yet come through this “competition” triumphant, if screwing and sucking was the measure of success. Her head was swimming. Jane had drawn them all into this unfathomable web with her promises of lucre, and they danced apparently to some whim. Perhaps the tables could be turned at some point. Sally felt like some fairytale princess whose armies had been possessed by the sorcery of a wicked queen. These thoughts were crazy. Had there been some sort of drug in her bowl at supper? No, there was no need. The tingling in her fanny area told her all she needed to know. Their power, and their use of it, was enough.


    Liz, now fully clad, if short skirt and blouse merited this description, seemed to sneer at them as they passed by. Another on Sally’s list for comeuppance. A list made by a tethered slave with no prospect of release save a shift in the capricious mood of her mistress.


    In the kitchen, Lena explained that Sally was to go upstairs “to Jane’s chamber for the night”. To assist this, the lickspittle Peter knelt behind Sally and unclasped her hobble chain, replacing it with one of twice the length. This would enable her to climb the stairs, even in the excessive heels of the boots. She was then assigned to follow the transvestite as he ascended the stairs toward the first floor of the west wing, but not before Lena had taken the chance to slap her buttocks, twice on each side, hard with the palm of her hand.


    ‘I know what you’ve been up to, you slut,’ she murmured ominously. ‘Bit long for a pee, wasn’t it? But don’t worry, you’ll be paying tomorrow, along with your friends.’


    With a malicious chuckle, she commanded Sally to “go now”.


    Sally followed Peter obediently. They reached the top of the stairs, then walked along the west corridor, Sally a little more comfortable than hitherto in her bondage. Timorously, Peter knocked at the end door on the left.


    ‘Come!’


    They entered. Jane stood at her dressing table, fully clothed.


    ‘Ah. At last. The slave girl and the sissy. You’re late.’ She paused thoughtfully. ‘Lena has contacted me on the extension, regarding your behaviour earlier. I’m a little tired just now, so your punishment will be deferred. Rest assured though, minx, that you will accept punishment.’


    Suddenly Jane turned and came quickly over to Sally. Going past, she turned and delivered a sharp slap to each buttock. The action caught Sally by surprise and she winced at the pain on the parts made tender and rosy by Lena shortly before.


    ‘Ow!’


    ‘Silence, bitch! Who is your mistress?’


    A perceptible pause.


    ‘You, madam.’


    ‘At once this time! Who?’ With this, the director administered two more hard slaps.


    ‘You, madam!’ This time without pause. Sally bit down her resentment; she could not take too much more of this bullying after the day she had had.


    ‘All right.’ The shrew seemed appeased. ‘Lie on the bed. Your bottom on the edge.’


    Sally did as she was told, occupying the centre line of the large bed. She felt Peter’s hands on her ankles as he unclasped the hobble chain. Jane moved across and pulled two pillows down, placing them under the head of the captive. She crossed again to her dressing table, where, within Sally’s sight, she stripped herself of blouse and skirt. Sally recalled her defeat in the ring and her subjugation by the matronly figure in the bra, panty-girdle, and suspenders.


    Jane now rolled down her girdle, unashamed. She let out a lascivious sigh of pleasure as the flesh of her nether parts was freed. She carefully took off her black shoes and then walked round the bed before clambering slowly onto it.


    Sally looked up at Jane’s smiling face. As she hitched her leg over Sally’s head, the young woman realised what was about to happen. She found herself gazing at Jane’s large rump, which assumed huge proportions in her perception and consciousness as it descended toward her.


    Sally felt horrified yet fascinated. Her instinct to resist was nullified, her arms bound as they were. Jane reached behind her and parted her pussy lips as she pulled at each buttock. The pink vulva was revealed in its full glory. Then, the arse descended fully.


    Jane wriggled into a position she found comfortable. Her arms now rested on her hips. Sally’s nose found itself nestled in the opening of Jane’s vagina. The plump arse effectively blindfolded her. She was aware that Jane was not quite bearing down on her with her full weight; nevertheless, she might be in some considerable peril should this heavy woman show a little less care.


    ‘Submit now, to the queening from your mistress. Tell me, what are you?’ asked the dominatrix.


    ‘Mmmf,’ was all Sally could muster.


    Jane laughed. ‘This is a privilege for you. Being allowed to nuzzle and worship your mistress’s cunt. Be sure, slave, that your true punishment is yet to come. I merely wish to toy with you now.’


    At this, Sally felt a touch on her hairy mound just above her clitoris. Was it Jane? No, her mistress still had both hands on her hips. A moist protrusion lapped at her, softly probing toward the folds that protected the clitty. Too soft for a finger, it must be a tongue.


    Was she now to be pleasured by the hapless Peter? Or was it, indeed, the pleasure of the transvestite, a little treat for him? Her conjecture dissolved into focused delight as the tongue moved down.


    Almost unconsciously, she had spread her legs wider. She now felt the unknown head between her upper thighs as the tongue gained access to her hole. Alternating between this area and her now more exposed clitoris, it began to weave an expert spell. Enthusiastically, it devoted itself to her, responding to her movements, detecting her proclivities, teasing and recommencing until she was again lost in a heavenly absence of will.


    Just when she had been coaxed to the foothills of satisfaction, the tongue ceased and withdrew. Sally was by now well versed in the necessities of begging for further ministration, and attempted to do so, but the fulsome cunt and buttocks above her acted as gag as well as blindfold, and her pleas were muffled and unintelligible. Still, she continued to bleat in desperation, feeling it would please her mistress to witness the slave’s despair, and perhaps somehow provoke a show of mercy.


    For whatever reason, her frustration was short-lived as she felt the firm helmet of a cock push into her. Thick and firm, it was somehow not what she had expected of Peter. Giving herself up to it, she raised her legs high. Strong hands pushed them further up and back, and the penis slid to the hilt, penetrating her deeply. It began to have its way, moving relentlessly in and out.


    Now she bleated as loudly as she could. Suddenly Jane eased forward, supporting her weight on her hands, thus freeing Sally’s face of pressure. Staring up at the full bottom which could subjugate her at will, Sally voiced her hunger.


    ‘Fuck me! Fuck me hard, fuck me hard!’


    No sooner begged than done as the cock hammered rapidly in her wet and willing hole. The floods of orgasm soon swept through her and all tension left her body.


    Her state of quiescence seemed to transmit itself to her lover, whose cock slowed and then, after a period of stillness as though savouring its triumph, withdrew from her. She gasped as her fanny closed.


    Now the dominatrix hauled her matronly figure over and off her. Sally was free but utterly spent. She gazed forward, seeing not just the girdled Peter kneeling near her feet, but also Max, naked, standing at the end of the bed.


    She saw his prick, still erect, and realised it was that which had fucked her. Perhaps she should have guessed. The first time it had had her, in the wrestling arena, seemed like weeks ago, yet it was only the same afternoon.


    And the tongue … Was that Max’s too? Or Peter’s perhaps? No one was going to tell her just now.


    Jane entered her view. Positioning herself at the foot of the bed, she knelt on the edge of it. Sally gazed up at the dominatrix’s face as she leant over her.


    Smiling down at her subject, she spoke to Max without looking at him.


    ‘You may take me now, Max.’


    Sally, thoroughly exhausted, still felt a vicarious erotic thrill as the muscular male approached her mistress.


    He had little trouble entering her. The use of Sally’s nose as a mini dildo must have had its effect on Jane. Max proceeded to pump excitedly, behind his mistress. His face contorted, grasping Jane’s haunches, his body twitched and convulsed and he pulled free.


    Jane, belying her size, moved swiftly further onto the bed. This time the queening was from a forward position and Sally was forced to look up at Jane’s victorious face as her lips were forced to kiss cunt once more, this time also tasting the come which was Max’s tribute, as it found its way down out of the mistress’s proud sex.


    



    Shortly afterwards, Jane had entered the bathroom. Sally had heard the sound of water running, following which Jane had emerged wearing a long dressing gown that concealed her state of undress and, as such, contrasted sharply with the other three figures in the room.


    She murmured some instructions to Max, who crossed to Sally and silently indicated that she was to rise, by means of placing his hand around her upper arm and exerting slight pressure. She was guided into the adjoining room. Peter followed Sally and Max, and they saw Nick, sitting on the bed reading a book. He wore only underpants.


    When Max flicked his head toward the door of Jane’s room, a sheepish looking Nick obeyed the cue, put down his book, and entered his wife’s room. He did not catch Sally’s gaze, and she could not help but speculate whether his Y-fronts would soon be removed, or whether his predatory wife had had her fun for the evening.


    Sally was finally freed from the debilitating arm sheath by Max, only to see Peter readying some further items of bondage. They lay in view on the dressing table, part of a premeditated plan. Was Nick a conspirator, or had he merely had to watch as the devices were brought in?


    Max told her to work her arms, exhibiting a concern for her, yet his expression was businesslike. How different from the chauffeur who had ferried her here, now that he was in proximity to his mistress, acquiescing to her sway as he curtailed Sally’s exercise and reached for the restraints.


    These took the form of wide leather straps in a sort of figure of eight, with two outer buckles acting on narrower holed straps above the wide ones. Thus the metal of the tightening arrangement did not have to come in contact with the skin.


    It was soon obvious how they worked, with Peter and Max busying themselves either side of her. Each double cuff tied the thigh to the wrist. So her legs were relatively free, but her arms almost straight by her side, once again shackled. The position of the thigh cuffs, so high near her crotch, would surely toy with her sexual feelings at some point, but for now, exhausted, she was only too willing to comply with Max’s permission for her to climb into Nick’s vacant bed. She was dimly aware of Max applying similar bondage to the panty-girdled Peter, who had been allowed to take his boots off. He was then prompted to climb into bed alongside Sally. Max pulled the large duvet over the bound pair, dimmed the lights to the minimum, and exited to Jane’s boudoir.


    Sally would normally have speculated as to whether Max would stay with Jane and Nick, enacting some further outlandish scenario, or whether he would be packed off, naked and drained of spunk, back down to the kitchens to emphasise Jane’s power over him at Lena’s expense. She was sure the cook had designs on him. Maybe some sexual politics might yet be played out in that direction. For now, though, she was a prisoner, no better. Grateful for the sumptuous pillows, she slept.


    



    She had woken in the small hours before dawn. Groggily, she wondered where she was and why her hands were restricted. Then, quickly realising and remembering, she became aware of Peter’s close proximity. He lay at the side of her and now, perceiving her awakened state, pushed toward her. At her hip she felt his panty-girdle. There was no mistaking the hardness which the smooth fabric stretched to constrain.


    ‘Are you awake?’ he asked in a small voice.


    ‘Mmm.’ Sally’s tone was non-committal, as though not fully conscious.


    If she thought this might deter him from further advance, she was mistaken. Shuffling over her, he used a leg placed right over both of hers to gain purchase. He lay on top of her, breathing excitedly, a clumsy dead weight unable to support his body independently.


    ‘Get off!’


    ‘I’m sorry.’ With this, he tried to roll back to his original position at her side.


    ‘It’s all right, it’s just that it was hurting me.’


    ‘I’m so sorry. I can’t contain myself.’


    ‘Here.’ Sally manoeuvred herself so that she was able to kneel. Straddling his right leg as he lay back, she was able to find the gusset of his constraining garment. She pulled it aside and freed his desperate cock, then carefully tucked it to the side so that his balls were also fully extracted. The tight material impinged at the base of his ball sac, creating pressure which ensured his erection stayed firm, veins bulging.


    Too tired to attempt to straddle the penis, she resumed her previous position, lying on her back. This time she used her legs to push the duvet away, then spread them wide, her knees raised.


    Peter manoeuvred himself to the base of the bed and knelt upon it. Seeing her pussy displayed so fully seemed too much for him to resist, and he swooned forward, flopping like a seal coming ashore.


    Sally resisted the temptation to laugh, and gasped as he positioned himself and she saw his tongue extend.


    What ensued was delightful for her, and she was now sure that this keen exponent of cunnilingus had worked on her earlier, teeing her up for the coup de grace of Max’s cock. There was no mistaking the skill with which this tongue teased, tempted, and tormented her.


    But suddenly he had stopped. Red-faced and panting rapidly, he hauled himself upward over her body until his penis pressed down against her hairy crevice. With neither of them able to place a hand on it to guide it home, Peter, beside himself with desire, humped and pushed, desperate for any pressure against his rampant member.


    Sally was able to gain a degree of satisfaction by feeling the penis pressing upon her clitoris under its folds of skin, as it rubbed up and down. As she wrapped her legs around Peter’s and tightened her thighs around him to clamp his body to her and increase her pleasure, it became too much for his senses and he almost bellowed his relief as the climax took him. It seemed to last minutes as the organ pumped its liquid down onto the sheets.


    The stimulation as it pulsed against her was the last Sally was to feel, for Peter then rolled over and was almost immediately unconscious. Typical man, she reflected, panty-girdle or not. Clearly, transvestism was not the exclusive preserve of homosexuals, as so many people seemed to assume.


    It took a little while for her arousal to subside, but she was not sufficiently beyond control as to seek satisfaction by rubbing herself on his foot, though the outrageous thought did occur. Such was the fate of a shackled slave, to view bodily extremities as mere rubbing posts to satisfy base instinct, like a bitch on heat.


    



    Eventually she had dozed, and it was Jane herself who interrupted the torpor. She was busy, in her robe, undoing Peter’s bondage. Sally saw the bedside clock registering 7.01 a.m. Peter had also been woken by Jane’s presence, clearly remiss of him in her eyes. His prick hanging loosely outside his panty-girdle was attracting the dominatrix’s derisive gaze.


    ‘So, as well as being late for your duties, you have been up to mischief with our guest. Did you beg for release or did she take it upon herself to examine your …’ She paused, trying to summon a suitable description. ‘Your undisciplined and pathetic little cock. Well, you shall pay, to be sure. Strip and go down naked. Report to Celia first and tell her to fit you with a pull-on girdle and stockings. And plain court shoes with heels; you can forget those little boots of yours.


    ‘I will inform Lena that you will be even later while you are attired for the day. If you wish to display the cock, we shall ensure it. And be aware that punishment will be meted for the night’s transgression.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘Do not speak to me. Go!’


    At this the craven waiter stepped out of his girdle and Sally watched as his firm, round arse disappeared through the door to the corridor.


    ‘Now, my pretty; time to see to you.’


    Jane’s smile was almost kindly as she released Sally’s straps. Sally dared not entertain any feelings of trust, for she had already realised how capricious the director was capable of being.


    ‘You have an hour, dear. Use it well because your day will be less easy. I shall return at eight and we will discuss your options. Avail yourself of any soap and perfume you wish.’


    Jane had then relocked the door Peter had used, and exited via the adjoining door to her own room, leaving Sally to enjoy 55 minutes of precious privacy.

  


  
    Chapter Nine – Scullery Sluts


    


    Sally sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped in a luxurious, thick bath towel. She had wrapped her hair in a smaller towel, in turban fashion. Otherwise, she remained naked.


    Strangely, she considered donning the awkward suspender tights again. They seemed to be a symbol of her demeaned status, yet still she was drawn to consider wearing them. Would Jane be pleased? Why did she even think such things?


    She remained undressed. She had sneaked a look in one or two drawers and wardrobes. Clearly it was a man’s room, with Nick’s suits in evidence. There was no female apparel. Even had there been such, Sally doubted she would have had the boldness to don anything without permission. No doubt some form of retribution would have ensued.


    The minutes passed. It was 8.05 before she heard noises in the adjoining chamber, and a further few minutes before she saw the door handle turn.


    Sally was sure that a degree of stage management was taking place, giving her time to dwell on the ominous phrase with which Jane had left her.


    ‘Your options.’ What were they? Might she be expelled, humiliated, and disgraced? Had she turned into too much of a wanton slut for even this place to tolerate? Surely not. Yet her heart beat a little faster as the door opened.


    



    It was no surprise to see Jane enter, dressed in a demure calf-length skirt of black. The burgundy woollen top she wore with it had full sleeves, while at the top revealing a little of her neck and throat where the material was cut lower in a fold of double thickness. Her footwear too seemed practical rather than titillating, for although the black leather boots were presumably knee length, disappearing under the hem of the skirt, their soles were flat. The supple leather, though, was no cheap high street line, and the design of the tie-up front, with its many eyelets for criss-crossing laces, led the eye to dwell a little.


    Jane was not alone, nor had Sally expected her to be. As she wondered what minion had been brought along to help ensure her compliant behaviour, the answer was provided when Inez entered behind Jane. She too seemed dressed for work rather than play, in her white medical smock. Thigh length, it revealed just a little of a black skirt below it, with dark grey stockings providing a slight contrast to black high heels on her feet.


    ‘Good morning,’ said Jane, smiling. ‘Are you refreshed and ready?’


    ‘I hope so,’ replied Sally, almost conversationally, responding to Jane’s relatively friendly tone. Something in her mind clutched at the prospect of normality. Had Jane had enough of their kinky relationship now?


    Her continuing cordiality gave cause to entertain such an idea, for there was no rebuke for Sally’s lack of deference in her reply. Jane simply told her that Inez would give her a short examination, and drifted back into her own room.


    Inez indicated to Sally to sit on the chair near Nick’s desk at the side of the large room, and carried out some routine checks on her, using thermometer, blood pressure sleeve, and stethoscope, which she had brought in the large pockets of her smock. When her towel was gently pulled away from her prior to checking her chest, Sally’s mood became unsettled. Her nakedness was incongruous in this setting; soon Jane would enter, in her businesslike attire, confidence personified. Her status as an underling would be re-established, her nudity emphasised, the brief civility of their earlier exchange proving to be a false dawn.


    And so it transpired. Jane came in and asked Inez how “our subject” was, standing with arms folded as the doctor explained that, although a little tired, “the girl is in the best of health”.


    ‘Excellent,’ said Jane. ‘Go down in a minute and get today’s schedule off Celia. I want you to just check the others over individually before they go downstairs today. But just wait until I have a word with the girl here.


    ‘Right,’ she declared, turning to face Sally. ‘You are to resume your duties as my slave today. You will be participating in the day’s events with the other members of your group, but even though you remain in the competition, your subservience to me personally will continue as before until I say otherwise. Do you understand?’


    There was a pause. Sally felt emboldened, unwilling to merely acquiesce like a lamb.


    ‘I suppose so.’ She shrugged very slightly. She might be naked except for a towel on her hair, but what were two women going to do to her? Inez had declared her fighting fit, after all. Let them do their worst; she had youth on her side.


    Jane’s frown was instant, metamorphosing into an expression of irritability.


    ‘How tiresome.’


    No sooner had she said this than she nodded at Inez, who, ready for such a glance, responded to the subtle command and sprang upon Sally, hooking her right arm under Sally’s left. With an immediate switch of her weight, she pulled and twisted, and Sally was wrenched out of the chair, to be pitched across the room, landing unceremoniously, face down upon the carpet.


    Before she had chance to turn over, Inez was upon her, crouching above and then sitting, her weight pressed on the small of Sally’s back. Any remaining spark of resistance was quashed as Sally felt one of Jane’s leather boots pressing firmly down between her shoulder blades.


    The larger woman leant down and wrenched Sally’s towel off her head, after which she grasped a thick handful of the loose tresses and pulled Sally’s head back.


    ‘You insolent little slut! What do you think you are doing? Clearly you do not know your place. Allow me to show you.’


    With that, the pressure on her upper body was released, but Inez was quick to compensate, and moved up Sally’s back, settling upon her and pulling her arms up and back behind her. She had seriously underestimated the athleticism of the slightly built Frenchwoman, who had been impeded hardly at all by her heels and skirt. Sally was now in a position that was becoming all too familiar, pinioned and subdued.


    The next thing she felt was a sharp slap on the left cheek of her bottom. It was followed by five more, administered as far as she could tell by some sort of varnished wooden paddle. No sooner had that stopped than the same treatment was meted out to the right cheek, fiercely, quickly, and wordlessly.


    By the end of this, Sally’s lip was trembling with emotion, and she fought back a tear as the shock and pain hit home. The stinging sensation was subsiding into a suffused hot glow when Jane finally spoke, standing above her.


    ‘So. Have you learnt, or do you need more?’


    Sally looked up, and could see the wooden hairbrush in her assailant’s hand, wielded with the slightly rounded smooth surface extending from her palm. There was little choice in what she should answer. Taking a moment to compose herself, choking back a sob with her pride and rebelliousness turning to dust in her mouth, she spoke in a hoarse and faltering voice.


    ‘I have learnt, mistress. I have learnt.’


    ‘Good. I hope you mean it.’


    ‘Yes, mistress. I promise.’ Sally almost heard herself saying this as if listening to a disembodied voice which was not her own. She cursed herself for being so quick to voice the craven vow of obedience.


    ‘Very well. We will say no more. Inez, I’m afraid we will have to restrain her. Stay upon her.’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    Madame again. Was it more the habit of the French way of addressing an older woman on Inez’s part, or was she too a servile lapdog in thrall to the director?


    Sally decided against speaking to Inez, who remained above her, maintaining a degree of pressure on her arms. Jane soon returned from her adjacent room, bearing a new device to enforce her dominance.


    This time, it took the form of two leather cuffs, joined by a short chain about eight inches long. With Jane and Inez working, and Sally’s lack of resistance, it was a short task to secure it, and presently Sally’s hands were once again tied to each other behind her back. More comfortable than any of her previous forms of bondage, it was nevertheless effective in consolidating her status as Jane’s helpless underling.


    After this, the high-heeled boots with the chain ring attachments were brought. The chain which linked the boots remained detached and Jane was content to leave the ridiculously high heels as the only impediment to Sally’s future walking mobility. Dismissing Inez, Jane guided Sally to her own room with a slap on her rosy rump, where she arranged her captive’s hair in a style pulled back from the face and secured at the rear in a tight bun. She was then instructed to precede Jane downstairs, but before she did so, Jane opened a drawer and extracted a two-foot-long leather-handled wand, which ended in several short leather strands whose ends were knotted into small balls.


    ‘Now, slave. Proceed, or the tease whip will acquaint itself with your sensitised arse!’


    



    It seemed she was to spend the day naked but for her boots and cuffs. Jane guided her first to the kitchen, where Lena expressed great amusement at her predicament.


    ‘I thought you might let her hands free today.’ She chuckled.


    ‘She misbehaved,’ said Jane. ‘Can’t be trusted.’


    At this, Lena’s mirth increased and she threw back her head as she laughed.


    ‘What are we doing with her?’ she asked when she regained her composure.


    ‘Just keep her here, give her something to eat. We’ll be back for her later.’


    ‘OK.’


    When Vanessa had finished her duties cleaning the dining room, she volunteered to assist, and spoon fed the hapless Sally with a bowl of cereal, even following it up by bringing some toast and coffee. Lena looked on with indifference as the saucy waitress helped the captive. Vanessa now sported a uniform of nothing more than stockings, suspenders, heels, and the skimpy waist apron which barely covered her fanny. She appeared to be completely at ease with her lack of normal clothing, plump breasts and buttocks on permanent view.


    While this was going on, Sally saw Peter at the sink, tackling a large pile of pans and dishes. He wore a white roll-on girdle which covered the upper part of his bottom, leaving just part of the crack visible between the two lower cheeks, below which suspenders clasped black stocking tops stretched tight. Perhaps she wasn’t quite the lowest of the low, thought Sally. But not far off.


    



    Sally sat for a while as the kitchen staff went about their duties. Evidently most of the occupants of the mansion had already eaten, if the mountain of crockery being handled by the feminised slave Peter was anything to go by. However, Lena was now grilling more sausages and bacon, and preparing pans of beans and tomatoes for the hob, so somebody was shortly to enjoy a late breakfast. Like Inez, the cook wore a white smock over a skirt, but her slip-on shoes were flat-soled and practical.


    The door opened and Sally wondered who else might be about to witness her predicament and embarrassment. Perhaps embarrassment wasn’t quite the word; she was surely well beyond such a state by now. Humiliation seemed to fit better, she thought.


    However one might describe it, Sally felt another vestige of normal dignity stripped away as she beheld the newcomer. It was Tom, object of her girlish fantasies since she had seen his muscular frame overcome Oliver in the woodland arena. How she wished for just one garment. But it was no use wishing; she was nude and manacled, bereft of any chance of facing the object of her secret desire on equal terms.


    Tom was dressed in his familiar uniform of long white slacks and singlet. Sally’s discomfiture at seeing him was dispelled slightly as he was followed in by another figure, giving her an alternative focus for her gaze.


    It was Steven, the same Steven who had been spirited away by Tom early in yesterday’s proceedings. He was now, like Sally, virtually naked. He wore an outfit of black leather, but it consisted of no more than straps joined together by chromed rings. Two shoulder straps met in a large ring at his abdomen and at another in the middle of his back, from where two further straps, both front and rear, joined a slightly wider belt. A single central strap ran down from the belt to his crotch, where it divided into two before becoming a thin thong which led up via his arse crack to rejoin the belt at the rear. Through the division protruded, completely unrestrained, his cock and balls. Leather cuffs encircled his biceps and wrists tightly, as did larger ones round his upper thighs. Sally, becoming versed in such things, saw that there was provision for the wrists to be clipped to the thighs, should anyone wish to restrain his freedom. Short leather boots completed his meagre apparel; like Sally’s, having ringlets at the heel area to aid whatever form of bondage might be on someone’s mind.


    And what of that someone? It would appear it was Tom, who greeted Lena warmly and began some chit-chat about the weather, as though they were work colleagues in some normal corporate setting. He had merely glanced at Sally, and then spoken to Lena. Was he trying to spare her feelings? She was overcome by a wave of pessimism as the evidence of her eyes gave rise to a less romantic possibility.


    It seemed he was quite probably gay. A butch dominant who had subdued the inexperienced Steven and bent him to his will. As she watched, Steven’s cock grew and stuck out in front of him to its full length. The presence of four other people in the room in front of him, three of them in scant underwear or bondage, had produced an immediate effect.


    ‘Mmm,’ said Lena, turning briefly from her grill. ‘I like him. Where did you find him?’


    ‘You know,’ replied Tom. ‘He was one of the intake.’


    ‘Didn’t look like that last time I saw him.’ The cook grinned lasciviously. ‘Nice cock.’


    Tom seemed momentarily lost for a reply.


    ‘Get sat down, breakfast is about to be dished up,’ said Lena. ‘What you up to today, then?’


    ‘At Jane’s disposal, basically. He’s out of the prize running but we can still have some fun. We’re wanted downstairs when called for.’


    ‘Oh yes, the dungeon day,’ said Lena casually. ‘He’s got a lovely cock, Peter, would you like to suck it?’ she added.


    The transvestite waiter busied himself scrubbing a saucepan, reddening.


    ‘Don’t tease him, Lena,’ said Tom. ‘You know he’s hetero, or says he is.’


    ‘Oh really? I’ve got my doubts. You’d love to suck a man’s cock, wouldn’t you, Peter? In your little panties and girdle.’


    ‘Give over, Lena,’ said Tom. The colloquialism sounded rather incongruous in his faintly Scandinavian accent.


    ‘Well, a bit of teasing passes the day. Got to have some light relief from this hot stove. Come and put their breakfast out, Peter, you tart!’ she commanded. At this, mopping her brow, she began to divest herself of the smock.


    Unzipping it, she walked over to the coat pegs at the far side of the room. Peter passed her and began to serve plates of breakfast to four table settings. All eyes were on Lena, though, for she wore no top under the smock, only a peach-coloured bra, light against her dark skin. She walked back to the table and sat, joining Vanessa and the newcomers. Steven, enjoying the possibly temporary privilege of unfettered hands, had been beckoned by Tom to join the sitting.


    Sally watched as the three staff members chatted about the weather, the produce at the local market, the condition of the gardens, anything but the charged atmosphere most keenly felt, no doubt, by the three most exposed members of the gathering. Vanessa’s near-nudity was such an accustomed state by now that neither Tom nor Lena spoke to her as if she was on anything other than level footing with them. Steven, by contrast, remained silent, an interloper wishing not to intrude, quietly making the most of the sustenance put before him.


    After coffee had been taken, again served by Peter, Lena spoke, bluntly returning to her preference for more earthy topics.


    ‘So how long before Jane comes, Tom?’


    ‘It might be Celia, I think.’


    ‘Celia then. To take you and your acolyte to the dungeon.’ This with a knowing smile and twinkle in her eye.


    ‘Well, I don’t think there’s a big rush. Inez is giving them a quick med check and they’re going down one by one, is what she told me.’


    ‘Oh. Pally with Inez, are we?’


    ‘Come on, Lena, stop drawing unjustified conclusions. Anyway, I think we can relax for a little while.’


    ‘Hmm. Do you know, it occurs to me. There’s three of us here, staff, I mean, and three of these little  ’ she paused, musing ‘  play people.’


    ‘Not heard it called that before,’ said Tom, smiling.


    ‘What shall we do with them, then?’ said Lena, warming to her theme.


    Vanessa interrupted. ‘Isn’t Peter counted as staff?’


    ‘He’s counted as a panty-wearing tart,’ was Lena’s rejoinder, as she laughed uproariously, before continuing. ‘He’ll do as I say. I’m the boss here. Anybody left here by Jane is under my control, it’s understood.’ With this she glanced at Sally, who did not need the reminder after the previous evening’s episode.


    ‘Oh fine,’ said Vanessa brightly. ‘I’m sure he won’t mind.’


    She spoke as if the youth had been a boy scout asked to clean some windows, and not a semi-clad deviant about to be subjected, no doubt, to some act of degradation.


    Tom and Lena looked at one another quizzically for a moment, before chuckling.


    ‘He certainly won’t mind,’ said Lena. ‘He doesn’t have a choice. So,’ she began again. ‘What do you think? Peter! Turn your arse to us and spread. Better still, get your shoes off and get on the table. Get these coffee cups out of the way.’


    Peter rushed to clear the cups, and then began to take his heels off.


    ‘So Tom, I suppose this … creature of yours … is he a gay boy, then? Looks like it the way he’s dolled up. Waste of a good cock if he is.’


    Steven’s face was nearly beetroot red. He tried not to catch anyone’s eye.


    ‘Well …,’ began Tom.


    ‘You know, I thought, three men, three women; but then I remembered. Do you want to suck this lovely cock then, Peter, or is it Petra?’


    ‘N-no, mistress,’ stuttered the waiter.


    ‘Get on the table, shemale.’


    As Peter complied, Lena confided in anyone who might be listening.


    ‘This is how they should be treated, you know. Introduced to simple commands and conditioned to obey them. Now slut, present yourself.’


    Peter leant forward, standing on the table above them.


    ‘Good. But the arse should be thrust rearwards. Hands on hips. Good. Continue to present. Now, spread!’


    The command, familiar to Sally, was obeyed by Peter in similar fashion. Lena stood up. Reaching behind him, she fondled his ball sac lightly. Sally was looking at Peter’s front from her vantage point further along the table, and she saw his cock begin to grow.


    ‘Remain as you are,’ said Lena. ‘Now, I’m feeling rather horny. Get your slave up, Tom. Let’s see what we can do with him.’


    Tom beckoned Steven to stand, as Lena unzipped her skirt. She calmly stepped out and folded it, placing it upon a chair further down the table. She wore peach briefs and suspender belt in a matching ensemble. Her stockings were a slightly darker brown than her skin.


    ‘May I command your slave?’ she said, addressing Tom. The small talk about the weather was now long forgotten. The language of a different domain was being spoken, with no self-consciousness, with ease, but as if by beings from a strange universe where different rules of nature held sway.


    ‘You may,’ said Tom, unemotionally. ‘You will do as Mistress Lena wishes,’ he told Steven, who waited with arms straight at his sides.


    ‘Yes, master,’ came the reply.


    ‘Good.’ His new mistress addressed him. ‘Now get on the table, you wanker. Lie on your back such that you are able to view Peter’s buttocks. Position your toes under him. Peter! Move along the table to give him room.’


    The two victims having complied, Lena studied them. Peter’s cock remained hard, but Steven’s did not show the rigidity she had seen when he entered the room earlier.


    ‘Fucking cocksucker tart!’ she spat. ‘Tom, you’ll have to get him hard. Are you prepared to do it for me?’


    ‘Well … I don’t see why not. Let’s see what we can do.’


    As he said this he looked across at Sally. Stripping off his vest as he rose to his feet, he then stepped out of his shoes and slacks, revealing similar white briefs to those he had wrestled in the day before. This time, though, he continued to strip, and pulled the briefs down.


    Sally could almost feel her pupils dilate as she watched. The sight of the cock thrilled her, whether its owner was gay or not. It was slightly thinner than Steven’s, but soon it showed itself to be just as long, as Tom slowly and unabashedly masturbated it to fullness.


    Lena pulled her briefs down and put one foot on the long bench, ready to climb upon the table near Steven. Tom approached the end of the table and, reaching forward and down, pulled Steven bodily backward by the arms. The subservient’s head lolled back, partly over the edge of the table, his strong neck muscles keeping it up.


    The sight of Peter’s helpless arse thrust backward above him had begun to have an effect on Steven, and now Tom moved over him, straddling the tilted head and guiding his fully engorged penis near the slave’s lips. This was the coup de grace for any remaining inhibition Steven may have harboured, and his cock rose, red and bulging. With this Lena mounted him, letting herself down slowly, facing the slave and his master, relishing every moment as she guided the hard missile into her practised haven.


    With it fully home, she began to ride, faster now as she leant forward. As she stared at Tom’s cock, half enveloped by his slave’s eagerly sucking mouth, she cried her pleasure and crumpled forward as Tom grasped her.


    A long minute passed before Lena regained some composure and climbed off the supine male. His cock remained semi-erect, although wet with pre-orgasmic emission. Tom withdrew from his mouth and helped Lena climb from the table.


    Sally watched in fascination as his strong arms assisted the cook. His cock remained stiff. The object of her desire, naked and proud, lost to her by virtue of his predilection. Was it possible to alter it? In any case, he must despise her, in her manacled and defeated state.


    Tom, having helped Lena gain terra firma, reached for her briefs, which lay on the bench where she had cast them aside. He held them out to her, a modern version of the knight’s favour at the joust.


    ‘Thank you, Tom. I’m going up to my room for a lie down. You’d better be in charge for now, you’re the senior member of staff. I’m leaving you to it.’


    ‘Where’s Max today, out of interest?’ asked Tom.


    ‘Playing with his bloody Jag as usual, I think. Anyway, he’s no more senior than you.’


    Tom shrugged as Lena walked to collect her skirt, briefs in hand. After this she donned her smock, thus appearing outwardly respectable. She left the kitchen through the door which opened on to the west wing corridor.


    Vanessa, having watched the depraved tableau wide-eyed, now spoke.


    ‘Well, Tom. So you’re in charge now. How would you like a little more fun with me?’


    ‘I can’t get too involved in this stuff too early, Vanessa. We’re wanted downstairs in a bit.’


    ‘I might have a go on your friend’s cock instead. Maybe lick it dry.’


    ‘Vanessa, please. Don’t make things awkward.’


    ‘You’ve got such a lovely cock, Tom. And body. Let me feel you.’


    At this, Tom evidently recalled that he was still nude, and reached for his briefs.


    ‘Shame,’ said the waitress. She began to masturbate Steven’s cock.


    ‘Vanessa, please. Leave him alone.’


    With that, Vanessa leant forward and, still rubbing the cock with her thumb and forefinger, took its purple helmet between her lips. The expression in her eyes was one of mischief and defiance.


    Sally had begun to assume that Tom was feeling out of his depth, being handed control of this iniquitous kitchen. One of Jane’s minions at heart, happier to be told what to do, and fulfil a role, than express his own persona.


    Thus she was all the more surprised by the abruptness of his next act.


    ‘Right,’ he said in a clipped tone. ‘That’s enough.’


    He moved round the table, throwing down his briefs which he still had in his hand. Lithe, swift, and strong, in a moment he was behind Vanessa, and pulled her up off Steven, using a Full Nelson hold under her arms and clasping his hands around the back of her neck.


    ‘Mmm. You’re so strong. Oooh, I feel your cock. Can you resist my plump arse, Tom?’ Vanessa smiled at her situation, drawing pleasure from it as she wriggled her hips and pushed back against her captor.


    Tom, discomfited, looked around, perhaps for some method of restraining the minx, but nothing obvious was to be seen. Instead, he manipulated her over the far end of the table and tried to distance his loins, as much as was practical, from the peach-like and inviting posterior. He shouted Steven’s name and commanded him to come across.


    Aided by his subordinate, Tom established some degree of control over the wayward waitress and stepped back as Steven, on the table, pressed her upper body to the surface, using both arms and legs to quell her determined struggle.


    ‘Come on then, Tom!’ she exclaimed. ‘Take my arse if you want it, fuck my arsehole. You like arse, don’t you? I bet you’ve fucked Steven’s. Come on, get the margarine out of the fridge. Like Last Tango in Paris! Fuck me. Fuck me up the arse!’


    Tom responded by spanking Vanessa repeatedly, not cruelly, but quite hard, with the palm of his hand.


    ‘Oooh, yes. I like it. Go on, fuck me.’


    Tom looked across at Sally. Why, she did not know. Perhaps he viewed her as a relatively innocent spectator, here against her will. She could not read his impassive expression.


    He manipulated his cock, rhythmically. It grew to full length and he approached Vanessa’s captured and willing posterior. It was at this moment that the door opened.


    



    ‘Good grief! What is going on here? Tom, get some clothes on. Where is Lena?’


    It was Celia, the statuesque secretary. Her manner was immediately one of command, Jane’s dictator by proxy. She did not expect any debate, having quickly overcome the surprise engendered by the scene she encountered.


    ‘She’s gone for a lie down,’ said Tom.


    ‘Why?’


    Sally was sorely tempted to blurt out the truth. She’s been shagged, no doubt without presidential permission, and by one of Jane’s “subjects” at that. Something held her back, though, despite the tempting amusement value. If Lena was not willing to acquiesce to Jane’s every whim, as Sally sensed, then she might be a useful ally at some point in the future.


    The silence continued and Celia gave up waiting for a reply.


    ‘That cook.’ She tutted disapprovingly. ‘Look at the state of you all. Is this what happens when no one is in command of this area?’


    ‘Lena left me in charge,’ retorted Tom. ‘I’ve just been attempting to subdue this waitress.’


    ‘While naked …’ Celia let the sentence die away. It was indeed enough to emphasise her point. Letting it sink in, she spoke again.


    ‘You are to strip downstairs, not here. Go down in your briefs. Your outer clothes I will confiscate and Jane and I will discuss this matter later. Go now, with your slave boy. Why is the shemale waitress displaying herself so lewdly on the table?’


    Peter had held still throughout the cavortings below him, and remained so now.


    ‘Lena …,’ Tom offered.


    ‘Yes, of course. Well, one is hardly surprised, and he is technically one of her staff. No matter. Shemale! Step down and remain in here until you are called. The mistress has plans for you.’


    Peter did as he was told, while Tom and Steven made their exit. Celia walked slowly behind Sally and up to Vanessa, who had now raised herself from the table.


    ‘And what of you? What have you got to say for yourself?’


    ‘I am sorry, mistress. I craved cock. I craved Tom’s cock in any orifice. I prostrated myself and tempted him. I sucked on the slave boy’s engorged dick. I presented myself as a wanton slut and embraced my degradation, mistress.’


    ‘I see.’ Celia, tall and Amazonian, looked down upon the contrite exhibitionist. Fully dressed in black stilettos, Cuban-style seamed stockings, black pencil skirt and dark blue blouse, she was every inch the dominatrix, her subordinate stripped, bare arse rosy, accepting Celia’s role. What surprised Sally was the sudden switch in Vanessa’s demeanour; she had not pigeonholed her helpful companion as an eager submissive hitherto. Her attitude to Tom had been feisty and coquettish, provoking the spanking. Now, confronted with a dominating woman other than her friend Jane, she had clicked into obedient servitude like some sort of programmed robot.


    ‘I think we will use you downstairs. This morning’s male subject will soon be tethered. If you feel like cock we may be able to accommodate you. Come! You, slave girl,’ she added, ‘remain here with the sissy. Do not misbehave or you will merely heap more punishment on to your already heavily loaded tally.’


    The two older women departed, leaving Sally with Peter. Despite the erotic show on the table earlier, her baser nervous system was not stimulated enough to distract her from her musings about the interpersonal relationships in this environment.


    Neither did she feel much like attempting conversation, even when Peter broke the silence.


    ‘I’m sorry about last night.’


    ‘Forget it. Don’t apologise. You’re only a man.’


    ‘Not everyone seems to think so.’


    ‘You’re still a man, even though you’re a pervert. I enjoyed your tongue, you’re very good at it.’


    ‘Thank you. What do you think they’re going to do to us?’


    ‘Who knows? They probably us want to speculate on it. Not knowing is quite exciting, don’t you think?’


    ‘I suppose so. A frisson of fear. Causing … more arousal.’


    ‘Your cock’s getting hard. Do you want me to wank it for you?’


    ‘God, no. We’re in enough trouble already. I’m going to finish these dishes.’


    Sally smiled. It suited her not to talk too much. She thought about the personalities she had met here. Could there be any Achilles heel, any weaknesses, in Jane’s empire?

  


  
    Chapter Ten – Descent


    


    It was half an hour later when Jane walked into the kitchen. During this time Sally had felt the need to piss, and had had to negotiate the corridor to the toilets, Peter opening the kitchen door for her. She had accomplished this without being seen by any other occupants of the house, yet the palpable threat of discovery had made her heart beat faster. Had it been one of her student cohorts coming round the corner, they would in all probability have been wearing little more than her; but the scant amount of material involved in the girls’ standard issue blouse and skirt would have made an immeasurable difference in the psychology of such an encounter.


    Sally tried to relax, and was leaning, legs stretched, with her back to one of the work surfaces, when Jane entered. Glancing around, the director approached her.


    ‘So, little dear. Alone with your lover of last night. Your disobedient, weak-willed bedmate, slave to his own penis.’


    Peter’s gaze fell downwards, toward his high-heeled shoes. Sally waited for Jane to continue.


    ‘You seem remarkably relaxed for one so compromised. An attractive pose, my dear. I like the way you display your hairy bush. Are you proud of it?’


    Sally did not know what reply would fare well. She kept silent a moment longer. Jane closed on her; facing her but slightly to one side, she pressed her right middle finger gently into the top of the vaginal opening at the base of the unshaven mound.


    ‘Well? Do you revel in the luxuriant growth of your young body?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’ She pronounced it as Inez had, with the continental emphasis on the second syllable.


    ‘Good.’ Jane rubbed her a little more. So close, her expensive musky scent wafted into Sally’s nostrils. Madame. Was she showing here a little tenderness?


    The thought lingered only momentarily as Jane now desisted from her cursory exploration.


    ‘Tell me. What happened to your mistress Lena?’


    ‘I …’ Sally paused, sensing a Catch-22 situation. ‘I do not wish to tell tales about the other mistress, madame.’


    ‘Very commendable. But you are pledged to me, are you not?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    ‘Then tell. You will not be punished if you tell.’


    Sally was trapped. She foresaw Lena’s wrath at some point in the future should she be forthcoming. The alternative would be more punishment heaped upon an agenda which was already burgeoning. The thought that Lena was probably already in trouble, whatever she said, tipped her into her decision.


    ‘She had intercourse with Tom’s slave boy, madame. She had Tom place him on the table and she straddled him and took her satisfaction from his engorged cock.’


    Jane beamed. ‘Very, very good, my dear. You show descriptive talent. So refreshing to hear in today’s youth. You have clearly imbibed some of the atmosphere of our establishment. You should try to continue in this vein. Obedience and talent deserve reward. We are not exclusively about punishment here. Now, follow me.’


    They left the kitchen, Sally tottering behind her mistress. She reflected that her confession had at least spared the detail of Steven’s fellatio of Tom, who was also no doubt facing some form of disapprobation after Celia’s discovery of him in flagrante with Vanessa. Had he intended to take up her offer of fucking her anus, before the interruption? The notion rather turned her off, despite her naturally broad-minded nature. Yet it was not enough to extinguish her persisting fascination with the well-built groundsman.


    They moved left in the corridor, coming to an alcove before the toilets, wherein was a door. Jane opened it, revealing steps down to the cellar area. Before they descended, Jane stopped and moved behind Sally. The click of a key in the small padlock at the edge of her right-hand cuff prefaced the unexpected freedom afforded to her hands.


    ‘Do not abuse this favour. I wish you to hold the handrail, because the stairs are a little narrow and steep. Take your time and focus on your forefoot placings. Go one step at a time, two feet onto each step before proceeding.’


    With this instruction Jane finished undoing the left padlock and Sally was free of the chain entirely. Grateful, she negotiated the stairs. At the bottom was an oak door.


    ‘Go through,’ said Jane.


    



    Sally entered a large room which had clearly been modernised from the original cellar. The walls were painted in a deep burgundy colour and recessed lighting on dimmer switches provided a subdued glow. The floor was luxuriously carpeted in a deep pile dark beige, fitted to the room, adding to the cave-like atmosphere.


    As her eyes quickly adjusted to the light, Sally was not greatly shocked to see a scene of some perversity; indeed, by now she was virtually conditioned to expect it. On the far side of the room, to her right, was a chrome rail supported on waist-high posts about 12 feet apart. To this, in the centre, Greg was tied, his arms behind him. Sally could make out one sliding ring on the rail, restricted from too much sideways movement by a clamp at its outer side. From this a chain ran behind him; Sally presumed his hands to be cuffed and attached to this, and to an identical chain arrangement on his right, which she could not see behind his body.


    The captive was completely naked and his cock sported a full erection.


    In the middle of the room were two large, upholstered benches in soft black leather. They ran parallel to the chrome rail, lengthwise one after the other with three feet or so between them. Lacking any backrests or armrests, they incorporated several metal eyes at various positions on their bases, no doubt provided as attachment points for chains and suchlike, thought Sally.


    Leaning against one of the benches was Vanessa, still in her customary uniform, or lack of it. In a nonchalant manner, she was exposing her arse to Greg’s view. With her legs slightly parted, his vigilance was assured, although he glanced across at Sally as her entrance broke the spell.


    Jane had followed Sally into the room. The sound of her shutting the oak door caused Sally to look over her left shoulder. In doing so, she noticed yet more naked bodies near the left wall, and, after seeing that Jane did not seem to be demanding her immediate attention, turned her focus back toward them.


    On this wall was secured a large board, running most of the length of the space and thus about six feet longer than the chrome rail opposite. It was not vertical but formed a hypotenuse from the floor to the wall, secured to the wall at its top, and about two feet out on the floor at the bottom.


    Here were two more of her cohorts, Fiona nearest her and, further along, Becky. The board was upholstered in a dark red flock-type material and had various chrome rings embedded in it at strategic points. The two girls were manacled facing the board so that their legs and arms were spreadeagled slightly. Despite their confinement they did not appear too uncomfortable, as the lean on the board helped support them. Their leather-cuffed wrists were tethered a little above shoulder height, but not at full arm stretch, so they were able to shift position within the constraints of the short chains that held the cuffed wrists and ankles to the board. Completely nude, the only contrast to their skin tone was to be seen on their posteriors, both of which glowed a rosy pink.


    Just beyond Becky stood Tom and Steven. Tom was once more naked, Steven still in his gimpish straps. They stood silently, arms behind them, awaiting a cue. Beyond the two males, Sally now noticed Inez. She was sitting in a large, throne-like chair at the far end of the room; to its left were two similar chairs offering comfort and a complete view of any proceedings. Inez sat with a clipboard and pen; incongruously, for she had now dispensed with smock, skirt, and any upper garment. Her small, pert breasts were proudly bare and she relaxed with one leg crossed over the other in black briefs, suspenders, stockings, and high-heeled shoes, all likewise in black.


    Jane spoke from just behind Sally.


    ‘Well, my dear. What do you think? Perhaps we will use your services on these captives too, eh? But I see their treatment is well in hand. Would you like me to tell you what we are doing?’


    Sally did not imagine that a negative answer would go down well.


    ‘Yes, please, mistress.’


    ‘We have here three of the group who joined with you. It would normally be four but Steven, after his disgrace during the wrestling tournament, expressed a wish to be excused from activities for a while, and has now forfeited his status as a contestant. He remains with us, however, and will be allowed to express his sexuality during his stay, in return for helping us. He is now, and will remain, in thrall to Tom.


    ‘The three you see in bondage are at the lower end of the points table currently; Becky the lowest, then Greg, then Fiona. They were brought down here in that order. It is a condition of continued participation, and thus eventual reward, that a period of bondage is undertaken.


    ‘Today’s task is to endure the bondage as long as possible. Not as easy as it sounds, as my staff will be introducing various stimuli into the situation. Previously we have tolerated orgasms during the bondage; however, I now feel that that tends to bias the task to the advantage of those with pure physical stamina, not to mention the time taken up.


    ‘So now an orgasm from a participant will result in disqualification. The test is a simple competition of sexual endurance – the one who lasts longest will be the winner. Times will be noted, and points awarded, 10 for the winner, then 6,4,3,2,1 and 0. How do you think we define the end of a participant’s sojourn in bondage?’


    Sally was surprised by the sudden question.


    ‘Er, when they ask for the stimulation to stop?’


    ‘No!’ Jane appeared not so much irritated as triumphant, offered the opportunity to elaborate on her refinement of the task. ‘No, no! They will have to beg for it to stop, to forestall any onset of orgasm. Yet in doing so, they deny themselves satisfaction and enter the zone of torment at the threshold of ecstasy. It’s so delicious. I love to watch it and will soon do so. Should I let you join me? Or should I use you as one of the tormentors?’


    Jane paused. The questions appeared entirely rhetorical, for she did not look toward Sally, instead surveying the predicament of those who were tied, awaiting their fate.


    ‘So how do we decide when their time is up?’


    ‘I am not sure, mistress. Perhaps when they beg to be released.’


    ‘Well that is part of the answer. The definition is simple, as follows. One. If they beg to be released, as you say. I like your use of the word “beg”, by the way. It shows a promising attitude. Anyway, secondly. If they beg to fuck or be fucked. And thirdly. If they beg for further stimulation. Do you understand?’


    ‘I think so, madame.’


    ‘We shall see. Bear in mind that the tease whip constitutes stimulation. You might be surprised how soon some slaves beg for its caress.’


    ‘May I ask a question, madame?’


    ‘Very well.’


    ‘What happens if a … slave begs for the whip to stop, yet the …’


    ‘The dominant.’


    ‘Yes, what if the dominant does not stop?’


    ‘That is a good point, of course, well made. Are you familiar with the concept of safewords?’


    ‘I am not sure, madame.’


    ‘Well, in some CP play, as we call it, it may be wise for the participants to decide beforehand on the use of a safeword, one not liable to be used in the scenario. Tell me a word, something incongruous, mundane.’


    ‘I can’t think, madame.’


    ‘Come on, girl. Anything.’


    ‘Tabby cat.’


    ‘OK. Bizarre, but effective as long as both participants remember it. For such is the perversity of the human soul that a slave in bondage may cry “Stop, stop, please stop!” while expecting and indeed wishing for their master or mistress to persist in the punishment. Whereas the cry of “tabby cat”, or whatever the chosen word, would break the spell, the dominant then sparing the submissive any physical pain they did not desire to experience.


    ‘That, then, is the concept. However, let me tell you now that I detest severe pain and any infliction of it. My staff are trained in subtlety, not brutishness. Also, the tease whips here are relatively soft, as you will soon witness. I would never countenance the laceration of skin under any circumstances.


    ‘Of course, a skilful dominant can conjure a rosy glow on a slave’s hind quarters, as you see here.


    ‘So, to answer your question. For the purpose of this exercise, there are no safewords. Remember the slave may ask for release at any time, at the cost of position in the competition, perhaps. But we do not seek to break endurance by the infliction of physical duress; rather, the exact opposite is the case.


    ‘Right, I have decided. Join me on the seat. You have been granted a privilege.’


    With that, Jane moved to the centre “throne”, alongside Inez. Sally was obviously expected to occupy the third seat, and did so. She rested her hands on its arms, luxuriating in her freedom from fetters, mindful that the capricious Jane might not allow such a condition to last too long.


    ‘May I speak, madame?’ Sally broke the silence.


    ‘Your deference becomes you. You are beginning to learn. Yes, you may speak.’


    ‘Does each slave receive the same stimuli?’


    ‘Ha!’ Jane chortled. ‘You are a psychology student, are you not? Scientific methodology, and so on, is that your point?’


    ‘It is, madame.’


    ‘No. No is the answer, for actions progress entirely at our whim! As you will find later today. Now, speak no more unless spoken to.’


    Sally felt the strong hand of Jane’s dominance. The velvet glove of their recent conversational exchange had merely hidden it for a while. She waited.


    



    On Sally’s left, at the far corner of the room from where they had first entered, was another oak door. This opened and Celia emerged.


    No longer was she the respectably presented secretary. All she wore was a black basque, strapless and tight-waisted, like the Merry Widow type of corset worn in the Fifties with Dior’s New Look gowns. Suspenders descended from it to seamed black nylons, pulling them up tightly, emphasising the inverted V shape at the top as the clasps caressed her creamy thighs. Protecting her modesty was a panty-girdle which encroached over the bottom of the corset. Both girdle and corset were made in a strong Lycra, with thicker decorative panels at the front on which similar embroidered patterns in gold, relieved the solemnity of the black material.


    Celia’s natural hourglass shape was enhanced considerably by the ensemble, with the Merry Widow in particular looking as though it had been especially tailored for her, for it was unlikely that any such garment off the shelf could have adequately supported and restrained her voluminous breasts. Normally one would encounter such G-cup enormity only on a stouter woman; Celia was unable to disguise their impact even in outer garments, and now they preceded her imposingly, counterbalanced by the jut of her buttocks as she strutted on her heels.


    Her hands and forearms were encased in tight black velvet gloves which extended up over the elbow. In the right hand she held an implement which consisted of handle, shaft and multifold strands at the end. Although it resembled a cat o’ nine tails, the whip strands looked soft and velvety.


    She turned to the three chairs and addressed Jane.


    ‘My felicitations, madame.’


    Then, turning to Inez, she asked, ‘How long have they been pinioned thus?’


    It was all Sally could do to stifle a laugh. Did language have to sound medieval just because they were in the modern equivalent of a dungeon?


    She focused hard on the figures which Inez presented.


    ‘Becky 30 minutes, Greg 20, Fiona 10.’


    ‘So. Let us see how they fare as we resume. I see the male is hard.’


    Inez merely smiled. Celia approached the helpless Greg, who shuffled ineffectually in his fetters. Transferring her whip to her left hand, she reached with her right and clasped the helmet bell of his cock. With thumb and index finger, she ran her grip slowly to the shaft, but only by an inch or so. Pausing, she then repeated the treatment, at which Greg groaned loudly. He thrust his hips forward, as if to push into the teasing hand, but Celia relaxed her grip and replaced the whip in the right hand.


    ‘Do you want more, slave?’


    ‘No-o-o-o!’ Greg spoke through gritted teeth, the desperation and the lie obvious to all.


    Walking behind him, she drew back the whip and began a gentle and slow thrashing. Sally could see that Greg’s backside was less marked than those of the girls, yet the very lack of force appeared to drive him to a frenzy.


    ‘Do you want more of this, slave? More of the whip? Ask, and I will slake your lust.’


    ‘Aaargh!’ Greg’s facial expression revealed real anguish. He bent forward as far as his restraints allowed, the better to present his arse for its treatment.


    ‘More, slave? Or would you like to plunge your hot cock into the soft and welcoming cunt of our waitress? She is ready for you, she wants you.’


    With a swift motion, she thrashed the arse, harder this time. The softness of the tails’ material pillowed the sting, but the blow nevertheless made him wriggle. He began to thrust his cock and wiggle his arse alternately, bereft of control despite the ineffectual nature of his writhings.


    ‘Merely ask, slave, and you will be released. The wank, the fuck, or the whip, which is it to be? Would you desire, perhaps, to taste a sharper whip? I sense you would.’


    She walked in front of Greg again and instructed Vanessa to present herself nearer to him. As the waitress rose, turned, walked suggestively toward him, then turned and presented her rump within an inch of the limit of his extended cock’s range, the last vestige of will collapsed.


    ‘Yes, OK, give me, let me fuck!’ he proclaimed. ‘Whip me and let me fuck. Give it to me hard!’


    Celia merely raised her eyebrows as she manoeuvred behind him and undid his bonds. Vanessa did nothing to move away and he held his cock and guided it within her. Pumping hard and fast, the wanton waitress was rewarded with his orgasm, though the quickness of his relief was surely not enough to have pleasured her fully.


    Celia walked past the fornicating couple as they disengaged. Greg’s cock, softer now, was given a look of haughty distain, whereas the dominatrix spared a kindlier glance for Vanessa, as the exchange of subtly raised brows communicated confirmation that Greg’s efforts had been far too perfunctory for Vanessa’s innermost desires to be sated.


    At the far wall, near the door where Sally and Jane had entered, Celia picked up an intercom receiver from the wall. After waiting 20 seconds or so, she had evidently had no reply, and replaced it.


    Turning to Greg, she snapped, ‘No one is available to escort you upstairs. Stand in the corner, hands behind you. You may face the room and witness the treatment given to your colleagues while you reflect that your pathetic uncontrolled cock will be denied any opportunity of servicing them.’


    Greg obeyed her, heading to the far corner of the room beyond the chrome bar where she pointed. He then turned, hands behind him, facing both the tethered females opposite and the three spectators at the further end. Expressionless, he seemed completely willing to cooperate in his humiliation.


    Celia next walked behind Becky. After staring at her for a while, she swung her arm back and administered a fast stroke with her whip. Its speed was limited by the thickness of the cluster of thongs at its end, and the girl’s gasp came as much from surprise as from its sting.


    ‘Do you crave a more specialised tease whip, my dear?’ asked her tormentor. ‘I will make you beg for its touch if you let me wield it just once upon you.’


    ‘N-no, mistress. No.’ Becky had found her voice, one which had picked up on the preferred form of address.


    ‘Very well. Your endurance continues as you have refused the whip. Nevertheless there is nothing to stop me using it.’


    Celia left through the door whence she had originally come, returning in short order with a longer, thinner whip. A good five feet long, it ended with just one strand of thin rope, knotted to a tassel at the end. This protruded only six inches from the solid rod of the rest of the implement.


    Positioning herself near Fiona, Celia measured the range to Becky’s bottom. She pressed the last extremity of the rod onto the left globe, letting it linger. When eventually she took it away from the skin, Becky gasped in fearful anticipation. Before the full breath of her victim had been drawn, Celia flicked her wrist; this produced a movement at the end of the line and the instrument swished past Becky’s left side, leaving just the end tassel to contact her rear.


    ‘Haa-aah!’ The girl gasped again.


    ‘How do you like it?’


    ‘I … F-f … No. No!’


    ‘Were you about to request freedom, or perhaps a fucking? You are too easy. I will toy with you a while more.’


    Abruptly, the corseted dominatrix addressed Tom, who had remained motionless throughout, standing just ahead and to the side of Inez’s chair. ‘Approach her!’


    Tom did so. As Jane pointed to Becky’s rear, he followed her prompt and placed his hardened penis near her vaginal opening. At a nod from Celia, he began to move it in his hand, alternately pushing and making circling movements with its end as it touched her. This was no “wham bam” like Greg’s, but the measured and well-coached action of an experienced, unrelenting lover.


    Becky had no prospect of defending against his incursion, with her legs spread as they were, and soon it was obvious to all who had a view that the penis was penetrating the moistened fanny with ease.


    ‘That’s enough, Tom!’ said Celia suddenly. ‘You’re going in halfway now; we must desist. Would you like him in to the hilt, my dear?’


    As Tom withdrew, Becky simultaneously pushed her arse back as far as she could and tilted her head back.


    ‘Aaagh! No. No!’


    ‘What is that, dear? No do not withdraw?’


    ‘No. No, do not fuck me.’


    Becky was breathing heavily now yet seemed determined to resist and claw back lost ground in the competition.


    ‘I see,’ said Celia calmly. With this she reached around in front of Becky with her left hand. The velvet glove must have homed in quickly on the girl’s clitoris, for she screamed in pleasure.


    ‘Aieee! Yes, yes.’


    ‘Yes what, my dear? Do you want more? Masturbation or fuck, which is it to be?’ Celia had removed her hand, but it remained near her victim’s crotch.


    ‘Yes both. Fuck me, wank me. Fuck me. Let me go and get him to fuck me. Please, please, fuck me!’


    The resistance was over. Celia gazed across toward Inez, who spoke.


    ‘Fifty minutes, well done.’


    ‘Fuck me,’ Becky mewed.


    With a flick of her head, Celia gave Tom permission to close in again. She had made no attempt to release the girl. Becky’s bondage afforded her enough freedom to thrust her hips back, away from the slanted board, and Tom, fit and lithe, was able to position himself to advantage so that his cock slid easily into the lubricated opening. He began to thrust rhythmically. As Sally viewed his tightly muscled arse moving, she began to wish it was her in Becky’s position. Her belief that Tom was gay had receded with this evidence. He was, if anything, bisexual and Sally wanted him. As she daydreamed, he reached his long arms around the girl and nestled his right middle finger in the top of the hairy crack. Within a moment Becky was wailing her gratitude as the finger worked her pleasure button. Increasing the vigour of his shafting, the naked stud tipped the neophyte into the flooding pleasure she craved, and she collapsed limply as far as her bondage would allow.


    With studied indifference, Celia moved away from the couple as Tom disengaged himself. She moved over next to Inez and looked over her shoulder at the clipboard.


    ‘So, 50 and 28. How long has elapsed for the last contestant?’


    ‘We have 31 minutes so far,’ replied Inez.


    ‘So, pretty thing. You have exceeded the male, yet need to last 19 minutes longer to match your female rival,’ said Celia, approaching Fiona. She turned to Greg. ‘Untie the captive. Take her to wait with you in your corner. You are not to touch each other, save for your necessary manoeuvres in undoing her bonds. Proceed.’


    She indicated for him to help Becky. He moved diagonally across the room with a brisk willingness and began to work on the buckles of the leather clasps.


    Turning once more to Fiona, she positioned herself so that the tease whip could, at its full extent, just touch the captive girl’s bottom. The extremity culminated in a chromed ferrule through which the cord was threaded. With this she contacted each rosy cheek in turn. Tapping each at random intervals, very lightly and delicately, she teased the enslaved redhead.


    ‘So, you think you can last for 19 minutes? You have no chance, my dear.’


    ‘Becky was tied earlier,’ replied the captive. ‘It’s hardly fair. You started on us at the same time but she was tied earlier.’


    ‘Indeed. Life tends to be a little unfair at times, doesn’t it? Was that part of the arrangement, fairness?’


    ‘What do you mean? I don’t know.’


    ‘Well, I don’t remember a contract of fairness. You agreed to enter a domain of depravity here, my pretty, where proceedings move according to your mistresses’ whims.’ Celia laughed. ‘Would you like a little touch, my dear? A fucking like that you have just witnessed?’


    ‘Do your worst, you bitch!’


    The defiant reply was greeted with amazement by Celia. Setting the whip down upon the nearest long couch, she marched purposefully to the far door and disappeared through it. Fiona tried to stifle a smug smile, feeling perhaps that the response had bought her a little time. It was, however, mere seconds later that the dominatrix re-emerged. In her hand she wielded a short wooden paddle, with a flat surface some three inches wide extending from the handle by just less than a foot.


    Heels clicking as she came through the uncarpeted area near the doorway, she traversed the floor swiftly. Without pause or comment, having reached Fiona, she administered six fast, sharp strokes to each arse cheek in turn. The girl writhed and gasped, then regained some composure. She tugged at her bonds, less in any hope of breaking free than to demonstrate her spirit of rebellion.


    ‘Audacious wretch!’ Celia spat. ‘Do you not wish to succumb and end this pantomime?’


    The girl, whose arse now glowed rosier, continued to oppose the outrageous fortune which had been inflicted upon her.


    ‘Do your worst. You’re just a bully and the director won’t let you go too far.’


    ‘How dare you?’ Celia spoke softly and menacingly as she uttered the rhetorical phrase. She administered nine more slaps with the paddle, but this time more slowly, contacting both cheeks with each stroke and leaving a lengthy pause between. The slaps were far less sharp; Celia knew that Jane was watching intently, mindful of the tender state of the helpless target.


    Fiona closed her eyes and appeared to drift into some sort of meditative trance. Silent now, she showed nothing of her earlier venom as acceptance became her strategy.


    Celia placed the paddle down and approached Fiona closer. She placed her forearm between the captive’s parted legs and her velvet-clad fingers found their way forward as she cupped the genitalia with her hand. The spectators could see nothing of what the fingers did, but it was reasonable to surmise that the middle finger had sought the clitoris in its skin-cloaked lair and teased it out of hiding, as Fiona’s head now tilted back and her mouth opened wide in silent and unashamed supplication.


    The silence continued, enveloping the room in an electric atmosphere of anticipation. They waited for Celia’s prompt, the invitation to submission. The lack of it built up the tension as they witnessed Fiona’s pleasure trance and partook of it by weird osmosis.


    Surely the girl must soon experience orgasm and end her resistance by default? Her head began to sway, but though enraptured, she did not show the signs of the sudden flood of delight for which Celia had worked.


    Looking across at Inez, she received an answer as the Frenchwoman shrugged and then nodded. Celia slowly brought her hand away. After moments, as Fiona seemed to subside into a state of loose-limbed ennui, she spoke.


    ‘I grow weary of your resistance, my dear. Though you may be congratulated for having exceeded your competitors’ limitations. You will, though, submit to me. We cannot prolong this indefinitely.’


    With that, she strode once more from the room.


    Sally gazed at Tom and Steven, standing, hands behind their backs, to her right. The pair being just ahead of her, Steven’s closer proximity denied her the glimpse of Tom’s cock at which she had guiltily hoped to peek. Greg and Becky stood in the opposite corner, likewise adopting the pose of hands held behind back, which seemed to have become the default stance of the underlings in the presence of Celia and her fellow puppet mistresses, Jane and Inez. Vanessa, meanwhile, had settled on one of the leather benches as the vantage point of her voyeurism, and sat more casually, hands outstretched behind her, supporting her upper body. Her crossed, stockinged legs contributed to the eroticism of the gathering. Sally could see Greg’s cock had rallied from its earlier unbridled release, and was almost fully erect once more.


    Presently, Celia entered the room again. She now wore, almost grotesquely in Sally’s eyes, a large black dildo securely strapped over her panty-girdle. Unabashed, she crossed to Fiona once more and picked up the wooden paddle. Slapping her systematically about the sides of the arse, which had hitherto remained unmolested, the Irish girl was brought to a baser level of consciousness, snapped from her reverie by the stings.


    ‘Ow! Fuck you, you bitch!’


    Celia laughed.


    ‘No my dear, I must correct you. It is you who are about to be fucked.’


    At this she put down the paddle and peeled the velvet gloves from her hands. Probing once more between Fiona’s legs, she appeared to be working further back than before, upward toward the exposed vagina.


    A small rolling of Fiona’s hips betrayed her desire. Celia continued her exploration for a while longer, then withdrew her index and middle fingers. Turning to Greg she held out her arm, beckoning. ‘Come.’


    Greg moved across to her, maintaining his pose, hands behind him.


    ‘Suck.’


    After a moment’s hesitation, he complied, taking her two fingers in his mouth submissively. His cock now jutted in full tumescence.


    Celia extracted her fingers and turned to address Fiona.


    ‘I have willing cocks here. Do you wish to avail yourself of them?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Very well.’


    Celia now positioned herself directly behind the disadvantaged protagonist. Manipulating the dildo in her hand, she found the unprotected opening and stimulated it by moving the thick, black instrument forward and back, alternating with circular motion. In her heels she was as tall if not taller than Tom, and as such was able, by bending her legs slightly, to obtain an advantageous angle from which she could probe the vulnerability of her submissive.


    After a short bout of such treatment, Fiona’s rear end seemed to momentarily acquiesce to its treatment as her butt thrust back and paused. Celia, recognising the moment, pushed the dildo upward and was almost immediately the girl’s master, if such a word could be used, the dildo having penetrated almost to the hilt, easily and obviously pleasurably.


    Fiona sighed with a deep murmur, drew breath, and exhaled with such a lascivious groan of pleasure that her imminent conquest was plain for all to perceive.


    ‘I weary of our little game, my precious,’ Celia said. ‘I have willing cock to serve you. Ask and you shall receive, using all males here who measure up. But I shall withdraw while you consider it.’


    ‘No. No.’


    ‘So you wish me to continue? If you do not now ask me to withdraw, it will be construed as a request for continuation and therefore a fucking.’


    There was no pause this time as Fiona spoke, calmly yet aware of her surrender.


    ‘Yes. I mean, yes, fuck me. Keep the dildo in me, you bitch. Please. I want to fuck them. Give me cocks. Give me dildo. Untie me. I submit to you. Just shaft me now. Please.’


    Celia, smiling, withdrew cruelly, provoking a groan of anguish from Fiona. Greg was still standing nearby.


    ‘Untie her,’ she commanded him.


    Sally looked across at Inez, who glanced at Jane with a look of approval. Fiona had clearly scored highly.


    Jane rose languidly from her seat and strolled forward in the centre of the room, surveying the occupants, while Greg busied himself freeing the squirming Fiona.


    ‘We have been here some time now,’ said the director. ‘Do any of you feel the need for some fresh air?’


    ‘Yes, madam. I would appreciate it.’


    Tom’s voice behind her broke the silence. She wheeled and strode toward him.


    ‘And you?’ she asked of the meek Steven.


    He nodded, and received a mild slap on the cheek in response.


    ‘Speak!’


    ‘Yes, madam. Please, madam.’ His voice cracked as he formed the words.


    ‘Very well. Come.’ At this, Jane beckoned to Inez, and nodded to Celia nearby. The two suspendered subalterns intercepted Fiona, whom Greg had just now freed. Grasping an arm each, they frogmarched the redhead across the room to the corner, where she was told by Celia to follow her up the stairs.


    This she did, with Inez behind her. Jane strode after them, trailed by Tom and Steven. Greg and Becky followed suit, prompted by a glance from Tom as he passed by. This left Sally behind with Vanessa, who addressed her gleefully.


    ‘Come on, girl. You’ll enjoy this.’


    Sally brought up the rear of the strange procession, unavoidably watching Vanessa’s twin porcelain globes as the plump-arsed waitress climbed the stairs ahead of her.


    At the top of the stairs Vanessa turned to the left of the alcove. Sally, following, saw that Celia had opened a heavy outer door. Negotiating this portal, she blinked in sunlight as she exited the house.


    They were in an extremely large courtyard. On their left, in its corner, lay a vegetable garden, a small wall describing its boundary on two sides, the remaining two extremities being the kitchen wall and the west wing of the house. Opposite and to the right they saw renovated stable blocks, those across from them having doors more suggestive of workshops or livery storage. The building to their right was the modernised stable block they had seen the other day. This side of it incorporated several equestrian-sized doors, with most divided into two levels of opening panels, typical of such buildings.


    A wall extended from the end of the building behind them, parallel to the end of this block. At the end a large, double-doored gate stood open, revealing the rear driveway. Through the opening they could see Max, who had parked the Jaguar near the stable building, and was polishing it. He was stripped to white singlet and blue shorts in the midday sun, his powerful arms glinting with perspiration as he drew a cloth across the roof of the car.


    Celia continued to the centre of the expensively paved square, stopped, and turned. Pointing ahead of her and downward, she beckoned Fiona with her other hand.


    The naked girl came forward, without hurry, yet compliant in the sure knowledge that obeisance in response to Celia’s command was her only route to the sexual satisfaction she had so long resisted. Inez hurried past the pair, heels clicking resonantly. She entered one of the stable doors, shortly returning with a thick blanket in hand. Going up to Fiona, she cast and spread it before her. The redhead was by now on her knees before the imposing figure of her dominatrix, Celia, and gratefully moved forward onto all fours on the softer surface.


    ‘Thank your mistress,’ demanded the dildoed Amazon.


    ‘I thank you, mistress.’ Fiona spoke to Inez, or perhaps to Celia, without looking up. She had adopted the role of submissive without demur, her spitfire side no longer in evidence.


    Celia instructed Fiona to lie and roll over, which she did. Becky was led forward and prompted to place her feet either side of Fiona’s head, treating the supine girl to a view of her naked pubic hair and firm breasts, as she towered over her. Then, leaning forward a little, she descended. Fiona closed her mouth and tried to turn her head, but was unable to escape the queening quim as it wriggled and enveloped her pretty face, with its classically beautiful cheekbones now pillowed under the relaxed hips of the sitting girl. 


    Vanessa marched forward, grinning. Looking at Becky, she pulled the willowy girl upward, who blinked in surprise but allowed herself to rise, helped by Vanessa’s grip on her forearms.


    Vanessa turned Becky, switching positions over Fiona, who now stared up at the waitress’ plump arse. Using Becky’s arms and shoulders for support, Vanessa wriggled slowly and suggestively. Her hips and posterior began to roll uninhibitedly, and gradually her frame descended until she was in a squatting position above Fiona’s face, her fleshy thighs straining against their adornment of stocking and suspender. Her arms reached for Becky’s waist, and the tall girl instinctively grasped the waitress’ forearms to help support her.


    ‘Step back over her arms, dear,’ said Vanessa to Becky. After a moment, Becky comprehended the reason for the suggestion, and placed her feet carefully behind her, now alongside Fiona’s midriff. This enabled Vanessa, in descending further, to bring her hairy muff closer to the obeisant Fiona’s face, which instinctively turned away.


    Celia had other ideas and addressed the lowly redhead.


    ‘Do you wish to receive any shafting? You said as much not long ago.’


    ‘Yes, you know I do.’ Fiona spread her legs wider, exposing swollen, wine-red lips and a brighter crack of willing pink.


    ‘Then face upward and take it, slut,’ came the harsh tones that would brook no retort.


    Fiona took a moment or two to select satisfaction over pride, then turned her beautiful face upward to pay the price. Vanessa wasted no time in descending fully upon the helpless girl, pinning her arms under her calves and muffling her face under soft and enveloping loins as she relaxed into a queening position.


    The watching company saw Fiona’s body twitch, then gradually relax as she accepted the unavoidable status of submissive. Vanessa’s face relaxed into a contortion of pleasure as she accepted the offering from the clit-worshipping tongue, until, at length, the dominant sighed and shuddered. After a few moments of recovery, she reached for Becky’s hand. Pulling herself up, she regained balance in her heels, and paused standing astride her victim. They saw a few droplets of vaginal secretion, glinting in the sun, fall slowly in a glistening thread from the long, black tangle of her wet fanny hair.


    The waitress adopted a haughty manner as she and Becky stood back. Sally sensed that Vanessa, despite her exposed genitals, saw herself more as an ally or equal of the more discreetly clad Celia, Inez, and Jane, rather than aligning herself with the naked “slaves” of the company.


    She was jolted into alertness by Celia’s clipped command, accompanied by a beckoning finger.


    ‘Slave girl! Advance! Then position yourself above the supplicant. Back on to her and prepare to queen her so that she may view your proud breasts above her.’


    Sally walked forward. As she looked across at the acquiescent Fiona, Celia continued.


    ‘This harlot was your earlier nemesis, do not forget. It was her defeat of you in the ring which led to your present subjugation in the hands of our director. Do not forego the chance to exact revenge. Go now. Queen her and assert yourself.’


    Sally did as she was told. As now seemed usual, there seemed little chance of breaking the spell, dominatrix and peers symbiotically perpetuating the atmosphere of inevitability. She viewed the act as one which would leave her highly vulnerable to any act of retribution on Fiona’s part should the tables be turned at some point in the near future, as well they might in this environment. Nevertheless, retribution from a thwarted Celia would be thorough, immediate, and inevitable, should she show any sign of disobedience.


    So she acted. Squatted. Felt the subjugated head of the victim. Heard the muffled groans of protest, or perhaps forbidden pleasure. Felt the nose of her former conqueror stimulate her clitoris. Felt the thrill as the tonguing began. The mouth below her, a vessel for the utter humiliation of its body, which accepted its fate pliantly.


    When eventually she rose, she looked down once more on her beaten rival. The three naked males stood nearby; all now had hard cocks in hand as they watched in excitement. Celia nodded to Tom, who approached Fiona and, standing over her, began to wank himself vigorously. Greg followed suit and Steven then stationed himself opposite the other two men on the far side of Fiona. Whether he was stimulated by the sight of the other two cocks, it mattered not, for in short order, all three were ejaculating above her, their sticky white pulsations descending upon her helpless and accepting nakedness.


    Sally stared at her; face, hair, and body soaked and bedraggled. No semblance remained of any respectable demeanour whatsoever, leaving her somehow more potently sexual, purely an object, a hostage to lust.


    As Sally moved away, she felt as though drugged. A different state of consciousness possessed her, at the other side of the Rubicon of sadomasochistic enactment.


    She watched with feelings numbed as Celia advanced upon the sleazy spectacle of the come-spattered girl. Bending down and kneeling between her open legs, she pulled them wider, and the thighs high upward. Fiona offered no resistance whatever and put her arms down ahead of her, pulling the lips wide, presenting a large, bright pink hole to welcome the advancing dildo.


    It took her, easily and fully. Its owner used it relentlessly, pumping determinedly as she drew rhythmic, deep breaths. She paused but once, articulating a short foray into verbal communication.


    ‘Are you now my slave? I shall fuck you more if you agree.’


    ‘Oh yes. Don’t stop. Go on. Fuck me. Fuck me!’


    At last mercy was shown, insofar as Celia demanded no further verbal supplication. All had witnessed the girl’s descent into submission, and she would not be able to deny it. All she cared for was the continuation of the fierce shafting, which Celia gave to her, puffing and grunting with guttural, bestial abandon. Soon Fiona moaned with such finality that all knew the bout was over. As Celia withdrew the black instrument, gleaming with the secretions of desire, Fiona fell back, twitching, eyes shut, delirious. It was clear to all, for five minutes or more, that she inhabited another world for the brief interval of total bliss she had been afforded, one to which they all, in their own ways, craved entry.

  


  
    Chapter Eleven – Debased


    


    Jane sat in her office, relaxing. A plate of sandwiches and mug of coffee lay on her desk. Her small, black-and-white cat had appeared and sprung onto her lap. She stroked it as she gazed at the CCTV monitor.


    The subjects were at lunch in the dining room. Peter had served the buffet. A small white frilled apron had been donned, in addition to his girdle and stockings, tied at the waist, but its meagre amount of material barely covered his straining prick. He had been assisted by Steven, who likewise sported a waist apron over his construction of leather thongs. In his case, it merely emphasized his dilemma, for the embarrassment of his role had produced a full and proud erection, around which the white frilled material hung like a small tablecloth.


    He had trembled as he carried the plates of sandwiches, barely able to balance them without spilling their contents.


    Jane mused upon the sight of the tented apron. Steven’s penis, she recalled, was perhaps the finest specimen amongst the males, rivalling Oliver’s and Tom’s in length and exceeding theirs in girth. What a waste that he should turn out to be primarily homosexual. Nevertheless, she believed that sexuality was not a black-and-white affair but a continuum, and permitted herself to fantasise about lowering herself, straddled over him, and enveloping his upturned cock with her experienced and eager vagina. If he could be made to maintain a hard-on in the face of her fearsome female pulchritude, she might yet milk and extract tribute from him, adding him to her list of conquests.


    She interrupted her reverie and gazed at the screen. The three subjects of the afternoon were present, Oliver and Simon in their towelling robes and Liz once more in the regulation short, pleated skirt and blouse, maintaining a cool and collected demeanour without a hint of embarrassment. They had been joined by Greg and Becky from the morning’s participants, who had both been given robes to cover their nudity.


    She recollected the finale of the tableau involving Fiona’s submission. Greg and Tom had both experienced a commendable degree of renewed arousal as they witnessed the girl’s surrender to Celia’s invading dildo. Jane had momentarily considered instructing them to present their cocks at Fiona’s mouth for further titillation, but then, remembering the agenda for the afternoon, had clapped her hands briskly and ordered them to collect themselves and get ready for lunch.


    Tom had been told to don his white singlet and trousers, and stood so clad amongst the occupants of the dining room. She had felt it necessary to send in a staff member, for although Greg and Becky had been given strict instructions not to discuss the morning’s affairs with their cohorts, they would no doubt have succumbed to peer pressure and assuaged their colleagues’ curiosity if left unsupervised.


    The rest of the group had retired to the kitchen area, which Jane now viewed as she pressed a button to alter the CCTV monitor’s input. Here, sandwiches had been served at the long table. Seated there were Inez and Vanessa on one side; still suspendered, Jane knew, though this was not apparent as the camera viewed from across and above the table. With their breasts exposed, they appeared nude to all intents.


    On the near side of the table sat Sally and Fiona, the latter having been allowed a shower before entering the house. Slave girls both, they were denied any vestige of clothing save for Sally’s high-heeled boots, which hobbled her still.


    Overseeing the bizarre sorority was Lena. She stood, arms folded, in tight jeans and white T-shirt. The cut of the cotton garment exposed considerable cleavage and no bra could be discerned. Red high-heeled shoes added a degree of tension to her lithe feminine musculature as she chatted to Celia. “Respectably” clad, yet sex on legs, thought Jane.


    Celia had taken off the outrageous strap-on, which hung from one of the coat hooks on the wall, like some gunslinger’s holstered weapon. She had made no other attempt to tone down her costume, though, and calmly selected her buffet from the table as she chatted to Lena, in her black corset, panty-girdle, stockings, and boots.


    It was this scene which greeted Nick as he walked in from the far door. Lena smiled and pointed to a door at the other end of the kitchen, which led to steps accessing some cellars which were furthest away from those used by the group this morning.


    Lena and Celia shared a joke, perhaps at Nick’s expense, as he walked out again. Jane knew what was to follow, as she had sent Nick out on his errand in the Land Rover earlier that morning.


    Sure enough, two figures soon entered camera shot as Nick, with Max helping him, began to carry across the room boxes and bags of provisions from the supermarket. There were many mouths here to feed and water, and thus many trips back and forth by the two men as they stocked the cellars first.


    It was not until they had run the gauntlet of femininity several times, passing between Lena and Celia and behind Inez and Vanessa, that their remaining provisions were allocated to the large fridges at the far end of the room and they no longer had to descend the cellar steps every time. Only now did Lena offer to assist them, by virtue of a pointing finger in the first instance, before adjusting the storage arrangements by hand to her final satisfaction.


    All the while, the perspiring males were observed keenly by the assembly, Nick in his white shirt and jeans, Max still in the shorts and singlet he had worn while washing the car. At length the task was done and the two men proceeded out of the room. Jane had left the sound system muted, and watched as the females all smiled and laughed at some remark of Lena’s.


    For a moment, mirth had united them, both slave girls and staff, in mutual triumph as they gloried in the power of the female, the power which could set the most composed male off-kilter and unable to think beyond the base needs of his cock and balls, or, as Jane habitually termed them, the “lower brain”.


    She chuckled audibly just as the door opened. It was Nick, her errant husband. Presumptuous of him to open the door without knocking, she thought. That would have to change.


    ‘Hi. OK?’ he offered.


    ‘Fine. Are you getting some lunch?’


    ‘Yes, I’m ready for something. Where  ’ he paused.


    ‘I think the dining room, Nick. Since you’re fully dressed. With your subjects. I think you’ve seen enough of that display in the kitchen.’


    ‘OK.’


    ‘Unless you’d like to strip naked and dine with the strumpet class, perhaps …’


    Nick’s brow furrowed, a mixture of puzzlement and indecision about what to say. She had produced the desired effect. The suggestion of status less than that of staff was enough to tweak the dormant tiger of his male ego, yet he would know as always that she held the high cards. She nipped the implanted idea in the bud and continued.


    ‘Never mind. Go and keep an eye on those students. There’s only Tom in there with them. We’re starting again in 20 minutes or so. Inez and Celia will be along.’


    ‘OK. How’s it going?’ He spoke as an equal, a subtle move to re-establish his status in the interpersonal chess match.


    ‘Oh, not bad. A highly entertaining morning.’


    ‘Anything I need to know about to write my report?’


    ‘What, that Journal of Human Sense and Sexuality stuff? You’ll think of something, Nick. Look at the tapes. You know it’s all flannel.’


    ‘But it should really be scientifically based.’ He smirked, unable to believe it himself.


    ‘Huh.’ She was dismissive. ‘When were you last a proper scientist, Nick? Anyway, get on now. I’ll call for you later. You can come in here and watch on the CCTV while we’re down there.’


    ‘OK, love.’


    I’ll “OK, love” you, she thought as he left. Putting a cherry tomato in her mouth, she crushed it and savoured the succulence.


    



    After lunch, Jane made her way to the kitchen and started to organise the afternoon’s activities. Inez and Vanessa were dispatched to the dining room to collect Oliver, the first participant. She and Celia then made their way out of the kitchen to the cellar entrance they had used in the morning. They were accompanied by Sally and Fiona, their personal slaves, and by Peter and Steven, who had completed their serving duties in the dining room.


    When they reached the chamber, Sally and Fiona were given instructions to lean across the long central couch nearest to the small audience in the chairs. Propping themselves with their arms on the raised upholstery, their exposed arses were turned toward the side of the room where Greg had been constrained earlier. Jane picked up a tease whip and tapped at their calves until they had complied with her desire to spread their legs slightly, while keeping the knee joints straight, thus accentuating the servile rearward thrust of their posteriors.


    Celia instructed Steven to kneel across the end of the other couch. He did so, looking toward Sally and Fiona across the other couch ahead of him, and the three “thrones” at the far end of the room.


    Celia now strapped on the dildo which she had brought with her, and it was the sight of her making final adjustments to its harness which confronted Oliver as he entered from the door at the foot of the stairs. Inez and Vanessa followed, carefully in their heels, and it was Inez, on reaching the chamber, who interrupted Oliver’s gawping amazement with an order.


    ‘Strip.’


    A pause ensued. Oliver seemed to find it necessary to pause before accepting instruction. Pride or ego, or both.


    He had begun to slide the robe off his shoulders when Inez spoke again.


    ‘You will obey. You are on thin ice already, my boy, and we can exclude you from the programme and its reward if we see fit.’


    She continued by explaining the rules to him, reiterating the guidelines which had been given to the morning contingent.


    As she spoke, Oliver divested himself of his shorts to stand proudly in his nakedness. He endeavoured to project the impression of compliance only on sufferance, as Inez and Vanessa led him over and cuffed his wrists to the chrome bar.


    Celia turned her gaze to the captive, her expression a conglomeration of rebuke and vengeful pleasure.


    ‘His time begins,’ pronounced Inez as she walked to her position on the chair at Jane’s right. The director had installed herself in the centre chair, impassive as she awaited developments.


    Celia walked to the side of the room and opened a cupboard. From it she drew a jar of Vaseline. Extracting an amount of it on her two forefingers, she returned, smearing the lubricant on the dildo, an unsettling masculine virago priming her artificial organ.


    Reaching Steven’s proffered rear, she pulled his leather thong brusquely aside, depriving the submissive male’s crack of its only meagre protection. Pushing forward, she located the bulbous intruder at the victim’s anus before turning her gaze to Oliver and fixing him with her stare.


    The Nigerian sneered in defiance. His cock had not responded, but this changed as Vanessa, who had waited near the bending slave girls, engaged with her erstwhile lover and grasped the penis. Her wanking motion very quickly produced the effect she had in mind, and, once hard, the cock was her toy as she alternated rapid rubbing movements with intervals of inactivity, retaining a thumb and forefinger grip near the root, perusing the straining erection like an academic fascinated with an object of study.


    Celia’s dildo began to slide slowly forward. Oliver, from his position at the side, could see it disappear gradually from view. Although a view of the arsehole was not directly proffered, only one conclusion could be drawn as to its destination.


    In distaste, Oliver averted his gaze, yet, in turning his head to the right, was confronted by the enticing sight of Sally’s and Fiona’s presented buttocks. Both women had leant forward more as they tired slightly, accentuating the sexuality of their passive poses as the smalls of the backs dimpled and the gluteus muscles in the arses stretched the smooth young skin.


    Vanessa worked slowly and firmly at the end of the cock, foreskin stretched back, the glans shining and gleaming, primed with desire.


    As Oliver groaned, it was echoed by Steven, who, now fully penetrated, succumbed to Celia’s hand which had found its way to his front after first undoing his apron and casting it aside. Those nearby were afforded a view of the prolific ejaculation as Celia wanked his heavy prick quickly and unremittingly.


    Laughing, she looked at Oliver.


    ‘You’re next for the treatment, boy. We’ll see how you like it dished out to you after your antics on day one.’


    Jane stepped forward as Celia withdrew from Steven and moved away up the stairs. Grasping Sally’s arm, she guided her back as she rose from the pose.


    ‘Here is your chance to quell the resistance of your rival. Present yourself upon his cock and milk it.’


    Jane was pleased to see the lascivious girl needed no second invitation. Sally backed up to Oliver and, reaching behind, pulled simultaneously at each of her cheeks, exposing the delicate rosy skin of her vaginal entrance.


    Helping, Vanessa guided the black cock into its welcoming warmth as Sally backed on to it and enveloped it. Jane looked down, witnessing the slow penetration. The girl, while slight in build compared to the athletic African, appeared wet enough to stand a chance of accommodating his large organ. Her tall heels brought her to a height where her cunt bore down upon the primed erection in Vanessa’s hand, and she ground her hips in determined thrusts, hungry for the penis, as, gradually, it was engulfed.


    Hands on hips, she began to grind and writhe. Oliver, grimacing, showed no sign of wanting the rules of engagement to interfere with his pleasure as the tightness of the initial contact broke what resistance he may have aspired to, and he groaned his relief as his involuntary spasms heralded his climax.


    Vanessa tapped Sally’s bottom. The girl’s hip gyrations slowed, and she moved forward. The ebony cock, sheathed in come, flopped down as it fell from the victorious cunt, still long even in its relative limpness.


    Jane smiled, seeing Sally turn to steal a glance at the spent organ.


    ‘Well done, my sweet. Your rival is defeated. But let us see if you can outlast those with greater staying power.’


    She clapped her hands and Inez came forward. The doctor grasped one of Sally’s upper arms, Jane the other, and the young woman was led across the room to the leaning board upon which Becky and Fiona had been shackled earlier.


    ‘Your time begins, chérie,’ murmured the scantily attired doctor, as she began to attach the wrist cuffs.


    Jane left her to her task as she turned and looked back. Vanessa had not come forward to assist, for she was otherwise engaged. On her knees in front of Oliver, she licked, sucked, and slurped at his dick, like a child with a particularly tasty ice cream cornet.


    At last, she stopped and rose. The drained phallus had begun to show signs of renewed life with her ministrations, but now sagged, semi-aroused, unable to override its own weight.


    ‘I thought it wise to stop him dripping on your carpet, Mistress Jane,’ said Vanessa, mischief in her tone.


    Jane laughed.


    ‘That’s very considerate of you, my dear. Now, where has Celia got to?’


    At that same moment, as if on cue, Celia came down the stairs. The strap-on had been soaped, and was worn without the slightest inhibition.


    ‘What shall we do with her?’ asked Jane of the newcomer, looking toward Sally, whose final manacle Inez was fixing in place. ‘She has milked the male, fucked him to a standstill like the cock-hungry slut she is.’


    ‘Oh.’ Celia seemed surprised. ‘I was looking forward to shafting the arrogant upstart.’


    ‘You may have to wait a while for that, my dear. He is finished; we have other fish to fry.’


    ‘Twelve minutes only,’ declared Inez, as she finished the final touch of Sally’s bondage and walked toward her vantage point. ‘The girl’s time begins now.’


    ‘I have an idea,’ said Jane, before Celia could offer any further rejoinder. ‘May I borrow your slave girl?’


    ‘Of course.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Celia. Now, slave girl, come here.’


    Fiona rose from her position, hitherto obediently held, and accompanied Jane round the couch until she stopped next to Sally’s spreadeagled and exposed rear. She had been strapped in exactly the way that Fiona and Becky had been earlier.


    ‘This girl seeks to challenge your excellent record. She is, however, a slut, and has recently enjoyed stimulation by cock. I suggest you finish her by rubbing the seeping spunk dripping from her cunt upon her no doubt eager clitoris. She is yours.’


    Fiona smiled with malicious pleasure and extended her hand between Sally’s defenceless thighs. After a moment probing the moist vagina at Jane’s suggestion, the hand moved further inward, hidden now between the legs.


    ‘Gheeeaaaah!’ The high-pitched wail told all present that the finger had found its target.


    Sally subsided into gasps, which then transmuted into a low, continuous moan as Fiona toyed with her.


    ‘Do you want me to continue?’


    Sally appeared incapable of speech. With her head tilted back, the drawn face spoke silently of agony and ecstasy.


    The redhead’s hand moved inward again.


    ‘Just say, and I shall play with you. Or say no, and you may be allowed a further minute or two.’ She laughed in quiet triumph.


    ‘Mmmm.’ No sense was discernible in the bestial lowing that the ultimatum produced.


    ‘Is that a yes? A request for stimulation? Or shall I stop?’


    ‘Gghhh. Uugh. Mmmm.’


    ‘I weary of you.’ The dominant slave abruptly turned to Jane with a bold request. ‘May I spank her?’


    Jane paused.


    ‘You may. But to tease or lightly sting only. You will be supervised by your mistress, Celia. You may begin.’


    The assault on Sally’s buttocks was firm and undertaken with relish, yet considered to a degree, for Celia had stepped forward and monitored the amount by which Fiona was permitted to draw back her hand. An arc about the length of a forearm passed scrutiny at the first stroke, and Fiona persisted with this technique, adding venom by means of quick motions of her right arm rather than by challenging other parameters.


    Three stinging slaps on each cheek were then repeated, producing a burgeoning rosiness upon the skin from the dozen strokes. A hand held up by Celia indicated that the permitted tolerance had been reached.


    Sally by now was arching her rear end. She rotated her arse with total abandon, trying to provoke any morsel of further stimulation.


    Fiona approached calmly and guided her right hand forward and upward, brushing lightly past the hairy lips.


    Once the button of pleasure was located, the tethered girl began to shudder.


    ‘Oh. Oh. Oh. You’ve got me. Fuck me. Finish me.’


    Celia stepped quickly forward and guided Fiona’s hand away. The black tool she held upright in erection. Sally seemed to sense its presence and paused long enough to allow it to be guided into its hot, velvet receptacle, whereupon Celia removed her supporting hand and positioned it around the haunches of the submissive. Touching the clitoris tipped the incipient orgasm into a crescendo of release, and the girl thrust backward upon the unyielding phallus, bucking uncontrollably, her abandonment final.


    Moments passed, the audience still rapt, enclosed in the silent ambience of shared drama which now paralysed their senses.


    It was Inez who broke the spell.


    ‘Zut. Only eight minutes. Ma petite, you are a very bad girl.’


    Jane instructed Vanessa to collect Tom and the final two contestants from the dining room or lounge, wherever they might be found. She had considered sending Celia, but decided to keep her here in reserve, as it were, so that she might savour the young pair’s reaction to the sight of the masculine appendage upon Celia’s unequivocally feminine figure.


    For now, she thought, we may play the pretence that some sort of decorum exists in the apparel worn above stairs. But after this afternoon’s activities, there would be little point in upholding such a charade, she knew. All participants, both staff and guest subjects alike, were assuming personae more appropriate to an orgiastic masque than to any pseudo-professional presentation of the everyday social and business world, where primeval libido was corralled and submerged within suits, ties, skirts, and costumes. All outerwear was a uniform of some description, she reflected, saying something about the cohort group within which its wearer wished to hide. Even the studied scruffiness of the surfer with his torn denim shorts, the carefully arranged pins and piercings of the punk, the casual golf sweater of the suburban male. Uniforms all.


    Her mind’s meanderings within the realm of social philosophy were cut short by the arrival, at the foot of the stairs, of the remaining two participants, Simon and Liz. Closely behind them came Vanessa, an incongruous sight in nothing but her suspendered stockings and black shoes, as she negotiated the steep descent with great care, placing her high-heeled feet almost sideways at times on the thin steps. At last she was down. The athletic Tom followed her, making much shorter work of the descent. Evidently having attired himself suitably for lunch in long white slacks and singlet, he now proceeded, unbidden, to divest himself of these accoutrements, and soon stood in just his white briefs, seeming paradoxically to camouflage himself in a way, no longer distinguished by a surfeit of clothing from the other denizens of this cavern of iniquity.


    Inez approached the ingénues and once more reiterated the rules of the encounter for their benefit. They were instructed to strip while she spoke. Simon contrived to lose his robe but remain in his Lycra shorts, while Liz undid, and let drop to the floor, the regulation girls’ uniform of blouse and short, pleated skirt. Her choice of underwear was revealed as black bra and pants, skimpy in cut, the bra in balconette style, struggling to contain her full bosom, which must be the envy, thought Jane, of her three rivals. Liz’s outfit, such as it was, was completed by a thin, ruched suspender belt and black seamed nylons.


    Inez finished her exposition. ‘Come now. Off with your pants. Both of you.’


    Bowing to the inevitable, they complied. Simon’s long cock now dangled unrestrained, twitching in slight animation as its interest in its immediate fate vied with its inherent length and weight to bring it forward in priapic readiness.


    Liz placed her hands on her hips and assumed her usual mask of haughty indifference. She showed no intent to strip off the bra, and Inez allowed it to remain in place as she guided the girl to the sloped board, where she was then restrained in identical fashion to her rivals, one of whom, Sally, remained in place further along, spent and bedraggled, yet unreleased from her bonds.


    Simon was led to the tether rail by Vanessa.


    ‘Wow.’ The word he uttered was entirely inadequate and inappropriate. Sounding like a schoolboy out of his depth, he must have realised that casual utterances, verbal banter to fill a stillness, were of no consequence or usefulness here. The weak gambit dissipated in the heavy stillness of the room, enveloped by the cloying syrup of the spell which held them all.


    In total silence, he accepted the restriction which was placed upon him by Vanessa. By the time she had secured the second cuff to the rail, his cock had triumphed over gravity and pointed lewdly forward toward the bare arse of Liz, directly across the room from him.


    ‘Good. Thank you, Inez.’ Jane’s voice broke the silence. ‘We will start the last two of you together. It will be amusing to see who endures longer in direct competition. You also have to beat targets set by your earlier competitors, which I shall not reveal. However, you may care to know that the two here present alongside you fared none too well. They were the architects of each other’s downfall, really.’ She gave a small chuckle.


    ‘Whatever. Let us see how you fare. Begin.’


    Inez clicked her stopwatch, joining Jane in one of the chairs at the end of the room.


    While Jane was speaking, Celia had watched from the vantage point of one of the thrones at the far end of the room. She now rose, displaying her phallus more blatantly. It gleamed from Sally’s vaginal secretions. Hoving closely into Simon’s view, she smiled broadly at him. The strap-on matched the captive’s penis, angled similarly forward.


    ‘Oh my God.’ Simon’s exclamation turned into a gasp of pleasure as Vanessa began his exquisite torment by backing her arse crack onto the tip of his cock, capturing it precariously in the hollow of the anus.


    Celia spoke.


    ‘Would you care for a shafting, young man? My dildo here is hungry for male arse. He was denied the conquest of your companion here, earlier, and had to satisfy the female opposite instead. She crumbled immediately, of course. Brutus, I call him. Would you enjoy succumbing to him?’


    ‘No, no.’


    The words were hurried. Urgent with a tinge of fear.


    ‘Of course, an expression of refusal does not mean you will necessarily be spared.’ Celia spoke softly as she walked behind Simon.


    He emitted a muted groan as the phallus was placed near his anus. The touch was short of intrusion yet, for all that, perhaps more tantalising. Celia nodded at Inez, who, after collecting the small jar of Vaseline from the shelf where Celia had left it, strode forward.


    Extracting a glob of the jelly, she placed the pot on the floor. Rubbing both hands together, she approached the tethered male from his left side. He glanced toward her. Jane left the seat in which she had relaxed during the securing of Simon and Liz in their bondage, and strolled nearer to the stairwell end of the room where they were tied, the better to witness the expression of panic, laced with fear, on the boy’s face.


    Inez anointed Simon’s shaft with her left hand, and, simultaneously, “Brutus” with her right. The languorous stroking produced the desired effect, and Simon’s cock poked rigidly forward, full and veined.


    As Vanessa now pushed back, holding her cheeks apart, she began to envelop the organ. Inez assisted by preventing its tendency to slither to one side, using both her slender hands.


    Brutus, needing no such corralling, began to find its way forward. The Vaseline performed its function and Simon’s anus surrendered to its impalement.


    At the same time, his cock began to disappear into the proffered yet forbidden hole, but before Vanessa, his tormentor, could fully sheath the penis, and before Brutus could make conquest absolute, there came a vigorous shuddering from Simon’s body. His hips twitched and thrust and his short-lived resistance, if such it could be termed, was over.


    Jane made her way to the far end of the room and picked up the stopwatch, from where Inez had left it on one of the chairs. Clicking it, she looked down.


    ‘Five minutes only,’ she declared impassively.


    Inez was less circumspect in her assessment. Her laugh was almost a sneer.


    ‘Male whore. Spunked and spent like a tethered bullock. That is why the female is the superior sex, mon ami. Your resistance is futile and pathetic. Now witness your colleague. She will easily outlast your weak effort, though we do our worst.’


    With that she loosed the pink member from which all pride had been drained. Vanessa moved away, as did Celia, sparing a little of Simon’s dignity by withdrawing before full penetration had been achieved. Celia disappeared up the stairs.


    In her absence, Inez and Vanessa took on the whipping duties, starting on Liz gently with multi-tailed tawses, moving on to paddles and short tease whips. They worked on her very gradually, seemingly impelled by whim, yet thoroughly for all that. Periods of respite were alternated with slaps and strokes, none too vicious, yet cumulatively, increasing the rosiness of the helpless posterior until prudence dictated that they desist.


    Only now was the victim addressed, by Jane herself.


    ‘How do you like it, my dear? Would you like a little more? Do tell.’


    Liz’s silence was like that of some brave protagonist in a film, temporarily disadvantaged but knowing that the scriptwriters would get her out of this predicament by whatever ruse, in time for her triumph over the villains in the final act.


    Jane found the stoic silence amusing, and smiled.


    ‘So, you think you’re the hard nut among this collection of wannabes, do you? You may be surprised. Let us see.’


    At this she began a different form of assault. Predictable, perhaps, yet hard to combat. The parted legs were just too inviting, and her hand keen to play.


    She started with a come-hither motion brushing over the labia majora, gauging the degree of arousal. While not soaking, the lips were moist and invited a deeper probing. This she delayed for a little while, continuing the stroking motion at their hairy edges.


    A slight movement at the hips was her reward, the victim striving, yet unable, to hide her arousal. Moving inward, the minora were teased, rubbed, and stimulated at will. The girl was breathing more deeply now.


    Jane moved her attention upward and forward. As she located the clitoris, she felt her captive tense, and sensed her leg muscles wanting to move the legs further akimbo, should the bondage not prevent it.


    ‘Now then,’ she murmured in Liz’s ear. ‘Do you want more of this?’


    ‘No. No.’


    The girl had embraced the game fully. Her spirit was admirable, but they both knew the statement was a blatant lie. The fact that it was almost gasped out rather than spoken merely emphasised the obvious.


    ‘What if I withdraw? What if I could be so heartless?’ Jane rotated her fingertip softly and delicately over the clitoris as she spoke.


    ‘No. You wouldn’t. Plea …’ Her voice tailed off as she realised the utterance of the word “please” might be deemed a request. She gasped and rotated her hips, the better to be stimulated, her whole body now in thrall to the stationary finger which commanded her most intimate retreat.


    Jane took pity and increased the pressure and speed of stimulation. An immediate response was forthcoming as her plaything threw her head back, and, eyes closed, rolled and ground her hips in total abandon.


    Knowing she was near, Jane showed her cruel side as she desisted from her fingering and moved back. She savoured her moment of absolute dominance as the frustrated girl began to moan, suspended on a precipice over the chasm of ecstasy which waited to claim her.


    Jane was not unduly surprised when no plea for release passed Liz’s lips. She had expected this one to be strong willed. Turning, she beckoned Tom, who quickly stepped out of his briefs, exposing a full erection.


    He wasted no time in approaching Liz, and it was the work of a moment for him to hold his cock upright and steady, and guide it slowly up until it filled the sodden cunt.


    Jane, glancing round, saw the bound and defeated Sally, further along, gaze enviously as the large dick slid into her rival. Catching Jane’s eye, the girl became momentarily abashed, but then, knowing her lust had been rumbled, resumed her voyeurism, rapt with the last act of the scenario.


    Tom began to hump the captive, who thrust her arse toward him as best she could in the bondage. His thrusts were regular and rhythmic, but varying in tempo as he considered her pleasure.


    The surrender, when it came, seemed somehow sudden, an unexpected exclamation in the middle of a bout of steady pumping during which the cock was nearly fully withdrawn on each stroke before possessing the cunt once more.


    ‘Release me. Please. Let me take it on all fours. Let me be an arse-presenting bitch for him. I want it in me all the way. Please. Please let me out. I’ll do what you want.’


    So satisfying, thought Jane, as she nodded to Inez, who came forward to release the bonds after clicking her stopwatch. The strongest minded, when finally broken, were the most thoroughly and comprehensively altered. Phlegmatic resolve converted to craven submission. She must seize the moment. Blocking Inez from undoing the cuffs, she addressed Liz.


    ‘You will do what I want? Do you agree to slavery if I grant your wish?’


    The prisoner’s face contorted in torment. Jane interposed her arm between Tom and Liz and he pulled out obediently. Then the director’s finger once more located the clitoris as she elaborated her terms.


    ‘You agree to be a slave, bitch? Do so and your pussy will get its shafting.’


    A pause instigated a more determined fingering, focusing on the clitty at first, but then moving back. As two and then three fingers pushed up into the vagina, the battle was finally won.


    ‘Yes! Fuck me. Free me and fuck me.’


    ‘You are a bitch, slave? Say it.’


    ‘Yes. I … am … your … bitch.’


    Jane stepped away and let Inez undo the tethering. As soon as Liz was free, she turned and found a place on the couch, where Steven had been earlier, spreading herself along it on all fours like a beast, her rump at the edge, high and willing, her head low to the upholstery, pushed down in servile tribute.


    Tom, accorded the nod from Jane, moved forward and took his prize. This time, with easier purchase, his thrusts were fiercer and faster, less considerate of the bitch presented to him on a plate. But the bitch herself reacted all the more, and with her cry of release triggered his response as he gripped her bra clasp with one hand, bucking like a rodeo rider until they subsided.


    As he withdrew, he sank to his knees while Liz collapsed, her legs over the edge of the couch. Slumping forward, spent, Tom rested his head on her buttocks.


    So unprofessional, thought Jane. She surreptitiously glanced upward, where a small red light indicated that the hidden video cameras had been rolling. Nevertheless, authentic. That always went down well.


    She looked at Inez.


    ‘What’s the verdict?’


    ‘Nineteen minutes. Total.’


    ‘Hmm. Not too bad, I suppose. Though she got six minutes free while we dealt with the male. Must organise that better next time. Never mind. Release these others.’ She raised her voice. ‘All participants, to your rooms please. No conferring. We will convene in the dining room at 6 p.m. Your clothing is supplied in your rooms.’


    Jane looked round. Celia had returned during Liz’s treatment, divesting herself of the dildo. Peter, Steven, and Fiona stood obediently at the side of the room. She addressed them.


    ‘Go now. To your rooms. Help release these three first. Sally, Fiona, Liz, you are released from your slavery temporarily.’


    Gradually, the participants dispersed. Jane quizzed the recovering Tom as he dressed. What had he done with Greg and Becky? Vanessa was sent to investigate, and reported that they were merely sitting chatting with one another in the lounge. Jane smiled bemusedly. While the cat’s away, the mice … merely chat. Strange. Perhaps the morning’s events were more than enough for them.


    



    Soon they had all moved up the stairs to the ground floor. Peter and Steven were instructed to go and help Lena in the kitchen. Vanessa retired to her room, while Celia and Tom strolled out to the garages. After finding Max and conducting a discussion, they dispersed, Tom once more in his white slacks and singlet, but Celia still casually and brazenly sporting her corset and suspenders.


    Jane found Nick in her study, where he had been watching proceedings on the CCTV link.


    ‘Enjoy it?’


    He smiled. ‘Interesting.’


    She grew weary of his studied detachment and cut the encounter short.


    ‘Max and Tom have got a free spell if you fancy a bit of tennis. Why don’t you go and enjoy yourself?’


    ‘Oh. Great. Don’t you want to? Doubles?’


    ‘No, I need a rest. You go. Max says he will give you a better game this time.’


    ‘Aha. We’ll see about that. Is he out the back?’ Nick’s expression was almost gleeful. She knew he loved sport. So too did she, but most of her favourite games took place indoors, with her own rules.


    ‘Uh huh,’ she confirmed. ‘Near the garage, he said. Go on, you’ve got a while. I’m getting the students together at six.’


    ‘Oh?’


    ‘Nothing to worry about. An amusing little scenario which you’ll enjoy. Go on. It’s a lovely day out there.’


    ‘You’re sure you don’t want to come?’


    Sure.’


    ‘OK. See you later. Whereabouts?’


    ‘Don’t worry, I’ll find you.’


    He left. A puppy dog let off the leash. She smiled as she walked upstairs.


    In her room, she lay down on the bed, but did not remove her boots. A catnap would not go amiss. She wanted to be alert at around five o’clock.

  


  
    Chapter Twelve – Atonement


    


    Sally rose from her bed at half-past five. With no books or distractions in the room, there was little to do but rest. Naked, she moved to the bathroom to sharpen her consciousness in the shower.


    On returning, she considered whether to put on the high-heeled boots associated with her enslavement to Jane. A fresh set of clothing had been provided; the usual blouse and skirt with, this time, a striped tie. Underwear consisted of white bra, pants, suspender belt, and tan stockings. There were also a pair of white ballet-style pumps. She decided to go for these, as they were provided. More in keeping with the schoolgirl look which the inclusion of the tie engendered.


    Dressed, she went downstairs. A shiver of excitement ran through her. What if Jane expected the boots still to be worn? If so, why provide the pumps? But a member of staff, in laying out the clothes, may have left the same for all the girls, not thinking of their status.


    Why was she thinking like this? Incarcerated in a world where such tokens assumed disproportionate importance, she was suffused with nervous excitement, provoked by the fear that Jane might exact some form of retribution upon her for daring to adopt a uniform to which she was no longer entitled. Her civilised conscious mind attempted to conduct an inner dialogue upon the absurdity of it all, but her deeper needs had begun to invade that mental space, so much so that she almost craved the forthcoming encounter with her dominatrix. The frisson of anticipation possessed her as she realised her slavery was becoming more than a mere interlude enforced by physical bondage.


    In the dining room, they gradually congregated. The boys were dressed in black trousers, white shirts, and similar ties. The orange, red, and black stripes evoked a school or college uniform.


    The talk was of competition, comparing notes of how each had done, particularly in regard to the rivals they had not been paired with. Greg was puffed with pride about his endurance. Others seemed less effusive; it had not been the kind of task where people were happy to dissect their failings.


    The awkwardness was interrupted by Celia’s entry. She wore a black business costume, a skirt and jacket; but the high-heeled boots remained, making her the tallest person in the room. Under the unbuttoned, loosely fitting jacket, it was easy to notice a black, see-through blouse. This concealed little, and it was obvious that she remained in the strapless Merry Widow beneath it, her breasts encased and presented in proud glory.


    Nobody was surprised when she uttered a clipped instruction that they should make their way to the lecture hall. Once there, they took up seats near the front of the small auditorium. The only person already present was Vanessa, seated at the far side. It was shocking, to a degree, to see that she had donned some outerwear for once, as she lounged at the end of an aisle in white blouse and black pencil skirt over her stockings and high-heeled court shoes.


    The muted hubbub of conversation between the seven students was brought to an end by Celia clapping her hands. At this, Jane entered, dressed as before. She climbed the steps at the side of the stage and turned to address them.


    ‘Contestants. First of all, thank you for your efforts. I’m sure you would like to hear some results.’ She held a pad in front of her, from which she read.


    ‘Starting at the lower end, we have Simon … six minutes. Then Sally, rather disappointing, dear, at eight minutes, I thought you might do better. Oliver … 12. Liz … 19. Greg … 28. Our runner-up is Becky, with an excellent performance of 50 minutes. Leaving our endurance champion … Fiona, with a magnificent 65 minutes. Well done, girl.


    ‘Fiona, then, scores 9 points, followed by 6 for Becky, then 4, 3, 2, 1 in order so that Simon, you fail to score on this occasion.’


    Walking to the side, she came to a whiteboard. With a marker pen, she inscribed a list upon it, starting with the word “TOTALS” at the top.


    Liz 23


    Fiona 21


    Simon 18


    Oliver 16


    Sally 16


    Becky 15


    Greg 15


    She then addressed them again.


    ‘A close competition, well done. It is good to see you, Becky and Greg, have pulled yourselves back into contention. There are still plenty of points to play for over the days ahead. First though, relax. We have a little entertainment for you.’


    Throwing a switch at the side of the stage, Jane paused as a white screen descended in front of the red curtains which hid the rearmost area of the stage.


    ‘You will be aware that we have cameras in many areas. My former husband liked to play with the latest technology and was something of a voyeur. Anyway … The digital equipment enables us to record activity in any area and replay it immediately on any output device in the establishment. So what you are about to see is not a film, but was captured less than half an hour ago.’


    She clicked a remote control and walked off the stage. The cinematic display began. It showed a small changing room and shower area. Into it came Max and Nick, dressed in tennis shorts and T-shirts. Tom followed, in his white slacks and singlet.


    There was some smiling banter between the men, but the “film” was silent so the audience could only surmise what any dialogue might be.


    The men stripped and began to shower. There were no individual cubicles, but three shower heads in a row. Sally enjoyed the display of male nudity in the steam. The camera must have been well ventilated, for it did not fog up but continued to capture the image as sinewy arms and legs were soaped. Nick’s physique was not shamed by the younger men and Sally’s gaze flicked from one to the other, savouring the banquet of muscular flesh.


    They reached the stage of being nearly rinsed. Max, however, still had a bar of soap in his hand, which slipped from it and slid in the direction of Nick, who was at the centre shower of the three. As Nick bent down to pick up the soap, Max stepped toward him, the stocky young Pole putting his arms round Nick from behind and quickly establishing a Full Nelson hold upon the surprised older man.


    Nick frowned and writhed in resistance, but the element of surprise, together with being caught off balance, had enabled Max to establish a strong, tight grip. Nick, accepting his situation, desisted from his struggles. They saw him formulate words. Why? What had provoked this?


    Tom now stepped across. The two younger men smiled slightly and it was clear they were in league. Working at the side, Tom pulled Nick’s left leg outwards; kneeling and encircling Nick’s ankle with his bulging right arm, he pushed against the back of the knee with his left.


    Nick had no alternative but to collapse into a kneeling position. His right leg also folded as Max, maintaining his grip, followed him down. Nick’s cock had begun to rise, facing the camera in its helpless pride.


    Max established a position where he was best able to lever Nick down and forward. Nick resisted strongly, but the best he could achieve from his situation was a stay of execution. As he began to give way, Tom’s hand pushed the errant cock from above and tucked it back so that it was protected somewhat, between his thighs, as Nick was forced down to lie against the tiled floor.


    Max moved up and sat astride the prone Nick. Though his victim resisted, he was able to readjust his arms and grip each of Nick’s wrists with his hands. Sally found herself becoming aroused as her former lover was subdued, his resistance quelled like a saddled and broken stallion.


    Tom turned off the showers and exited the area. Max remained in dominance over Nick, waiting. Soon the tall Dane returned, still naked. He carried some smooth rope, like a washing line, about a quarter-inch thick. With this, he began to truss Nick’s arms behind him, as the picture began to fade …


    Jane stepped up to the stage once more. Turning to the spectators, she smiled.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen. I present to you, my errant and adulterous husband.’


    Heads turned as they heard an entrance behind them. Nick came down through the auditorium. He was, as they had last seen him, totally naked. His arms were behind him, thoroughly trussed in multiple lashings of rope. Hesitating, he was grasped from behind by Tom, who, holding the topmost and lower bindings, propelled him forward against his reluctance. Tom was now wearing just shorts and trainers, as was Max, the other guardian, who followed them.


    Nick was manhandled to the foot of the steps and pushed forward. He stepped up as Tom applied pressure. The only alternative would have been to fall face first. Upon the stage, he was shoved forward. His legs found enough strength to brake the undignified lunge, and he stood waiting. All eyes were drawn to his cock as they witnessed its gradual extension. Jane looked down upon it, her smile almost a sneer. Only when it was fully reddened and hard, the embarrassment complete, did she begin to speak.


    ‘Welcome, class, to the last lesson of the day. Subject … treatment suitable for an adulterous tart of a husband. My assistant will now demonstrate.’


    She stepped back and the spectators’ attention was caught by some movement at the far side of the stage, opposite where Nick had climbed up. It was Peter, carrying a large bowl of water. He climbed the steps slowly with extreme care, for his feet were hobbled in high-heeled shoes, black, peep-toed, with the instep and ankle area entwined with delicate straps. These were worn over smoke grey seamed nylons held up by the white suspenders of his roll-on girdle, encasing his hips but doing nothing to restrain his cock, which jutted fully underneath the plastic bowl.


    No sooner had he set down his burden, near the captive on the stage, than Lena entered from stage left, behind the trussed man. She still wore the casual yet sexy attire she had sported earlier: tight jeans, clinging white T-shirt, and red, high-heeled court shoes. In one hand she held a large white towel, which she proceeded to cast on the cleanly swept floor in front of Nick. In the other hand was a small toilet bag. Crouching and setting this down, she extracted from it an aerosol of shaving foam, a disposable razor, and scissors.


    Grinning wickedly, she wordlessly set to work. Nick was unable to keep himself from flinching as the scissors were first to be wielded. Realising Lena intended nothing more vicious than a trim of his pubic area, he soon saw that a demeanour of stillness would serve him best in his current condition. Soon all the bushy hairs were reduced to stubble, and Lena picked up the shaving cream and began the next stage. As she worked, including the thighs and lower legs in her ministrations, after thoroughly denuding the genitals of any pubic camouflage, Jane addressed the audience.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, here we have before us my errant husband, Nick. His sins have today come home to roost, and he will be punished in front of you for what he has done. He seems to have believed, for some time now, that his repeated womanising has escaped my notice. Nick, do you think I am stupid?’


    She turned to face him. He remained impassive. Bound, naked and half-shaven, his stony visage seemed to constitute the only card left in his hand.


    ‘I’ve known about your carryings-on for quite some time. You just can’t resist those nubile little morsels, can you? Away from home for the first time, swayed by your air of erudite authority, the roguish charisma you delight in cultivating.’


    Nick’s eyebrow raised very slightly as she paused in her soliloquy.


    ‘There, you see. Your vanity betrays you. And vanity, or pride, as we all know, goes before a fall. You will be brought low, Nick, and humiliated in front of the staff and students.’


    Nick jutted his chin upward in defiance, as Lena continued to work. His once hairy thighs were becoming smooth and white.


    ‘Now,’ Jane continued. ‘I know that one of you girls here has been up to   shenanigans, with this tart of a husband of mine. You now have the chance to step forward and make yourself known. The degree of your humiliation and punishment will be lessened if you do so. If you do not confess now, my tease whip may work harder later. So step forward, whoever you may be.’


    ‘Don’t.’ Nick spoke for the first time. ‘She’s got no proof. Don’t.’ He stared resolutely ahead so as not to betray his accomplice by glancing toward them.


    ‘I’ll take that as your confession, Nick, not that I need it. Who is the guilty slut, then?’


    She stared at the four girls in the audience, who remained still. Sally’s heart was beating faster now.


    ‘Very well. The chance of early confession has passed. Let me try a different tack. Nick here is about to be feminised. He is very attached to his facial hair, which he thinks adds to his so-called rough and ready macho appeal. He will shortly be deprived of it. He will then be dressed like the tart he is, and whipped on the arse. I may relent and reconsider this if his lover steps forward. So if you think anything of him, dear, reveal yourself and save his sorry skin.’


    As she laughed, delighting in the manipulation of her power, Sally’s mind raced. Part of her felt sorry for Nick, but another part of her psyche was busy providing rationalisations as to why she should opt for self-preservation. He was married; he shouldn’t have seduced her; he wasn’t that good in bed anyway; it was a quickie with little thought for her feelings … Though she had entered into it in the same spirit. What to do? After all, did Jane actually know anything? Perhaps it was merely a matter of keeping her nerve. Easier said than done with the amount of adrenaline coursing through her.


    Then, suddenly, she heard a voice from her right and the decision was taken away from her. It was Becky, who had risen to her feet.


    ‘I’m sorry, Mrs Taylor. I’m truly sorry. Please don’t shave him any more. I know we did wrong but please don’t take his beard off. You can punish me instead if you like.’


    The pregnant silence which followed was, everyone knew, only to be broken by Jane. She stared at Becky, and briefly betrayed her thoughts as a look of puzzlement creased her brow. But it passed quickly, and she turned and glared at Sally, while speaking to Becky. Sally maintained eye contact despite the discomfort, unsure whether she was expressing defiance or merely a rabbit in the headlights.


    ‘Well. You do surprise me, dear. Yes, I may well punish you. As well as, not instead of. Step up to the stage and we’ll have a full confession.’


    Sally was released from the pinion of Jane’s steely glare as the director watched the penitent girl squeeze unsteadily past her colleagues in the row of seats, then make her way down the aisle and up the steps. The prim and innocent looking Becky; how long had she been shagging the lecturer? As Sally contemplated the hidden depths of Becky’s outwardly innocuous personality, she felt herself diminished, second best in a contest of sexuality. It didn’t matter that it was Nick; she hardly cared about him now. She just felt betrayed, used. That someone else was thought of as equally or more desirable was a blow that struck to the core of her being. Her mind dwelt on it as her rival stepped uncertainly onto the stage. She had not really realised before how much her sexuality underpinned her ego.


    Becky might have been a more prominent notch on Nick’s gun, so to speak, but her strategy in revealing it, Sally thought, left her desperately vulnerable. So it proved as Jane issued a command. Perhaps the girl should have held her nerve, for there was no going back now.


    ‘Strip! Blouse off, skirt off.’


    Becky complied, all eyes upon her.


    Jane walked over to Lena, who had risen to her feet after finishing the shaving of Nick’s legs. A quiet word in her ear provoked a shrug, an extension of the arms. I can only do one thing at a time, the gesture seemed to indicate.


    Jane nodded to Tom, and they both disappeared behind the curtain. Lena began to shave Nick’s hairy chest, pulling his bonds aside where she needed to. Sally noticed Inez enter the auditorium behind the audience. She carried a small valise. Descending the slope, she stationed herself at an end seat, behind their guardian Celia.


    Jane reappeared, with Tom. She had taken off her roll-neck sweater, revealing her upper body encased in a black corselet or long-line bra. The wide belt at her waist had remained on, with her skirt. She carried a short whip, black, heavy handled. Little more than two feet long, the business end was tapered, but not to a great degree. Almost half an inch across at the rounded end, the thong was wound in leather and did not fall from the handle, but supported itself with a supple rod within the binding. She crossed to Nick and gave his rump several sharp strokes as if to test the instrument. He winced slightly. Those not watching the other spectacle on stage noticed his cock begin to rise once more.


    The other spectacle was Becky. Tom had brought a length of soft clothes line and used it to bind her arms behind her, the forearms folded parallel upon each other, emphasising the unprotected vulnerability of the buttocks below them. Becky accepted the impingement without demur, from the unclipping of her skimpy white bra, to the final thorough trussing of her arms behind her. Tom completed his task by winding the surplus rope round her front, so that two strands of it crossed under her breasts, highlighting their braless exposure. He stepped back.


    Jane walked over. She began a session of treatment upon Becky’s tight and boyish buttocks with her whip. Her strokes were gentle, almost casual, yet unremitting and consummate, so that no one part of the increasingly rosy arse was more of a focus than another. Rather, every inch of each hemisphere was eventually kissed by the instrument, according to her whim.


    Nick’s face was contorted in displeasure and at last he could restrain himself no longer.


    ‘Leave her, Jane. I’m the culprit.’ He paused, stopping short of volunteering for punishment.


    ‘So, what do you suggest, Nick?’ she replied.


    ‘Punish me instead.’ He looked down, an unexpected hint of sheepishness surfacing in his personality, cracking the macho façade.


    ‘Don’t worry, Nick, you will get your wish. Quite soon, in fact.’ She smiled thinly, a smile of deep satisfaction. The gambit of forcing Nick to ask for his own punishment was clearly a key element in her game.


    She addressed her other victim.


    ‘How do you feel now, my dear? Have you had enough?’


    ‘Yes, Mrs Taylor. Thank you.’ The thanks seemed incongruous, a reflex action imprinted from Becky’s polite upbringing. They were insufficient to save her from what followed.


    A swift stroke across both buttocks brought a stifled yelp from the bound girl.


    ‘Mistress. Call me mistress.’


    ‘Mistress. Yes, mistress.’


    ‘Good.’


    A less vicious stroke followed. Its purpose was to emphasise the older woman’s total dominion over the rosy-arsed girl, who stood before her in only a white suspender belt and grey stockings with white Mary Jane pumps.


    ‘Do you accept my complete dominance over you?’


    ‘Yes, mistress. Absolutely, mistress.’


    Jane sneered.


    ‘Huh. You are too easy, girl. Now, if you acquiesce to a state of slavery, I shall desist from the whipping. What say you?’


    ‘Will you release Nick, mistress? If I accept?’


    The attempted negotiation seemed to incense Jane.


    ‘How dare you, you insolent little bitch.’ She stared down at the whip in her hand. Seemingly, she did not trust herself to wield it with control, for she transferred it to her left hand and crossed to face Becky. With her open right hand, she delivered a short, sharp slap to the side of the girl’s face.


    ‘You are in no position to request anything. It is a straight choice. I shall whip your insolent little arse until you cry, or you will agree to become my slave. Which is it to be?’


    Jane’s display of petulance had suddenly raised the ante, and Becky, looking panic stricken, turned to look at Nick for guidance.


    ‘Do as she says, Becky,’ he said. ‘Jane, I’ll get even with you for this.’


    ‘Oh, will you now?’ Jane glared at him and transferred her whip back to her right hand. She seemed about to march across to him, then paused, taking a few moments to regain her icy composure. When she spoke to Becky again, it was in almost dulcet tones, the sugar that coated the bitter pill of submission.


    ‘Which is it to be, my dear? Sally and Liz have already acquiesced, and Fiona belongs to my assistant, Celia. You are merely joining the stable. And, while in no way absolving you from further punishment if I so wish, I can tell you that Nick is my main target in this matter.


    ‘You are young, naïve, seduced by an experienced older man. You are not the first to have been so deceived by him. So agree now, to slavery, or things will be worse for you.’


    She stepped around and administered a stroke to Becky’s buttocks. This reminder was all it took.


    ‘Yes, mistress, I agree.’


    ‘To what?’


    ‘To slavery. Mistress.’


    A single stroke followed.


    ‘You must learn to be a little quicker giving your mistress her proper title. Now …’


    She moved nearer to Becky and whispered in her ear. She stepped aside as Becky turned to fully face the audience. A single stroke to her buttocks brought forth the quickly learnt response.


    ‘I am Mistress Jane’s complete and utter slave and submit to her dominance. I shall address her as Mistress or Madam at all times.’ She paused, perhaps wondering if she had forgotten anything.


    ‘That will do. Now wait at the side. Respond properly to your first command.’


    ‘Yes, mistress. Yes, mistress.’


    The newly fledged slave’s eagerness pleased Jane, and she turned her attention to the other side of the stage, secure in the conquest of Becky.


    As the audience’s eyes followed Jane, they saw that Nick was almost denuded of hair; quite a feat by the efficient Lena. She was working on the last strands of his beard and moustache. Jane waited until she had finished. As Lena stepped back, Jane came forward to admire the handiwork. Wordlessly, she brushed the tip of her whip against his now hairless cheek.


    Sally, watching the drama unfold, felt herself becoming aroused. The subjugation of Becky and now the denigration of Nick, like a lion deprived of his mane; it was a heady brew which was beginning to excite her inordinately. Had she been alone, watching this on a film, she realised that her hand would now be straying to her crotch. She touched her stockinged leg and fought the impulse, which only strengthened it.


    Jane had promised Nick a whipping once he had been shaved, and she did not disappoint. While not threatening to break the skin, it was less merciful than that which had been administered to Becky. Eventually she paused, holding the whip against his arse, ready to resume when she willed it.


    ‘Bend for it.’


    They were the first words uttered since Nick had been fully shaven. Sally was shocked to see him bend forward without protest. His cock had risen to its full prominence. She delivered a sharp, yet not fierce, stroke of the whip.


    ‘Still want to get even with me, Nick? Or do you begin to crave the caress of my leather wand?’


    She struck again, employing a similar degree of restraint. Her anger at his faithlessness seemed to have dissipated after the initial attack, and now the strokes exerted their power through psychological rather than physical means.


    ‘Do you agree to be a good boy, Nick, if I release you from your bondage? I should find it so tiresome to have to ask Tom and Max to overpower you again.’


    ‘Yes.’


    The whip descended. Thwack!


    ‘Yes what?’


    ‘Yes, madam. I agree to the condition, Madame Supreme.’


    Sally was amazed that Nick’s defiance seemed to have dissolved, as if disappearing with his hair. He even seemed to be secretly enjoying a game in which he was versed.


    Tom was summoned, and undid the bondage. In this interval, eyes strayed stage right, and those looking that way were treated to the sight of Lena performing her barber’s act upon Becky’s pubes. Soon the girlish crack would be there to view, when the water from the bowl was used to sponge the remaining foam away.


    Meanwhile, Inez now came forward. From her valise she extracted a garment. It was a pink waspie corset, embroidered in black. This she clasped around Nick, who stood, obedient to his recent vow, cock hardened, revealing his innermost pleasure. Celia climbed the steps and walked across. She helped Inez pull the garment tight, clasping his waist and emphasising his ample pectorals above. Black seamed stockings from Inez’s case were drawn upon his legs as Jane and the audience watched. The promise of obedience was fulfilled as he raised each foot in turn to accommodate his dressers.


    Black high-heeled shiny court shoes in an appropriate size were then fitted, followed by a pair of satin gloves in black, extending to just above the elbow. Finally, the “pièce de resistance”, as Inez announced it … a ladies’ wig of black hair, straight in a medium-length fringed bob, framing the smooth face.


    The look was complete. Only the red stalk of the cock was at odds, otherwise Nick made a surprisingly convincing female. His knees, often far bonier on men, were fleshy enough to pass muster. The stockings encased legs that, though muscular, tapered reasonably elegantly. They were held up by six suspenders, four at the front, two toward the side at the rear, framing the reddened arse.


    His mistress now addressed him.


    ‘Present yourself.’


    She beckoned. Following her gesture he clicked across the stage to the centre, awkward like a newly born Bambi in his heels. He stood near the front of the stage, facing the audience, his face impassive. Stripped of all dignity, he was to be further debased.


    Jane crossed over to him. As with Becky, she whispered in his ear. A sharp tap with the whip on his rear elicited his prepared response.


    ‘I confess to adultery with Madame’s new slave, Becky. I agree to accept my punishment from her, or whomsoever she may delegate. My subjugation is complete.’


    ‘Good. Now present arse.’


    With this, Nick turned. His reddened backside on full view, he performed the gesture which ensured that no one in the room would forget his abject and total humiliation. Spreading his legs apart, he leant forward, gloved hands on his knees for support. The high heels encouraged his arse to thrust back, and his stance ensured that his balls were on full view. They could glimpse also the tip of his cock, despite its full hardness striving to pull it upward.


    In this position he was compelled to remain, awaiting instruction as free will deserted him. Jane let him remain so posed, for several minutes, as she savoured her triumph.


    Eventually, while still leaving Nick on display, she crossed to the side of the stage and operated a switch. The curtains behind the front of the stage drew back, revealing the wrestling ring in which the previous day’s bouts had taken place.


    Turning to the audience, she announced, ‘These two sluts will now be given the chance to fight for their freedom. A tag match, best of two falls or submissions. To be tagged, the wrestler outside must have hold of the tag rope attached to their corner. After a fall or submission, the same two wrestlers to resume.’ 


    Looking to her side, she nodded to Lena, who began to undo the bonds around Becky’s arms.


    She stepped forward. Spanking Nick on his presented arse, she bid him rise and climb to the ring. Then, going to the newly shaven Becky, she gave a stroke of the whip on her backside to galvanise her into similar action. Nick and Becky, having climbed to the ring apron, awaited their challengers.


    Jane, undoing her belt and stepping out of her skirt, was to be one of them. She pulled down and discarded a black panty-girdle, revealing her corselet in its entirety. It extended over her hips and had no crotch piece, ending in a straight hem from which four suspenders supported her black nylons. It was now apparent why, today, she wore flat-soled boots. They offered much better balance in the arena.


    Her partner was to be Tom, who stepped from his shorts and trainers, leaving him in just his white briefs. They climbed to the ring apron, diagonally opposite their intended victims.


    ‘My partner is to be barefoot,’ said Jane to no one in particular, ‘since trainers and nudity are something of an aesthetic disaster. However, otherwise we will remain in our footwear.’


    Nick was thus, at a stroke, condemned to be hobbled in his heels. Sally was not surprised that Jane had stacked the odds massively in her team’s favour. She watched as Tom pulled his briefs down, to stand unconcerned in his nudity.


    Inez stepped across and twisted herself between the ropes to get into the ring. Once more, her black outfit helped identify her with the role of referee. Walking to the middle, she spoke.


    ‘Who is to begin?’


    Tom stepped through the ropes for Jane’s side. On the other, there was hesitation.


    ‘Who is your captain?’ Inez queried.


    The subtle insult was not lost on many of the viewers. Nick, feminised, was not automatically seen as the leader, even with the slightly built ingénue Becky next to him.


    ‘Come, Nick,’ said Jane, ‘or should it be Nicola? Are you going to send your young female in to fight your battles? Perhaps we have succeeded in stripping your masculine pride in its entirety. What a delicious result.’


    Psychologically, Nick had been manoeuvred into a corner. Sally thought Becky might have stood a chance, however minuscule, of milking or seducing the hunk opposite her. But all face would be lost with such a tactic.


    Nick, predictably, clambered through the ropes to meet almost certain defeat. As he walked to the centre, his predicament in facing a younger and fitter male while revealed as a cross-dressed tart came fully home to him. Red-faced, he approached his nemesis, his cock rampant and entirely beyond his control.


    ‘The shemale it is, then,’ said Inez disdainfully. ‘Wrestle on.’


    At this, Tom was ready, and lunged forward. Nick, unsteady on his feet, did almost nothing to resist as Tom grasped his inviting cock. Belatedly, he attempted a similar hold on Tom, perhaps realising it offered his only slim chance. But Tom intercepted his wrist and worked on the captive member with his other hand, wanking rhythmically. Nick’s eyelids began to droop as he entered a state of irresistible pleasure.


    Taking advantage of the trance of his opponent, Tom now moved behind him. Wrapping his hand round and enveloping the cock once more, he pushed the helpless shemale toward Jane’s side of the ring.


    ‘In a cock hold, are we, Nicola?’ Her tone was mocking. ‘Would you like to tag little Becky to help you? Perhaps I’ll let you if you agree to a forfeit of my choice.’


    The game within a game was abruptly ended as Nick spoke.


    ‘Submission! I submit. Submission.’


    Tom broke the hold, leaving Nick trembling, transfixed. Jane beamed with pleasure. There could only be one result to this mismatched bout.


    Nick was unable to stir himself in time even to regain the centre of the ring. When he finally turned to do so, it was to hear the command, “Wrestle on”, from Inez.


    Tom had positioned himself at the centre of the ring, and moved quickly to resume the cock hold. Pushing Nick back to the corner, he reached across to tag Jane. Doing nothing to break the hold until Jane had eased herself through the ropes, he remained in complete control of his opponent, not even wanking, merely gripping his cock.


    Becky bleated her protest.


    ‘It’s not fair. Break the hold. Give him a chance.’


    Inez turned to look at the girl. Indifference was written large across her face.


    Jane now took over. Facing Nick, she manipulated his cock. He offered no attempt at retaliation whatsoever as his eyes rolled upward. Jane was able to step partly to one side, offering Becky a view of her partner’s helpless abandonment to the hold, which consisted only of four fingers below and the thumb on top of the cock, yet exerted total control over his psyche.


    ‘Please let us tag. I’ll submit to Tom’s cock. Anything.’ Becky had become quite vociferous, provoked by the spectacle.


    ‘I’m sure you would love that, dear. But your team has run out of submissions. You must wait for cock. You will yearn for its slightest touch by tomorrow, I promise you.


    ‘Now, Nicola, tell your partner what chance you have of rescuing her from slavery.’


    Sally was surprised at Nick’s eagerness to respond to this. He seemed to seize on the chance to abase himself yet further.


    ‘Oh no. She’s got me in a cock hold. Can’t do anything. Ooh, ooh. Yes, yes. Don’t stop. Ooh yeah. Please don’t stop. Ooh, she’s got my cock. Got to be a submission. Oh yeah.’


    Jane must have subtly relaxed her grip.


    ‘Ooh no, please.’


    ‘Show yourself as you are, shemale. Disport yourself.’


    With this, “Nicola” put hands on hips and writhed. Like a stripper or pole dancer, he began to lose all inhibition. Fondling his nipples, putting his hands behind him running them sensuously over his sensitised arse, he gave a good account of himself as a bitch on heat.


    As Jane increased her pressure and adopted a wanking motion, he stiffened, standing to attention for the coup de grace.


    ‘She’s got me. Oh yes. I’ll do what she wants. Complete slavery. She rules me, Becky. She rules. I’m hers. Oh yes. Submission. Complete submission. Ooh yeah. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Fuck me with a dildo in front of everybody. Ooh yeah, fuck me with a dildo. Ooh yeah, I’m your bitch. Ride me, harness me, fuck me.’


    He addressed Becky directly.


    ‘I give in to her, I submit to her. Ooh yeah, total submission. Keep me as your bitch, Madame Supreme! Watch me submit. Yeeaaargh!’


    The jettison now came. Not bad for a middle-aged shemale, thought Sally, as it arched and landed, nearly in the centre of the ring.


    Sally glanced across at her cohorts. Several were virtually open-mouthed in astonishment at the outrageous display. Oliver, as she had come to expect, sneered his distaste. Sally’s feelings were mixed, jumbled. Having earlier felt almost sorry for Nick, while paralysed with impotence, unable to help him, she now began to feel contempt for his abdication of any shred of male dignity. Her emotions were excited, though, by the display of unbridled feminine power which Jane had presented to them.


    They watched as Nick was thrown a towel and made to mop his come from the centre of the ring. Her former lover, on all fours like a scullery maid. The crazy thought crossed her mind that maybe Jane would give him to her, a submissive under the delegated charge of a female slave, who, while subservient, remained higher in the hierarchy than a shemale.


    Celia rose from her position in the audience, to which she had returned after the corseting of Nick. Undoing her blouse and pencil skirt, she folded them neatly over the back of a seat. Down to her familiar black corset, nylons and heels, she remained in a black panty-girdle. Very appropriate, thought Sally as Celia walked to the stage; no cock would be permitted to venture near this virago’s garden of delight as she performed her public duties.


    As Inez ushered the defeated pair from the ring, Celia brought some equipment from the backstage area. She fitted this to Nicola, as he now seemed to be known, while Inez did the same to Becky. They were bridles, consisting of several leather straps joined with rings to form a helmet shape. A chrome steel bit was included, incorporating a small rubber bulb in the centre upon which they could bite while remaining unrestricted in their breathing.


    After a brief discussion with Inez, Celia fetched cuffs, and the two slaves had their hands fettered behind them. From Celia’s demeanour, she expected no attempt at rebellion, but wanted to add the impediment as a final touch, a flourish upon the portrait of their conquest.


    They were led up through the auditorium on the end of long reins which Celia gathered in her left hand, clad in a black leather gauntlet which she had donned before the procession from the stage. Her right hand, similarly sheathed in the matching gauntlet, held a long tease whip with which she threatened their inviting buttocks some six feet ahead of her.


    As they proceeded toward the aisle, Celia looked at Sally, the nearest to her.


    ‘You, girl. Assist me by opening the door.’


    Sally did so, springing to her feet, she thought, a little too easily, a little over eagerly. In such subtle nuances her mistresses would be able to discern a measure of success in their gradual conditioning of her toward slavish unquestioning obedience. She cursed her human predictability, her lack of resolve.


    She gained the lobby in advance of them, and was able to watch at close quarters as the pair were led like beasts out of the building, to whatever devious and depraved fate no doubt awaited them. She gained a measure of satisfaction from thinking that Becky, her competitor for Nick’s affections in his earlier, respectable incarnation, must be wet with desire by now, enslaved yet denied the chance to acquaint herself with Tom’s cock once more.


    Sally realised that her own feelings were little different from those she projected on to Becky, however accurate the science of such psychoanalysis might be in general. As she walked back down, it was to witness Jane begin an announcement from behind the ropes of the ring, nearest the audience. Peter, the girdled lickspittle, had entered the ring behind her, and stood motionless, sheepish in his expression.


    ‘That first bout was a little too easy. I feel like further sport. Who would like to help this other shemale fight for his freedom?’


    Sally’s hand was up in an instant. Despite her earlier reflections on acquiescence, this was not an occasion for seeking refuge in the crowd. Indeed, some might see her gesture as one of challenge, spirited resistance. Yet her motives were crystal clear to her. She wanted to be taken by Tom’s magnificent penis, shafted like a beast in the centre of the arena with all eyes upon her.


    ‘Oh, I’m so pleased, my dear. You may fight for your freedom as well. It is very gratifying that one of our pupils is so quick to respond. Come up.’


    As her colleagues contemplated their status in Jane’s eyes as “pupils”, Sally walked up the steps and climbed to the ring apron. Inez held the ropes so as to ease her way through them. Her quickness in responding had everything to do with obtaining access to the Adonis opposite her in the ring, and nothing much to do with bravado at all. Her primary impulse had been to raise her hand before anyone else did. As these thoughts raced, she began to strip, unbidden.


    ‘Good,’ said her opponent approvingly. ‘The rules are genitals exposed. You will see that I meet you in this as an equal. However, I think we must add the requirement that you divest yourself of your bra. Bra without knickers is never an elegant look, is it, dear?’


    Sally was soon down to just her white suspenders, grey stockings, and white Mary Jane pumps, just as Becky had appeared for the earlier bout. Jane addressed her again.


    ‘Who will begin? Will you be starting this bout, dear? Your partner won’t get very far against us, frankly.’


    Sally glanced at Peter. His cock, framed by white girdle and black stockings, was almost horizontal. She saw Jane’s point, and nodded her assent.


    ‘Excellent.’ Jane moved back toward the ropes, nodding to Inez.


    ‘Wrestle on,’ said the referee.


    Sally realised that she was not to face Tom, but the director herself. She moved toward the centre, betraying a slight hesitance.


    Jane exuded confidence as she strode toward Sally, feeling no need to rush as she closed in. There was, after all, nothing to do except come to grips.


    Sally was expecting a lunge for her crotch, but it did not come. Instead, the larger woman grasped her in a bear hug and began to squeeze.


    Sally gasped as she was bodily turned around, still facing her tormentor, and they lurched in the direction of Jane and Tom’s corner. It made little difference to the tactics of the bout. Sally knew Peter was there merely as a spectator. She suspected that Jane might have enlisted her for this contest had she not volunteered; some intuition told her Jane knew she had screwed Nick anyway.


    Grunting her defiance, she managed to insert her right arm between them. Gradually pushing it down with all the strength she could muster, she finally felt the hairy mound under the corselet hem. Jane’s eyebrows raised as Sally’s middle finger tried to locate the clitoris, which remained hooded in its citadel. Their eyes met. Jane’s gaze became more neutral, the initial angry glare abated. It softened into one of slight astonishment at the brazen assault.


    Sally’s probing was having an effect. Was there some sort of respect here for her now? The thought was blown away like clouds on a wind as Jane altered tactics. Abandoning the bear hug, her hand descended in a determined echo of Sally’s own hold. In this case, though, Jane bypassed the clitoral area and her long finger entered, with minimal resistance, the saturated vagina.


    Rubbing the front wall of the hall of pleasure in an alternate circling and wanking motion, Jane stared inscrutably at her adversary. Sally’s mouth gaped open as her condition was betrayed. The contest was all but over, she knew. Like sumos, the battle lay in the preliminary posturing, the action of dénouement brief and sudden.


    She was thankful that Jane did not begin her game of demanding verbal evidence of supplication, as she had with Nick. Perhaps she had earned a little respect from her conqueror, for such she was. Realisation dawned on Sally that her own hold on Jane’s vulnerability had dropped away without her realising it.


    She now had her hands loose at her sides. Rapt, she spread her legs wider, enjoying fully the command that Jane exerted over her with a single strategic finger. She felt the older woman reach over her head with her free hand, and was vaguely conscious of Tom, tagged, entering the ring behind her.


    She leant forward as Jane withdrew and her secret desire was finally granted. The long cock slid in easily.


    ‘Withdraw.’


    Through a haze, the word entered her mind.


    No!


    The cock was pulling out.


    She entered a domain where agony combined with ecstasy, more powerful than any drug.


    She could only nod as Jane demanded her submission in return for allowing Tom’s cock to sheath itself within her once more.


    ‘Withdraw.’


    The man was fully obedient to his mistress and once more Sally was left high and dry.


    Almost crying with frustrated desire, she collapsed to her knees as she nodded her assent to continued slavery.


    ‘Suck, and you shall earn an equivalent shafting.’


    Sally realised that Jane had beckoned Peter, who now stood before her. She opened her mouth and took his reddened organ. Beginning to bob her head as she attended to the bulbous end, she felt the large cock slide into her cunt once more as Tom’s strong hands, behind her, lifted her at the waist and spread her thighs wide for his pleasure. She co-operated, raising her ready butt as high as she could while simultaneously performing fellatio on Peter, fixated solely on pleasure.


    Out of the corner of her eye, she perceived Peter being bridled by Inez and knew she would follow.


    And it was to be soon, all too soon, as her devoted sucking tipped her weak team mate over his point of resistance, such as it was, and her mouth was filled with hot stickiness.


    True to her word, Jane wordlessly commanded Tom to withdraw, and she remained on all fours, a desperate beast, as Inez bridled her.

  


  
    Chapter Thirteen – Bridled


    


    Sally looked out between the trees. She could see the meadow in the distance. She was in woodland which provided her with some cover from her pursuers. She sensed the presence of Jane in the meadow, dressed in jodhpurs, black riding boots, tweed jacket, and a peculiar brimmed hat, something between a trilby and a peaked hunting hat. She knew Jane had helpers with her, but they were even less corporeal than the vision of Jane she held.


    She turned. The woods were beautiful. Thickly carpeted in bluebells. No thorns or thickets. Dappled in sunlight, which illuminated a wide path running through them, away from her. It occurred to her that the wide gaps between the trees, and the presence of several smaller trails, criss-crossing the thick outcrops of grass and blue flowers, were less than ideal in providing her with cover.


    From the left, behind her, Nick came into her field of vision. He was naked, save for a bridle of the style to which she had recently been introduced. Sally climbed upon him, piggyback fashion. Inserting her feet into stirrups, she was dimly aware that these dangled from a strap around his waist. So not quite naked then. It held no importance. She realised she was also completely naked, as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and goaded him to move.


    Nick, her mount, galloped along the path. After they had made some distance along the track, sunlit by the gap it created between the trees, there was a sudden change, unheralded, as though a page had been turned.


    They now battled through a thicket. So overhung were the trees that a gothic darkness enveloped them. Nick’s thighs were grazed and scratched by the thorny growths nearby. He stumbled. Sally fell with him, and, losing her balance, rolled to the side. A sharp thorn dug into her flank. She looked up from her supine position, expecting to see the goddess, Diana the Huntress, personified by Jane. Surely they were caught now, about to be ensnared.


    The thorn’s prick became more insistent. A moment where all seemed dark turned, in less than a second, to a new dawn swathed in light. Another world had claimed her. For a brief interval she was unable to distinguish which world, if either, was real.


    Sunlight swept into her environment, and the earlier, darker, world was all but forgotten. She twisted into a more lateral position. Now she gradually perceived that she had been lying on a large bean bag; the tag of its zip had been the thorn by which she was so perturbed. Slowly, and with a certain reluctance to totally renounce her dream, she began to evaluate her surroundings.


    



    She was in a stable. A box area carpeted with wood shavings and straw. As in the dream, she was naked. The only thing which differed was the shackle clasping her ankle. The chrome anklet was padded internally, and so provided no discomfort. However, its hinged halves were held together by holed brackets through which a small padlock had been placed. Needless to say, there was no sign of a key in the Spartan environment.


    The shackle was secured to a chain which was in turn anchored to a ring in the far wall. Wooden doors hid little from the outer part of the stable building, being about a metre high, yet mounted with two feet or so of space beneath them.


    The uncompromising bareness of the small area was alleviated only by the presence of four large bean bags, upon which she had slept. They still resembled the nest-like arrangement into which she had put them the night before. In the corner sat a large steel bucket where she could relieve herself. Gazing at it, she reflected on the events of the previous evening.


    Following the débacle of her abject submission in the ring, she and Peter had been harnessed in an identical manner to that bestowed on Nick and Becky earlier. Bridled and attached to long reins, they were then handcuffed, their arms helpless behind them. In this instance it had been Vanessa and Lena who put Sally in restraint, as she watched Inez cuff the tame shemale Peter, already bridled. Vanessa was impartially efficient in her task, whereas Lena took particular pleasure in it, judging by her mocking smile.


    Vanessa had been the one delegated to lead them away. This was the one crumb of consolation for Sally as the more kindly woman applied the tease whip to their buttocks and they left the arena, up through the auditorium past Sally’s competitors. Any deep thoughts of rebellion and mutiny which she harboured seemed a million miles from fruition here, paraded as a loser in front of her rivals, brazenly on show, lowly in her unclothed condition. At least she had been spared the denuding of fleecy muff that had been Becky’s lot.


    Outside, they were led through along the rear driveway and past the gate leading to the quadrangle formed by the house and stables. They entered the gym, which had an adjoining shower area. Sally recognized the open, tiled area where the three showers were as the one where Nick had been ambushed by Tom and Max.


    Here they were allowed to perform ablutions and take a shower, Sally afforded the meagre privilege of nakedness while Peter remained in girdle and stockings. Vanessa had gently requested “no misbehaviour now”, as she released their fetters. What misbehaviour could take place, thought Sally as she soaped herself alongside Peter in his wet stockings? What if she were to make a break for it, run north across the open pasture? She had visions of meeting some farmer astride a tractor, asking for his help, naked as the day of her birth. Explaining how she had escaped incarceration in a mansion of perverted pleasures, throwing herself upon his mercy, his credulity strained well beyond its breaking point.


    And what if the man believed even a fraction of her story, and involved the local constabulary? She pictured herself returning in a standard issue police boiler suit, pointing out Jane’s lair as the uniformed storm troops exacted her revenge. Yet this second strand of reverie lost its appeal as she imagined Jane, turning on the charm with the Chief Inspector, the denizens of her domain fully dressed, respectable. Perhaps she even knew him well, entertaining him in her dungeon from time to time.


    The whole train of thought was ridiculous. Sally’s naturally curious mind had merely ridden it to see how long it took to derail itself. She had not forgotten that there would be a welcome cash reward at the end of all this; yet, at a more primal level, she was enjoying her adventure in this gilded cage. It dawned on her that, were it suddenly to end, as in her daydream, she would feel disappointed, cheated by her return to the everyday world.


    These thoughts had afforded her some distraction, but as she soaped her fanny area, the unrequited lust aroused by Tom’s earlier intrusion came flooding back. She glanced at Vanessa, who watched them. For once, she was inscrutable and distant; Sally discerned no hint of any Sapphic desire in the woman, which might provide her with relief, as she fantasised about the wardress fingering her prisoner’s cunt.


    Instead, they were told to quickly towel themselves and bidden to follow Vanessa round to the stables. No attempt was made to re-bridle or cuff them, Vanessa almost disinterested in demeanour, sure of their acquiescence. Without explanation or flourish, their night-time quarters were shown to them. Sally thought she saw Becky put her head over the doors of a stall further along, but it was quickly retracted and she was left thinking, as when a mouse darts across the dubiously maintained kitchen of one’s student lodgings, did I really see that?


    ‘In.’


    This was all Vanessa said before she clasped Sally in the anklet at the end of the chain. Sally felt almost betrayed at the lack of warmth from Vanessa, who, on a previous occasion, had been so sympathetic to her plight. She seemed to have morphed from an eager and wanton exhibitionist to a middle-ranking dominatrix, in her black skirt, white blouse, stockings, and heels.


    She gazed at Sally, having completed her entrapment by the solitary chain. Sally was looking at her, craving some sisterly kindness. A brief twinkle in the eye was all she saw, but it was extinguished quickly as Vanessa adopted a mask of efficiency edged with an iciness which Sally had not previously seen. Vanessa moved to her side and stared at her charge for a short while before seeming to decide something. Moving nearer, she delivered a resounding slap across Sally’s bare buttock. After this, she gave Sally a quick glance. Two seconds of the inscrutable mask is all you will receive, girl, it seemed to say. Then, turning, she exited without so much as a word to Sally.


    After a moment, the word “In”, addressed to Peter, who had waited obediently outside, signified that all hope of social intercourse with Vanessa was over, as she heard the door creak on a nearby stall.


    Flopping onto the bean bags, Sally eagerly fingered herself. Thinking of Tom, she inserted two fingers of her left hand. But her fantasy grew, and as she rotated her right middle finger upon her clitoris, she imagined Vanessa directing him as she presented herself, arse raised, like a beast of the field in season, accepting impassively the inevitability of the fertile cock. She gazed, in her mind’s eye, down at Vanessa’s shiny high-heeled shoes, black stockinged ankles and shapely calves, cemented in her adoration for this new mistress, obedient and willing, embracing her status way below the goddess who commanded the controlling cock.


    After a shuddering and long-lasting orgasm, she had slept.


    



    While Sally was surveying her new surroundings, such as they were, and recalling Vanessa’s actions in imprisoning her in the stable, Jane was slowly coming to, sensually cosseted in the duvet of her large bed.


    A moment earlier, she had murmured her thanks to Max, who had brought her the customary morning cup of tea. Leaving it by her bedside, he had departed, fully clothed and ready to go about his daily duties.


    I suppose he’ll be enjoying his breakfast shortly, she surmised. In the company of that hussy Lena. He’d better not get any ideas. She meditated on the tribulations of mortality, her age difference with Max. Perhaps she could not prevent it for ever. And Lena was too useful in the kitchen; the thought of advertising for a replacement daunted her slightly. Laziness. The decadence of the privileged. She saw the threat yet vacillated. Time would tell.


    She supped her tea and relaxed, wondering if Liz was yet awake.


    The new acolyte had retired to Nick’s room after their evening of pleasure. Max had remained in Jane’s bed. Though satiated and in need of no more of his ministrations, she felt it important to keep him within her orbit overnight, knowing where he might gravitate to otherwise.


    Having said this, by the time Jane and Liz had finished with him, Max had been in no condition to gravitate anywhere. They had finished by laying him out, Jane queening his face and Liz straddling his cock, facing each other. After a while, sensing her pupil’s tighter young pussy was becoming too much for the flagging yet excited male to resist, Jane had bade the girl change positions with her. After a moment of disappointment, showing clearly in her face, Liz complied, and was then treated to a thorough exploration from Max’s expert tongue, whereupon her expression betrayed her delight and ultimate fulfilment as the sensations from her clitoris exploded through her body.


    Jane had been pleased with her protégée’s attitude. Her cool countenance had boded well as she watched the initial skirmish between Max and his mistress. He had been told to strip naked and then nuzzle Jane’s nipples through her corselet. This he had done, eager and compliant on bended knee, his hands behind him, sporting a bone-hard erection triggered by his role in the scenario.


    When Jane finally stepped back, aloof yet secretly aroused, the panting Max had begged to be allowed to bury his nostrils in her musky garden of pleasure. Yet it was Liz who had been granted his attentions.


    Jane had undone her tight-laced boots, feet raised in turn upon the chair, and rolled down the corselet. She had watched as Liz was granted the reward her poise had earned, which was for Max to sniff at her crotch, breathing deeply as if the undiluted aroma of sweaty, pheromone-rich vagina represented the oxygen of life itself to him.


    For this, the girl had held up her short skirt, savouring the pleasure generated as the zealous nose rubbed against her clitoris. Before long she had divested herself of blouse and bra. She had then kicked off her pumps and pulled away from the kneeling Max. Stepping quickly out of the skirt, she fell back on the bed. Spreading her legs wide, Max had been confronted by the area of tight-knickered flesh which held him in sway, and had at once plunged forward to resume his lustful work.


    It was obvious to Jane that Liz had now also reached fever pitch, and she nodded to Max that he was permitted to help her divest herself of the besmirched panties. As soon as he did this, the pair were ready for one thing only, and Jane, taking pity, nodded once more. Max, diving upon the attractive brunette in her white suspenders and black stockings, found his cock was accommodated within her on an instant.


    A moment of shared ecstasy and relief was followed by a lewd show as Max pumped her vigorously. Quickly and fiercely at first, he slowed for breath, and began a second phase, deliberate, slower yet relentless, while she savoured every moment of the entry and partial withdrawal. He then raised himself and, upright with his knees folded, again pumped her wet chasm, deeply now as she raised both legs and rested them on his shoulders.


    When at length they had paused, Jane had pulled Max back from her. He put up no resistance as she dragged him over to her side of the bed and arranged him on his back. Queening him, her tingling loins began to draw satisfaction from the obedient tongue, and she had watched as the fascinated Liz stirred herself and mounted his cock.


    After Liz’s eventual orgasm, she had been banished to Nick’s room. Her introduction to queening had gone well, but she was to be kept in her place for now. Jane felt she had the makings of an excellent dominatrix, but that was for later.


    In private, she used Max to carry her over the line of heavenly fulfilment, once more smothering his adoring face, gasping as his tongue transported her to that innermost realm. He had subsided quickly after she returned the favour by reaching down and stimulating his balls with her left hand while encircling his cock with her right, soon jettisoning his burden. He woke once during the night and climbed rudely upon her, thrusting his cock brusquely against her lower buttocks as she lay on her front. He evidently held hopes of penetrating from the rear, but she had dozily explained that she wished to sleep, and, in the morning, neither had spoken of the outrageous foray.


    



    She rose and showered. She could hear running water in the en suite next door as she towelled herself, and realised that Liz had woken too. By the time the inevitable knock at the door came, Jane had dried herself. She had fastened herself into a white lacy bra which sculptured her E-cup breasts magnificently. Panties were a less automatic choice, over which she hesitated.


    ‘One moment.’ Liz would have to wait, while she put the lower garment on. Although she felt completely uninhibited in mood this morning, almost gleaning a frisson of excitement at the prospect of presenting herself near-naked in front of an underling, it was nevertheless not a dignified look, bra without panties.


    She drew a minuscule garment up over her legs. Plain white without lacy frills, it was a simple G-string, with barely enough material in the gusset to encompass her ample pussy mound. Far from being her favourite item of underwear, she disliked the “cheesecutter”, as she termed it. It was, however, necessary today. No visible panty line could be allowed to spoil the look she had planned.


    She opened the door, unashamed in her underwear. Liz was standing in the suspenders and stockings she had worn the previous night. The rest of her attire lay strewn, of course, in Jane’s bedroom, where the older woman had flicked it into a corner.


    ‘May I get dressed, Mrs Taylor?’ Jane noticed how Liz had chosen a term of respect, yet one which stopped short of madam or mistress. She let it ride.


    ‘No you won’t need clothes today. In fact … Well, you can keep your stockings on for the time being. Go down as you are, report to Lena in the kitchen, tell her you are entitled to normal breakfast, on my orders.’


    Without further comment, she ushered the girl to her outer bedroom door, thinking that Nick’s door might be locked. Liz entered the corridor wearing just stockings and suspenders, not even her pumps. Not an empowered way to start the day, thought Jane, wondering if the girl had picked up on the nuance that such a thing as an unusual breakfast might exist.


    Which indeed it did, as those locked in the stables were currently finding out.


    Jane chuckled to herself as she climbed into tightly fitting jodhpurs after donning a plain white blouse. The look was completed with black leather calf-length boots with Cuban heels. She selected a pair of soft black leather gloves from a drawer, and found in her wardrobe a black riding helmet with peak, and a short whip. These she carried with her downstairs, laying them on the large desk in her study. Phoning the kitchen on the extension, she politely requested that Lena bring her a continental breakfast.


    Waiting, she contemplated last evening’s events. She had deemed it time to exercise more supervision of the visitors, the boys in particular. If left alone they would no doubt wank themselves stupid as they recalled the displays in the ring. Better to have them milked in some sort of controlled manner, so that today their stamina would not let them down.


    After the bouts, slaves Liz, Fiona, and Steven had been told to accompany their mistresses and master, Jane, Celia, and Tom. The conquered Becky and Sally were accounted for. This left the three male contestants, who were told to congregate in the lounge of the mansion.


    Jane had three female members of staff whom she could deploy. They were allocated one male each. Jane did not anticipate any coy refusals from the horny youths, but she asked Lena to take Max with them to the lounge, to dampen any rowdy spirits and ensure decorum.


    Lena was told to buttonhole Oliver and spend the night with him in his quarters. Inez was similarly allocated to Simon. Vanessa, when she returned from the stables, followed on. She would find just Greg and Max in the lounge by then, the other two having taken their partners for a walk in the grounds prior to retiring. The youth would readily agree to a “romantic” stroll with Vanessa. Like the others, a child in a sweet shop, not believing his luck.


    



    Presently, there was a knock at the study door.


    ‘Enter.’


    The door eased open. The tinkling of a cup and saucer betrayed the motion of a tray being picked up from the floor, and a few moments passed before its bearer entered.


    It was Liz, still in her suspenders and stockings. A white pinafore had been added to the meagre outfit. A halter neck led down to a rectangular upper piece, which struggled to cover the nipples of her prominent breasts. The lower half of the garment, below the thin cord which tied it behind her, was wider, yet its shortness left the serving girl within a couple of inches of outright exposure.


    As she bent forward to set the tray at the side of Jane’s desk, the older woman was able to study the perfect profile of the girl’s pretty rump. The rear of the suspender belt and the white cord of the pinafore, tied just above it in a bow, did nothing whatsoever to hide it, merely acted as a frame for the display of the exquisite work of art.


    Jane had expected Lena, but perhaps she should not be too surprised. Liz was enslaved, the status hardly a secret. Lena had simply taken advantage of it and delegated the errand.


    It was a slight inconvenience. Jane had hoped to talk with Lena about the night’s events. She would have to catch up later. Somewhat frustrated, she decided to take it out on Liz, emphasising at the same time her proprietorial role.


    ‘Where are your shoes?’


    The tone was sharp; Liz, almost involuntarily, responded with an unusual degree of meekness.


    ‘Miss Lena said I would be all right as I was, Mistress Taylor.’


    Was it a slip of the tongue, or had the girl begun to embrace her status, allowing her free will to ebb insidiously under the absolving cloak of submissiveness?


    ‘Did she now? No, it won’t do. You need high heels to complete that outfit. Go and find Mistress Celia. Tell her I want you in five-inch-heel black court shoes.’


    ‘Where will I find her, madame?’


    ‘I don’t know! Don’t question me, just go, and do as you are told. Show some effort. Go!’


    After the door had closed, Jane allowed herself a smile. A spirited girl, she thought, yet obedient and pliable today. It was difficult to get uppity when your bare arse was on show for everyone to view. The highest of heels would just add to the effect, as the posterior jutted out to compensate for the raised heels, and thereby maintain the awkwardly teetering posture of the subservient.


    The thought of Liz hobbled cheered her as she picked up the phone and pressed the number for Inez’s surgery. Perhaps she would have more luck.


    Indeed she did, for the Frenchwoman responded almost immediately.


    ‘Good morning, Inez.’


    ‘Good morning, Jane.’


    ‘Have you any news for me? How did you get on last night?’


    ‘Mais oui. Do you wish me to call on you?’


    ‘If you would, dear. I’m in the study.’


    ‘I have a soupçon of cereal to finish, I shall be with you tout de suite.’


    ‘Very well.’


    It was not long before Inez appeared. Today, unusually, she had left her slacks off and wore a black midi-length pencil skirt over calf-length leather boots. The familiar black theme was offset partially by her blouse, in a dark mauve which complemented the tone of her wonderfully smooth skin. A black velvet choker adorned her elegant neck, jewelled with a single dark blue stone in a tiny silver clasp at the front.


    Her hair, usually casually draped in its short, gamine style, was today swept back, emphasising the matching sapphire earrings she wore. A picture of elegance, she was the composed and well-heeled lady of leisure, no longer the elfin-featured medic Jane was so familiar with.


    ‘Well. You look gorgeous. So how did it go?’


    ‘Ah, oui. Very well. He is a most pleasant young man. He was most grateful and attentive. Well brought up and polite.’


    ‘Good. That’s nice to hear. So he’s reasonably … pliable?’


    Inez laughed.


    ‘Naturellement. He is my little toy boy. You wish to hear about things of a more risqué nature, n’est-ce pas?’


    ‘Naturellement, chérie.’


    They both tilted their heads back and broke into peals of laughter.


    ‘Well. After the apologies for spunking all over my hand and face when I tickled his balls …’ Inez chuckled. ‘He was most attentive for the rest of the night. Is it not wonderful how these young men can rejuvenate themselves so quickly? He has a lovely cock; I gave him a little tuition in its use. I think he is in love with me, poor dear. But that is OK.’


    ‘Hmm. You have done well.’


    ‘He will be no trouble, I am sure.’


    ‘Good. Stay with him, then, as your responsibility. We must start getting these remaining boys properly trained, now.’


    ‘Of course. Is that all?’


    ‘For now, Inez. We’re doing the blindfold stabling this morning. Have him ready for about half-past ten.’ Jane added an afterthought. ‘You haven’t milked him dry, have you?’


    Inez paused on her way out.


    ‘No. He will be OK. But maybe I find a chastity belt for him till then, no?’


    Jane’s expression was somewhere between amazement and amusement as she failed to find a suitable verbal response. It was impossible to register disapproval when faced with Inez’s charm. Poor Simon was no doubt completely under her spell after a night of lovemaking. Besotted. He wouldn’t have stood a chance.


    So. Oliver and Lena. Perhaps the only flies in her ointment. As she thought of this, Vanessa knocked and entered.


    Her report was much as Jane had expected. She had gone for a moonlit stroll with Greg, chatted to him about his life and aspirations, feigned an inordinate interest in his rugby-playing antics, followed by inviting herself to his quarters.


    The eager puppy, rapt and bewitched, had stripped at her command once they had turned the catch on his bedroom door. He hadn’t noticed, or did not care about, the slight change in her normal tone of voice.


    While he was still in the middle of asking if she was going to undress too, he found himself clasped in a tight hold, his balls quickly gathered in her right hand. From here, a passionate assault, her lips kissing him, hungry yet assertive, ended with him tumbling backward upon the bed. Then, naked, his balls and cock were endlessly manipulated as Vanessa made herself comfortable upon him. He was able only to loosen her skirt at the side zip, but further progress was denied as she manoeuvred herself astride his chest. His weakness enveloped him, emanating from his captured genitalia and infecting the rest of his body.


    As she felt his efforts to remove her garments become more feeble, she took the chance to station herself further back. Hitching her skirt up and clambering with her legs over his arms, he was pinioned, face under a tight-pantied cunt. The odour entered his nostrils and she sensed his heavier breathing, each intake leaving him less able to resist the incursion of the determined dominatrix.


    He could not have expected this from Vanessa. The exhibitionist waitress of the earlier few days had turned, showing him just how powerful a woman could be. At length, half-suffocated in the atmosphere of sweaty crotch imbued with the most personal of scents, he had been allowed respite. He had been offered a truce from further assault, on condition that he agreed there was no question of him playing the role of master in their relationship. Staring up at her as she stepped out of the loosened skirt, his pummelled cock twitched its desire as she stood above him, hands on hips, black stockings, white suspenders under large white knickers, white blouse revealing the outline of a strong white bra. She was the embodiment of voluptuous and confident womanhood. No boyishness, no slightness of build, but curvaceous and proud of it.


    His answer was a mere formality when she asked if he would do as she said now. The fight was out of him, had it even been there in the first place.


    He assented, with a murmur, to her conditions, and was rewarded with a merciful release, as she bent over his cock, grasped it at the root, and enveloped the bulbous end in her mouth. Neither did she recoil from the inevitable and prompt ejaculation, but rose inscrutably afterwards, mouth closed. Her gaze seemed to indicate that with his semen, she felt she had captured some part of his soul. His body too was hers, as, within seconds, he succumbed to sleep.


    



    Jane congratulated Vanessa, her friend from earlier days. At first a curious tourist at Jane’s enterprise, she had by this year embraced the experience fully, and had grown into a reliable ally, enjoying her dalliance with the variety of roles she was enabled to play.


    They chatted for a while, reminiscing about the times they had worked together in the Health Service years ago. Those days when girlish hearts rode the rollercoaster of emotions, soaring and dipping seemingly at the whim of some half-oblivious, half-uncaring, handsome registrar to whom they had taken a shine.


    Now, hardened by life, the field was theirs. And especially here, in Jane’s private and almost enchanted domain. Theirs were the whims, the passions undenied. Men existed merely to please them. If one fell short, another was soon to hand.


    Vanessa raised the conjecture of how Frank, Jane’s first husband, would have reacted to all this. She smiled, waiting for Jane’s reply.


    The topic was no surprise to Jane. These conversations with Vanessa always seemed to lead back round to it. And the answer was always the same. A shrug, for how could they know? The question was hypothetical.


    Frank was gone, from a sudden heart attack in his prime. A multi-millionaire industrialist, he had left Jane very well provided for, in shares, funds, and this Hall at the edge of the Yorkshire Wolds, where she spent much of her time. It had previously been a facility for his various companies to lay on corporate training courses, bonding weekends, and the like, but she had hived it off into her own name now. Not that the companies, in which she held directorships, were in any way precarious; but she preferred the degree of security which a healthy personal fortune allowed. Although she made the Hall available from time to time, mostly to the companies who had previously used it, she enjoyed the privacy that ultimate control brought. After all, why work too hard when one could play?


    Vanessa was the only one privy to the real story behind Frank’s sudden death. Jane had revealed it to her in a moment of unguarded confession. They went back a long way, when all was said and done. The wine had been flowing and it was still within a year of the funeral.


    Jane realised she could never put the cat back in the bag, so to speak. She was thankful that Vanessa was such a faithful confidante. Although she trusted Celia and Inez equally well, she had no desire to blurt the story to them also. Why spread word of one’s indiscretions more than strictly necessary? She regarded the incident, in some ways, as a moment of weakness.


    After Frank’s death, she had taken up a place at university to study psychology. It was here, later, that she had met Nick. The subject had interested her and provided a diversion from her inevitable trips to London for board meetings. Thankfully Frank’s managing directors had been sympathetic, mostly honest and polite. The degree had provided an outlet, an escape. In some ways, it was of Mickey Mouse stature compared to boardroom politics. It shared the characteristic of being rather too far up its own arse, though, which amused her.


    For a project on the criminal mind, she had researched the lives of the Mafiosi. It was hard to find reliable reportage that was not sensationalised, yet she had gone into some depth on the subject. What had struck her most was the bizarrely skewed moral compass bred by daily life as a member of a secret society.


    These people belonged to a tradition where Catholicism held sway over the common populace, a religion basing its psychological hold on the principle of confession. Yet the “Men of Honour”, as such they termed themselves, would live their whole lives, if necessary, seemingly unburdened by the most heinous of crimes which they had committed.


    Was it the membership of a brotherhood of like-minded murderers that gave them the strength to live by the code of Omerta, of silence? Surely no normal socialised being could endure such pressure alone, were they not a psychopath? Yet, on the other hand, consider the average everyday murder, if one might term it so. Most murders seem to be committed close to home, within family. It’s where the police first look. Yet how many people confess? None. Who wants to face years in jail? So perhaps the perpetrator of the crime passionnel is no different from the Mafioso in that respect   just far less professional about it.


    In her own case, the issue was less precipitous. She would not be frog-marched to penal misery should the entire story enter the public domain. She was sure no barrister could prove any culpability on her part. Nevertheless she preferred not to watch films which featured the archetypal noir femme fatale these days.


    It was sufficient for the death certificate to read “myocardial infarction”. Surely no one would want to open the door to the world of inconclusive litigation which might ensue had it read “heart attack due to inability to draw sufficient breath exposing an underlying health problem which no one knew about until a large-arsed woman pressed down firmly upon him while performing the act of cunnilingus, enveloping his face under her ample rump and being so carried away by the felicitations of his tongue and the spectacle of his priapic loins that his sudden stillness left her shocked and bereft, unable to initially comprehend the reality of her lover’s departure from his place on life’s stage”.


    No. Nobody wanted that. They shared a moment of silent contemplation.


    Eventually, Jane spoke.


    ‘I think,’ she said, ‘Frank would be glad that we seem to be avoiding dispatching these young men in droves, despite your evident propensity for a spot of heavy queening.’


    ‘I do try,’ said Vanessa. ‘Not to kill them, I mean. Sorry. Didn’t mean it like that.’


    ‘No, it’s OK. After all, Frank was found on his own in bed, wasn’t he?’


    ‘Oh yes. Of course.’


    ‘Well, I’ve got to go. Bring the lad down for 10.30.’


    ‘OK.’


    The sounds of activity around the house had increased. Jane walked with Vanessa into the hallway.


    ‘See you later.’


    ‘OK, Jane.’


    They looked briefly at one another. Each knew the friendship to be steadfast. Vanessa climbed the stairs and walked toward the east wing.


    



    Sally, in her stable, was stirred at the sound of footsteps. Standing, she looked out over the low door, unabashed, like a curious foal.


    It was Tom who approached. He was dressed in cream jodhpurs and a plain white shirt. The morning was already warming up, and the top three buttons remained undone. Black leather boots, coming to just below the knee, contrasted sharply with the shirt and breeches.


    Sally’s romantic fantasies were triggered almost at once. However, there was little that Jane Austen would have directly described about the flow of juices in her cunt which had now begun to accompany them.


    She decided to remain bold, continuing to stare at the paragon of masculinity as he approached. He paused near her stable gate, thinking. Returning her gaze, he spoke. Her heart skipped at the desired result, although his words were mundane.


    ‘Well, how are you?’


    It was a thoroughly stupid question, really. She was provoked into a barely more imaginative rejoinder.


    ‘Um, let’s see. I’m naked in a stable on the end of a chain. Apart from that, I suppose I’m absolutely fine.’


    He was nonplussed, searching for a reply.


    ‘Right. Yes, I see your point. I must get on, though. I’m not supposed to speak to the submissives.’


    She was stung by the word and came back with a strong reply.


    ‘What are you, a man or a mouse?’


    A frown shaped itself on his handsome features. He paused, but no further response came. Then he turned and moved toward the other stables.


    She cursed her boldness. It was good to be forthright, but here it had cost her any further interaction. She should have been subtle, seductive.


    She thought of Tom’s cock constrained within the tight breeches, far from her reach. Remaining at the stable door, she began to finger herself as she listened for what might be happening further along.


    Various knockings and clickings were followed by the spectacle of Nick and Peter coming out of their stables. She peeped over her gate to watch and saw Tom take a four-foot whip down from a hook on the wall. He spoke to the hapless two. They were still girdled, Nick in the pink waspie and stockings, yet without the girlie wig. In this state, he looked even more conquered, somehow.


    ‘Come on then, sissies. Let’s go for your shower. No misbehaviour, please, I don’t want to have to bridle you.’


    With that, one stroke of the whip upon each shemale arse was enough to establish mastery, and the two trotted out, tottering on their heels.


    Tom paused near Sally’s door. She noticed Becky put her head over the gate of the adjoining stable as he spoke. She continued to play with herself. He would not see this unless he came closer and peered over.


    ‘I’m taking these two for their shower and ablutions. I’ll make them strip each other down so their little outfits don’t get wet. Somebody will be along for you two girls shortly.’


    This recitation of facts did little for Sally. In her idealised fantasy of Tom, she craved some spark of intellectual intercourse, but the reality thwarted her. Perhaps he was just an ex-military meathead physical training instructor. Perhaps that was all there was to him. She went for broke.


    ‘Prefer to watch the sissies soaping themselves, do we? Can’t cope with the thought of a wet pussy waiting for you in here?’


    He stared a moment, then his face broke into a smile.


    ‘You’ll have to wait.’


    As he turned and left, she analysed the result. He had exhibited self-control, and, therefore, mastery over her. She had presented herself as a cock-craving, brazen tart.


    Although with head held high, she had still lost the encounter. Perhaps she should keep herself on the boil till he returned, in the hope something might happen. She sank back on the bean bags, wanking slowly and deliciously, eyes shut.


    When she opened them ten minutes later, it was to see not Tom, but Celia, staring down at her over the door.


    



    When Jane entered the kitchen, she saw just Liz and Fiona at the table, eating cereal. While Liz remained in her suspenders, stockings, and apron, Fiona was completely naked. There was no sign of Lena. Neither girl was able to tell Jane where she had gone.


    Jane left them and continued her tour. In the dining room, Oliver and Simon were taking a late, leisurely breakfast with Inez. The young men’s towelling robes ensured decorum for now. They would be divested soon enough, thought Jane.


    Vanessa and Greg would be on their way down soon. So … no Lena.


    She left them and went back down the corridor to the back door. Walking around the stable block, she came to the showers at the small gym. Looking in, she was treated to the view of Nick bending down to clasp a suspender on his waspie. Showered and fresh, his hair slicked back, the pose was one of artistic elegance save for the erotic note struck by his semi-erect cock.


    The sight pleased her greatly. While a pang of sympathy for his plight struck her, it was mixed with satisfaction and delight at her ultimate triumph. She almost wished to sample his athletic body there and then, the more so as he looked up at her and his cock grew to fullness.


    But there was no time for that now. And certainly not in front of the servants, as the saying went. She looked at Tom, staring disinterestedly at the hapless Peter, who had finished towelling and was pulling his roll-on girdle up, an action that no man or woman on earth was able to perform with poise.


    ‘Carry on.’ She turned and left, knowing that her tightly encased arse in the jodhpurs would ensure Nick’s continued torment. In no way would his male pride permit him to wank in front of Tom, even had his supervisor allowed it. So he would have to make his way back through the open air to the stables, erect and unsatiated. His consciousness would be filled, big, jodhpured arse pushing out any rational, everyday thoughts. This thought entertained her, but another nagged at her. No Lena yet. The options were running out as she crossed the gravel toward the garages, Max’s domain.


    Her footsteps crunched across the gravel. Any potential miscreant could not help but be alerted to her approach. Almost imperceptibly, her pace quickened.


    As she entered the main garage she saw Max by the workbench behind the Jaguar. Lena was indeed with him. There was no real awkwardness about the pair, yet no conversation either, as though they had heard her approach and suspended whatever discussion they had been having.


    Jane gazed at them as she bade them good morning. Max was in his car-washing attire: white singlet; blue shorts, and bare feet in trainers. He eschewed the modern long and baggy shorts, which Jane thought did nothing for a man whatsoever. She approved of the ones he wore, which, although loose and comfortable, lived up to their designation, and revealed most of his stocky thighs.


    Lena’s outfit consisted most strikingly of black leather high-heeled boots, which came to just above her knees, a notch at the rear enabling the leg to flex. Above them, black nylons could be discerned, before the shocking contrast of the pleated white skirt which ended just above the boots. Her upper body was clothed in a scarlet vest top, fairly thin straps hiding her bra, yet revealing her shoulders.


    Jane thought the combination decidedly lacking in taste, the transition from demure to raunchy at the hemline too abrupt. Yet there was no denying its eroticism. Lena was one of those girls who could make almost any clothing combination look good. She found herself wondering what underwear would be revealed were the honey-skinned beauty to strip down.


    The incipient daydream of Sapphic admiration distracted her as Lena replied, ‘Good morning, Jane. What brings you over here?’


    Jane paused, her intended remark unformed. Instead, she responded with the obvious rejoinder.


    ‘I might ask you the same question.’


    ‘Max and I were just chatting. He was telling me about your sports car.’


    ‘Oh.’ A weak and ineffectual response. She was caught off-guard by the gambit. Lena was really saying, “I don’t have to have a reason to be here. I’ll do what I want.”


    ‘Yes. I’d love to have a go in it.’


    ‘I didn’t think you drove, Lena.’ Another poor move. Saying, “Perhaps I’ll give you a ride in it sometime”, or suchlike, would have been far better, designating her employee in the role of passenger. Instead she had opened the debate to the topic of driving, an act of control and mastery. Even if Lena didn’t drive, the assumption that she wanted to get behind the wheel would have flattered her.


    ‘Oh yes. I passed my test last year. First time with no faults. The driving examiner was eating out of my hand.’


    ‘Oh. I’m impressed.’ Jane could see that Max had a more cynical view as, behind Lena, he smiled broadly and stifled a guffaw. She entertained the thought of ordering him to strip and tanning his arse for his insolence and sexism; but the hypothetical act opened the door to a fantasy of a threesome, herself and Lena vying to take advantage of the naked chauffeur. This she could not countenance.


    ‘Something to say, Max? About female drivers?’ she challenged him.


    ‘No, madam.’ He paused. ‘Perhaps about Miss Lena. Not about female drivers.’


    Lena, stung, stepped toward him. Her voice was strident within the enclosed space of the garage.


    ‘Are you calling me a liar, Max?’


    With that, before his lips had fashioned a reply, her hand moved with an assassin’s speed and delivered a resounding slap on his cheek.


    The act seemed to stun all three of them. Moments passed in psychological paralysis as each contemplated the change in interpersonal dynamics that it had brought about. Jane felt things sliding out of her control.


    ‘That’s enough, Lena. Max, apologise to her. I won’t have you accusing my staff of lying because of some sexist whim.’


    ‘I am sorry, Miss Lena.’


    The ritual phrase, whether he believed in it or not, served its purpose of enabling them all to move forward. Jane wanted to pretend the change in status between her two employees had not occurred.


    ‘Lena, I want a word with you about Oliver. He’s on his own at breakfast. Should you not be supervising him?’


    ‘On his own?’ Lena seemed momentarily dazed, not quite her usual forthright self.


    ‘OK, Inez and Simon are there. But I wonder why you’ve left him. He can be rather an uppity customer.’


    ‘Don’t worry, Jane. I’ve got him eating out of my hand.’ An afterthought occurred to her. She smiled. ‘Just like the driving examiner.’


    The uncharacteristic foray, on Lena’s part, into light humour, caused Jane to laugh. As they both chuckled, the ice was melted a little.


    ‘Well if that’s the case, Lena, then well done. But make sure he is ready for the event at 10.30. I can’t have you out here talking about sports cars all day.’


    ‘OK, I’ll get over there in a few minutes.’


    A few minutes for what? thought Jane. The girl was still determined to challenge her, to push the boundaries. Odd that she thought of her as “the girl”. Lena was, after all, nearly thirty years old. Jane felt a pang of middle age, if middle age could be described as a condition.


    It dawned on her that they were at an impasse. Lena had once more played cleverly, like a chess player engineering a situation which restricted her opponent’s options severely. Jane could challenge her, or accept the stalemate and take her leave. The former option could result in an unpredictable confrontation, a shouting match that might leave her weak and damaged in the eyes of any who might hear or witness it. Even if she emerged victorious, it would no doubt be at the cost of losing her cook; Lena was too proud to accept a semi-public dressing down.


    ‘See you later, then.’


    She turned and walked from the garage. It was perhaps a drawn game, but felt like a defeat. She had been on the back foot much of the time. Jane was a fighter and did not enjoy the way she felt. She thought of turning and confronting the girl; the nuclear option of giving her the sack would probably be the result.


    No. Her rational mind won the decision. There would be another day.


    As she crossed the gravel yard between the garages and the gym, she was confronted with a welcome diversion. Around the corner from the stables there appeared a figure, shuffling along. It was Becky, who was completely naked apart from a short bar some 18 inches long which was cuffed at each end to the girl’s ankles.


    ‘Well, now. What have we here?’ said Jane as they met. ‘Why are you on your own?’


    ‘Mistress Celia has sent me to the showers, madame. She said she had to deal with the other girl. She said if I tried to escape I might find it difficult to explain what I was doing naked and chained.’


    ‘Indeed. Indeed. Would you, though?’


    ‘Er, would I what, madame?’


    ‘Try to escape.’


    ‘No, madame. Of course not.’


    ‘Good. You are my slave after all, are you not?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    They stood motionless as Jane paused for thought. Then a whim prompted her and she put her hand upon the girl’s shaven fanny. Her middle finger rested against the outer labia, teasing the victim with a tantalising aperitif of what might follow.


    ‘Yes, you are my slave. Do you enjoy it?’


    The girl gasped, then gave an answer which seemed far deeper felt than just a play for credit.


    ‘I embrace it, madame. I submit fully.’


    ‘Excellent. Did you enjoy fucking my husband back in town when I wasn’t there?’


    Becky gasped and grimaced. The finger moved slightly. With her legs slightly apart as they were, she could not defend against its gradual intrusion, even had she wanted to.


    ‘Tell the truth. You enjoyed him?’


    ‘Yes, madam.’ She had reverted to the Anglicised form of the address in her anxiousness. Jane noted that the French form, Madame, seemed associated in the girl’s mind with moments when she could luxuriate in abject surrender. Such subtleties pleased her.


    Now, the servile wench had fear in her mind as the questioning continued.


    ‘Tell me all about it. Why did you think it all right to fornicate with someone else’s husband?’


    ‘I’m sorry, madam.’


    ‘I’m not interested in apologies. Tell me what happened.’


    ‘He was good to me. Kind. He was attentive in bed, he made me feel better than any of the boys I had been with. I was flattered. I suppose I rationalized it. He told me nothing about being married, really.’


    ‘Really? I find that hard to believe. He said nothing about me at all?’ She pressed somewhat harder with her finger. ‘Speak. Speak or I shall leave you high and dry, crying for satisfaction.’


    ‘He said you weren’t that close. The magic had died. Typical male bullshit that I fell for like a fool.’


    ‘Now I believe you. And where did you fuck? Did he take you back to our house in the suburbs?’


    ‘Yes. I’m so sorry.’


    ‘No, you’re not or you wouldn’t have done it. And how did he fuck you? Tell me.’ Her voice was cold and demanding, the slight rise in tone at the end of the sentence indicating that an answer was expected without delay.


    ‘He did it all ways. He particularly liked bending me over and doing it doggy style. He said you didn’t do it like that with him very often. I liked to suck his cock and then splay myself on my knees on the bed like a bitch on heat. He fucked me long and hard and he fucked me slow and easy. I’d never had it like that before. He reached round and played with my clitty and drove me into a frenzy. Oh God …’


    Becky had become highly aroused and speech now deserted her. Jane allowed her finger to linger and probe a while longer. Then, easing her actions so as not to leave the girl too frantic, she desisted.


    ‘Right. Get showered. Don’t frig yourself, as you will be put to the cock shortly and I want you to be ready.’


    She heard gravel crunch. The sound was coming from Lena’s leather boots as she left the garage and headed in their direction. Jane seized the opportunity. Two birds with one stone.


    ‘Lena, supervise this tart in the shower. Make sure she doesn’t wank herself off, I want her primed for the event. I have things to do.’


    Lena could not reasonably refuse the request after the leeway she had earlier enjoyed. Sure enough, she jerked her head sideways in a silent command to Becky to get into the gym.


    



    Jane moved toward the stables. Celia must be somewhere thereabouts.


    She entered, but found no sign of Sally or Celia. Nick and Peter were there, back in their large cubicles, tethered by the ankle chains.


    She spared a moment to study Nick in his predicament. He must have stood as the sound of her boots prefaced her arrival, for his gaze met hers as she looked over the small wooden door. She moved closer, taking in the sight. He was once more in the pink waspie and black stockings, though the high-heeled mules lay to one side. Clean and washed with hair slicked back.


    Had he put up any resistance to being shackled after his shower? Tom would have been able to get Peter to assist him in the deed if necessary, for the young transvestite’s obedience was assured. Or had he acquiesced to the inevitable, accepting his new role in her grand design?


    She looked at him and he continued to return the gaze. Plaintive and sheepish for the most part, she decided, with perhaps just a small spark of fire and pride still burning. This pleased her, as she took more interest and pleasure in dominating those who were not fully crushed. While the attentions of someone like Peter were welcome and relaxing, she enjoyed the challenge of a little resistance, which always made the submission, once secured, so much more satisfying.


    She watched, pleased, as his cock rose. She continued to stare at it, an act which seemed to encourage it in its growth. Soon it was in full tumescence. His hand strayed toward it and grasped it. He must know what a sight he looked. Had he no self-respect? Evidently not.


    ‘Jane …’


    She continued to stare, coldly.


    ‘Hasn’t this gone far enough?’


    She let several seconds drip by before favouring him with a reply.


    ‘Not really, Nick, no. Or, shall I say, it’s gone as far as I want it to for the time being? But you are never going to be able to pay enough to redress your transgression, are you? Not really. Not when you shagged her in our house when I wasn’t there.’


    She noted the surprise that registered in his eyes. He sank to his knees.


    ‘Jane. I’m sorry …’


    ‘Shut up.’ She hated apologies; they were worthless. Have faith in your deeds or don’t act was her motto. His act of abasement and contrition disgusted her. As if in empathy with this, his cock shrunk back.


    ‘I’m going, Nick. Don’t fucking wank yourself, I might have use for you later.’


    She turned on her heel, not wanting to see the effect of her verbal salvo. It was rare for her to swear, and she had fairly spat the word at him. Yet she had left him with the slight hope of being able to perform later. Enough to keep him on tenterhooks, she hoped. Yet he could wank or not, she thought, and it would concern her little.


    The marriage was as good as over in her mind. She found herself dismayed, more than she wished to be, as she walked across the courtyard to the house. He had been good fun for a long time at first, but faithlessness   true faithlessness behind her back   she found almost impossible to forgive. It was not the first time, she was certain.


    But it would be the last. Thank goodness for the pre-nuptial agreement. She would not want him to benefit from the wealth Frank had left to her. He would not be destitute; lecturers were absurdly well paid for what they did. After a few years, when they had their patter rehearsed, it was money for old rope, she thought.


    Not that she hadn’t enjoyed her time as a mature student, toward the end of which they had fallen heavily for each other. She recalled parties in academia: middle-class lecturers so far up their own arses that the real world was on another planet; raucous students immersed in recreational drugs and cheap red wine; summer days with no responsibility except to oneself.


    So. How would she fare if she wished to continue without him? The logistics of recruiting eight students for these annual sojourns might prove a little more difficult.


    She resolved to think about it later. Pausing at the back door, she wondered whether to continue to the walled garden. Inez and the two youths might be still at breakfast, watching her from the French windows. She did not wish to be observed in her solitude.


    The decision was made for her as the back door opened. She was confronted with the sight of Sally, naked, about to come forth. The door had been pulled back by Celia, who stood one pace behind the girl, her face a mask of severity.


    Sally’s hands were behind her. As she advanced, Jane stepped aside to inspect her progress, seeing that the hands were cuffed. The only other things the captive wore were her boots, the same precarious skyscraper heels that had hobbled her on previous occasions. Now, there was no chain latched to the back of each boot. However, the young woman proceeded with great care, mindful of the teetering devices which induced such a precarious gait.


    Celia carried a tease whip, three feet long. A backhanded twitch caused it to contact the slave’s left buttock, and she winced at the sting produced by the thin, flaccid end piece as it flicked upon her flesh.


    Jane was surprised somewhat by Celia’s outfit. She was fully clad below the waist, though the tightly fitting black leather trousers she sported could not do other than ooze sexuality as they clung to the wearer’s prominent and well-rounded buttocks. They were encased at the bottom by calf-length high-heeled boots, also in black, ensuring a smooth silhouette which did justice to her long, well-proportioned legs.


    It was by the sight above the waist, though, that the eye was ambushed. Here she had dispensed with any blouse and wore only a black bra. Substantial in its construction, it needed to be, for Celia’s breasts were abnormally large. Nevertheless it retained a lacy femininity as it cupped her, accentuating a milky-skinned chasm of cleavage.


    The brazenness of it gave Jane pause. Was it not a little early in the morning for this sort of thing? She greeted Celia with an observation.


    ‘You look stripped for action. What’s going on?’


    ‘I’m sorry Jane, but it is rather hot.’ The day was indeed already warming significantly, continuing the run of good weather they were enjoying. She continued, ‘I found this slut in the stables wanking herself off. So I’ve decided to punish her. She will be placed upon the special pommel in the small stables. With your approval, of course.’


    ‘I see. Yes, that’s fine. You needn’t worry about the Rebecca girl; I got Lena to supervise her in the showers. As much to keep Lena busy as anything else.’


    ‘Quite. That’s good. Well, we must get on. Did you wish to see?’


    ‘D’you know, I think I might. There’s no mad rush to get going, is there? Yes, let’s put her on to stew for a bit.’


    With a stroke of the whip, Sally was propelled forward. Celia pointed out the direction that was required, and the tottering captive was corralled into the part of the building on the far side of the quadrangle, at 90 degrees to the site of her overnight incarceration.


    Within here were smaller cubicles, again with the half doors. They seemed newer than those in the other stable block, purpose built. No horse would fit within them, though; they were too shallow in depth, too narrow in width.


    They passed these doors and arrived at an open area used to store various items of equipment, most notably two sets of padded wooden stocks for the restraint of head and hands. It was to an adapted piece of gym equipment that Sally was guided, though. A pommel horse such as gymnasts used for their routines, with the twin grab handles protruding upward from the body. But the four legs had been shortened, and it was most prominently adapted from its previous purpose by the addition of a large, black dildo at the centre, sticking up between the two handles. A carefully engineered arrangement of webbing straps ensured it remained imperturbably erect, and it was on to this implacable phallus that Sally was guided.


    The shortened legs of the pommel horse enabled her to straddle it with relative ease. The two older women watched intently as she manoeuvred herself above it and positioned her haunches with care and concentration until she was ready to descend upon it, having captured its tip with her wet and willing labia.


    There was no hint of protest or rebellion. Rather, Sally seemed to embrace the humiliation, rolling her hips like a stripper as she sought optimal contact with the phallus.


    She lowered herself upon it, her leg muscles flexing as her cunt gradually accommodated its intrusion. Wet and ready, she soon found herself with it completely embedded, every inch. Her face contorted into a rictus grin of irresistible pleasure as she accepted the impalement.


    She nodded her assent as Celia explained how she would stay there a while, cuffed, her clitoris denied that last bit of stimulation she so craved. With no protrusion other than the long cock, she was unable to manipulate herself upon the apparatus into any position which offered ultimate relief.


    Grasping the hand rail behind her with her cuffed hands, she ground her hips for a time as they watched. Gradually strength deserted her and she realised that she must stay more still upon the tormenting construction.


    Celia and Jane stayed long enough to make sure the girl’s initial strength had been sapped by her pleasure. Her grinding movements had weakened her, and now she sat still. Her own weight upon the phallus conspired for it to dominate her being, and she sat, stuffed and spellbound, as Celia and Jane, laughing, sauntered away.

  


  
    Chapter Fourteen – Country Pursuits


    


    It was some time before Sally’s sojourn on her perch was interrupted. She was vaguely conscious of chirruping birdlife celebrating the bright sun outside as it climbed in the early summer day. The only other notes she discerned were those of footsteps clacking across the paved square at intervals, together with, she thought, perhaps the faint sound of straps or whips contacting flesh amid the indistinct vocalisations of command she thought she could hear.


    Was it just imagination? Her senses were warped. She sat upon the phallus, rapt. It possessed her, in mind now as well as in body, as she rejoiced in the feeling. She longed, when released, to bend and display herself, to be the most wanton and unashamed being. The thought of being a permanent slave to cock gave her no trepidation; indeed, she craved it and would be ready for it if the opportunity presented itself.


    It occurred to her that there seemed no men on the staff who were not controlled by Jane or her cohorts to some degree. Thus, her submission to cock, should it occur, would be a submission, indirectly, to the mistress of that cock.


    Perhaps she could engage with one of her fellow competitors. Rebel and elope with a male who showed some free will. She thought of Oliver’s thick, large cock which she had taken in the cellar the day before. Swooning, she gained some strength from the fantasy and began to push herself up and down on the phallus, her thighs and calves taut with effort, lewd in their muscular beauty.


    At this point, her tormentors returned. Celia, still in only the black bra above her leather trousers and boots, was accompanied by Vanessa, who remained relatively respectable in white blouse and black calf-length skirt.


    Celia voiced her disapproval of the display.


    ‘Look at her. What a wanton bitch. Brace yourself, girl, you will soon be treated to a surprise, one for which I see you are well ready.’


    Without any discussion, the two women stationed themselves either side of Sally and, hooking arms under hers, helped her to an erect stance. The squelch as the dildo exited her well-lubricated vagina testified further to the total absence of any iota of dignity. Sally added the evidence of a gasp as she showed her disappointment at losing the mesmerising intrusion.


    She was guided backward, away from the pommel horse. The shuffling gait which was necessary, on her impossible heels, legs astride, emphasised her powerless status in their hands. Standing, finally, still with hands cuffed behind her, she was fitted with the adornment required for whatever pastime her puppeteers had in mind for the day ahead.


    Vanessa, opening a long cupboard at the side of the room, drew from it first a leather belt, no more than an inch wide, with eyelets at various points upon it. This she fastened at Sally’s waist.


    Returning to the cupboard, she extracted a black leather device, which, Sally realised as Vanessa reached up to her head with it, was some kind of soft helmet. As it was drawn on, it enveloped her head tightly, even to her chin, yet left her face and neck completely free. Sally was intrigued to find that it incorporated, at the sides, large, square blinkers such as a horse might wear.


    Her peripheral vision now denied, she looked down as Vanessa knelt to remove her hobbling boots. These were immediately replaced, though, with customised ankle-length bootees which were almost as incapacitating. Not quite as high, the heel was built up, but merged into the forward part of the sole as one construction. This resulting platform was shaped like a hoof.


    Sally had to bend her instep down, Vanessa pushing to assist her, to slide her foot into the strange shoes. So once more, like an ingénue ballerina, she strained for balance. The difference was that the hoof sole offered more area in contact with the floor, so she feared less for her ankles tipping her sideways than she had with the spiked heels.


    As Vanessa withdrew, picking up and removing the redundant spiked-heel boots, Sally felt a hand touch her left hip. It quickly snaked round and its middle finger stationed itself atop her hairy mound.


    While Sally looked at it, silently hoping for its ministration at her eager clitoris, she was shocked and caught completely by surprise at the follow-up.


    Cold, wet fingers found her anus. One of them, uninvited, probed the opening, gradually deeper as it found its way in. Sally, looking forward, caught a glimpse of Vanessa holding a pot of cold cream. Turning her head, she witnessed Celia’s right hand dip into it before once more invading her. Soon, two, and at times three, fingers moved within her, over again as she was creamed.


    There was a pause. She was left to stand alone, cock-hungry like a bitch in season. She waited as her two mistresses no doubt savoured their dominance, tasting the mental pleasure of command as Sally wallowed in the physical anticipation and degradation they had wrought upon her.


    She glimpsed Celia withdraw another item from the cupboard. She was denied any further sight of it as a hand was placed at the back of her head. At the same time, the back of her belt was gripped and her head pushed gently but firmly forward.


    Sally, prevented from shying away by Vanessa’s grasp of her belt, complied with the mistress’s intention and bent forward. As her head came down to the level of her torso, she was to discover what Celia had brought from the cupboard. A smooth butt-plug entered her anus, its bulbous middle tempered by a smaller diameter at its flange end, so that her sphincter, even lubricated as it was, closed upon it and held the disgustingly fat little phallus within her.


    Lest the arsehole should nevertheless relax and expel the intruder, straps were pulled up from its leather flange, and Sally felt them tighten as the women placed them in the eyelets of her belt at front and rear.


    ‘Spread.’


    It was a shock to hear Celia’s voice, after so much that had taken place silently. Sally took a moment to react, earning her a sharp slap on her buttock. Instinctively, she widened her stance. It dawned on her that the speed of her response was correlated with the thoroughness of her slavery. It was almost autonomic now, Pavlovian and bestial.


    The straps were threaded either side of her labia and drawn to full tightness at the front of her belt. Two more crossed her arse globes diagonally at the rear and were likewise tied to the belt. She was plugged, and plugged she would remain, as long as her mistresses decreed.


    ‘Turn.’


    Celia again, using words as if they were precious jewels, not to be parted with lightly.


    Sally moved round by 180 degrees, hoping this was the required action. She now faced the outer door to the courtyard. It must have been correct, for no chastisement to her buttocks was administered.


    Within a few moments, though, she felt the butt-plug stir within her. After another short period during which she felt various pushing motions, she was left alone, sensing a slight tightening of the straps which secured the plug to her belt.


    Now she saw Vanessa and Celia pull back the heavy bolts which held the outer door. The tall Celia operated the one at the top, while Vanessa was left to deal with another two, at waist and ankle height.


    Celia had moved behind her while Vanessa finished the task, pulling the door open. While heavy, it was constructed accurately and well, opening inwards with no difficulty.


    ‘Move now, girl.’ Celia had been saving her words in a high interest account, thought Sally stupidly, to judge by this comparative torrent. Nor was it yet finished.


    ‘You will go out to the courtyard and obey my directions. Move now.’


    A sharp slap to the posterior with a leather-gloved hand followed.


    Sally trotted forward, eager to avoid a further slap. And indeed it became a proper trot rather than a walk, as she found herself entering the game almost without a conscious decision.


    ‘Good. Continue.’


    Vanessa now moved in front of Sally. Clearly, she was expected to follow. Her “hooves” clicked as she complied. A movement at the rear of the big house caught her eye as she reached the stable block on the left where she had been incarcerated the night before. Here Vanessa paused, and Sally was afforded a moment to witness proceedings.


    It was Fiona, coming from the back door of the house. She was dressed in exactly similar manner to Sally herself: leather helmet; thin belt with thongs forming a knicker-like outline leaving fanny and buttocks bare, and the peculiar hoof-shaped bootees. Sally noticed that the helmet incorporated black leather ear shapes sticking up, as well as the blinkers. And at the girl’s rear trailed an appendage, incongruous in the extreme, yet perhaps not such a surprise in the day’s context.


    It was a tail, expensively made with real animal hair. It was screwed or otherwise securely inserted into the butt-plug which Sally knew Fiona had been fitted with, being so encumbered herself. So that was what the pushing and movement on her plug had meant. She turned her head, looking down, but could not see enough. She moved her right leg back, and shook her hips a little. Yes, there it was: the brush of the horsehair on her leg just above the knee.


    They were mares, she thought. No more, no less. Corralled and domesticated.


    Fiona was also bridled. A brass and leather fabrication fitted over her helmeted head, incorporating rings at the sides and a small ball-gag in her mouth to serve as a bit, tied securely with a buckle at the back of her head.


    A brown leather lead was attached to her bridle by the side rings, the two strands combining into one long, plaited length a foot or two ahead of her. The plaited section was held by Lena, her handler, who had led Fiona out of the back door. Behind the captive strolled Jane, smiling, in jodhpurs and blouse, holding a short whip.


    She had no need of it, for Fiona was completely obedient, her face expressionless. Sally wondered why the fiery-natured girl seemed so quelled. Perhaps obedience was a pre-requisite for their next task, and this had been explained to her.


    Whatever the case, Sally’s own obedience appeared to be taken for granted by her handlers. She had little time to reflect on this before they were guided into the stable block. Lena pulled Fiona forward through the door. Sally was instructed to follow. Should she bolt, and try them out? The thought of some degree of whipping, combined with her growing fascination with what might occur next, resulted in her meek compliance.


    They were led a little further along this time, past the cubicle areas where Sally, Becky, Nick, and Peter had been tethered overnight. Here, at the end of the block, were entrances to four cubicles, narrower than the others. Fiona was pushed into the second one by Lena, who followed her in.


    No sooner had Sally witnessed this than she was likewise bundled forward by Celia behind her, and found herself in the tight confines of a stall. The space was further restricted by a horizontal shelf at the far wall. A deep, padded bar extended across the space, incorporating a U-shaped recess in its centre, at waist level. She was now pushed toward this.


    A slap, this time harder than before and repeated on her other buttock, forced her forward as she baulked.


    ‘Come on now, dear.’ She heard Vanessa’s soothing voice. ‘Co-operate or we shall have to bridle you.’


    ‘I think we may do that anyway.’ Celia’s voice, cold, dispassionate.


    Sally, disappointed and alarmed, began belatedly to resist. As she tried to back out from the waist-pinching buttress, she was repeatedly slapped by Celia. At the point at which she paused in her struggle, wondering whether to battle any longer against the despair that grew within her, she felt the bridle being drawn over her head by Vanessa. Simultaneously, Celia must have grabbed her tail at the hilt, for she felt the butt-plug thrust in rude unison. With it she went, forward into her tight stall, tamed.


    ‘Good.’


    It was Jane who spoke. Sally tried hard to follow what was being said, while Vanessa fastened her bridle and bit, attaching its side rings to straps which were mated with metal rings mounted on the wooden wall ahead of her, so that her head was pulled forward, even as her hind quarters remained as they were, pert and available as she leant down.


    She detected no hint in Jane’s monologue that her resistance had caused any penalty. Her handlers seemed to think it of little consequence, normal in the situation. Thank goodness for that. Perhaps she could regain some lost ground in the competition if she excelled at whatever was required of them.


    Her cuffs were finally released and Vanessa transferred each hand to fixed wrist straps which were fastened to the shelf ahead of her. It was a relief to feel the change, even though her condition was one of equal helplessness. Her will to break away at this key moment was weak now, her head already loosely restrained. She became aware of Vanessa fastening another padded beam, recessed to encompass the rear of her torso, into place over her bent waist. With either side fitted flush to its lower counterpart, the clicking of its locking catches fully sealed her fate.


    Jane’s voice became clearer in her consciousness.


    ‘… I see you are all properly stabled. Good. We will continue with today’s test. You four bridled mares are to be mounted by our available stud males. Your task is to identify which male has mounted you and report it to your handler. Until then, there is to be no attempt at speech whatsoever. Your males are likewise tasked with your identification; they will be blindfolded and mute.


    ‘There are no rules regarding ejaculation; of course, the longer the male lasts, the more chance you may have of identifying each other. I propose to offer eight points today for a successful identification, so those of you who manage it will advance your cause considerably in our contest.


    ‘Mares! You have four choices. The first three are straightforward   Oliver, Simon and Greg. The other male is more troublesome; given Steven’s predilections, we feel he may not be up to the task. Therefore a substitute has been brought in. You are not to know who it is. If you feel you have been mounted by the substitute male, merely state “other” to your handler when asked. I hope you all understand because you are in no fit state to ask any questions.


    ‘Madam Celia, you may fetch and introduce the stud males now.’


    During the pause which followed, Sally heard little more than the distant rustlings of people moving. Jane’s strident tone had penetrated her helmet enough to be deciphered, but otherwise the tight fit over her ears left her in an isolated world of partial sensory deprivation.


    Her senses of touch and feel were heightened, though. She felt the plug within her anus, the tail brushing her leg lightly. The anticipation and earlier training at Celia’s hands had resulted in a veritable flood of wetness in her vagina. So heated was she, she would find it difficult to discern what size of penis was about to take her.


    She was aware of some movement nearby. The boys must be barefoot, for there had been no sound of footfall. Suddenly she felt a warm intrusion near her vagina, the tail having been pulled to one side.


    Was he handcuffed, his handler arousing and introducing the penis? She felt no hands on her exposed rear, just his helmet, finding her wide opening. In it slid, up to the hilt as she felt his body on her arse.


    It felt slim, though very long, as if nearing her cervix. The length was confirmed as the young man began to thrust slowly in and out. She tried to exert her pelvic muscles to close about him as her wetness eased his continued pumping actions.


    She had the feeling it was thinner than the thick-shafted Oliver, of whom she’d had the pleasure in the cellar. It was too long for Greg, though. That just left Simon and the unknown male, who would presumably be one of the staff. Surely not Tom? She dismissed Max and Nick, by some sort of instinct.


    As the man behind her grunted a muffled cry of surrender, she made up her mind. She would go for Simon, who had submitted so readily in the situations she had seen him faced with so far. Not that she blamed him; no callow youth could be expected to withstand the atmosphere in this castle of iniquity for long.


    She felt his spunk dribble down from her fanny to her upper leg after his flaccid cock withdrew. No attempt was made to clean her up. She waited, motionless, a used animal.


    She could hear guttural noises and some commotion from a stall further along, then all was silence.


    After an interval, she became aware of soothing hands upon her. It was Vanessa. All her bonds were undone and she was guided to the door. Vanessa spoke.


    ‘Whisper in my ear the name of your male.’


    ‘Simon.’


    ‘Good. Now go out.’


    Sally was dazzled by the late morning sun as she came out into the courtyard. She saw Celia, Jane, and Lena, who came past her into the stalls. Across from them stood four naked males. They were indeed handcuffed, their arms behind them, but any blindfolds had been removed. Nick was the ringer for Steven, it turned out. Sally was conscious of four lustful pairs of eyes upon her; but all cocks had been drained for the time being. She wondered who’d had who, as she stood before them, plugged, hoofed, helmeted, and bridled.


    Soon, Lena came out with Becky, after getting her whispered answer. Celia went in as Fiona’s handler, and finally Jane dealt with Liz. It was no surprise to see that Becky and Liz were encumbered in the same way as the other two girls.


    Jane bade them all to follow, and the assembly of eight trooped around the end of the building out to the garage area. Here they saw Max, standing by a collection of four pony traps; blue, yellow, green, and red. But no ponies were present, and as they drew nearer they could see that the space between the drawbars on each two-wheeled trap was too narrow for a horse.


    Vanessa came round in front of Sally, and, grasping her bridle at the side, drew her up to the green trap and positioned her between its shafts, where her belt was shackled to purpose-made clasps. Her hands were left free to fall naturally at the end of the shafts. Behind her, the single axle supported a small, low platform at the rear, upon which a rider could stand, holding on to a rail.


    Sally watched as the other girls were coupled up, Becky in the yellow trap, Fiona the red, Liz the blue. She could not get the frisson of lust and sin out of her mind. She had wanted Simon, if he was indeed her unknown lover, to fuck her much longer. Still tingling with unrequited desire, she strained to hear Jane’s instructions.


    There was to be a race. Down through the woods where they had seen the men wrestling, then onwards on the same path. They were to turn at a marker pole near a folly in the grounds, then back across the pasture to complete a triangle at the starting point.


    ‘You will be ridden by your earlier partners,’ said Jane as leads were fastened to their bridles by the handlers. ‘Respond to commands through your bridle and the tease whip. Riders, any severe treatment will be monitored and punishable by disqualification. Consider that you may be on the receiving end shortly, and whatever you mete out may come back to bite you. Ready?’


    Sally could see that her rivals’ males had been given long whips, as well as the two bridle leads for directional guidance. All the men were completely naked still, their cuffs removed to free them to hold the reins and whips. Simon would have the same. At least he was of slight build. Though tall, he quite possibly weighed least of all the males.


    She felt she was about to race for her life, and jostled unbidden by her rider for the best starting position. All was momentarily chaos as the others did the same.


    ‘Get set! Go!’


    Fiona and Liz became briefly entangled. Oliver was still jockeying Becky, behind her, and it was Sally who galloped first out of the gravelled area on to the estate road. She heard rapid clopping noises behind her as she ran keenly without input from Simon. Perhaps if she won she might be rewarded with a shafting from an available male.


    Her mind was warped and one-tracked as she ran on, dimly realising that she must somehow pace herself if she was to reach the finish with any chance of success. She settled to a steady gait, hoping Simon would empathise with her strategy. She could do without input from a tease whip after what she had endured up to now.


    Down the hill into the clearing, they were caught by Becky pulling the yellow trap. Red-faced, she drew ahead up the hill after it, as Oliver brandished the tease whip, smarting her bare buttock flank.


    As Sally determined to resist being drawn into a sprint, she felt the sting of the tease whip. The idiot Simon, led by the whim of the pack, failed to see the pitfall. But she pushed on, enough to satisfy him, show him she was trying, even while keeping something in reserve.


    Her ears distinguished little, but she thought at least one runner was still down at the clearing as they crested the rise. Soon after, they closed on Becky and Oliver, who were virtually at a standstill. Sally saw Becky bent, gasping for breath, as they went past.


    She trotted steadily on, finding a rhythm. Soon they saw the spire-shaped folly, further out in the grounds than they had been before. What if there were normal staff members out here, grizzled old gardeners looking up from their spades at the pornographic spectacle approaching them?


    In the event it was Inez she saw, taking a while to recognize her in long, black skirt, check tweed riding jacket, and trilby-style hat. Sally wondered if she was hallucinating, entering a world where Jane Austen and The Devil in Miss Jones had become intermingled.


    The sight of Inez’s smile as she stepped away from a castellated stone ornament pulled her out of her reverie. Here atop it was the flag, now revealed, the marker that Jane had described.


    She felt a pull on the rein from Simon as she went behind it and turned left. Let him feel in control if he wanted, she was going that way anyway. As she rounded the corner and turned for home, she was at last able to see her rivals. Fiona and Nick trailed badly, just having crested the rise. Greg rode Liz, closer but still a little way back. If she could just keep going …


    As she trotted across the grassland, she caught sight of the yellow trap ahead of her. How had they got there? Unless … Of course, they had cut across, Oliver realising that Becky had tired; he had no doubt asked too much of her. So they had cheated. No matter. Not seeing that Inez was watching the turn point, they would have a surprise waiting for them.


    As they drew closer to the garages, Sally tried to put on a spurt. She could see the outline of Max’s Jaguar. How close were Greg and Liz now?


    She received her answer as the tease whip thwacked upon her. She summoned all her strength, tingling fanny temporarily forgotten as blood was pumped to her legs. Again and again the tease whip descended, on alternate flanks now to spare her.


    She responded with all her heart, desperate to win, appreciating the flagellation, using it for fuel and motivation. As she left the track and entered the gravelled area at the gap in the hedge, she saw Jane and Celia there, with Max, applauding. It must be over. She had sensed Liz behind her at her shoulder over the last few yards. But she had prevailed. The end of the estate road at the hedge must have been the finish line.


    They trotted to a halt, spent. Sally and Liz were untethered as Fiona trotted home, resigned. Becky was already loose, being led away toward the stable block, this time by Vanessa. The three remaining girls were taken to the showers, where Celia and Jane worked to divest them of the demeaning bridles, tails, butt-plugs and hoof boots.


    Sally and Liz were free first, and began to soap themselves in a well-earned shower, the open plan area affording them a view of each other’s nudity, as well as Fiona, opposite, being stripped of apparel, this time by Jane and Celia together.


    They were left with instructions to put some robes on, report to the kitchen for refreshment, and relax until activities resumed, when they would be called from the lounge at about 2 p.m.


    As Sally dried herself and selected a white robe from a rail at the dry side of the shower area, she wondered at her new status. Perhaps her victory had changed Jane’s view of her. It was surely not just an oversight that Becky had been led back to the stables, still bridled, while she, Sally, luxuriated in the washing away of sweat, spunk, and ingrained muck.


    



    Lena had prepared a buffet. Three girls and three boys partook of it, and wandered at will to sit and eat. There was no sign of Steven, Tom, Peter, or Nick and Becky who had remained outside. The three young men gravitated to the dining room, where Oliver was teased by the other two for missing the turn checkpoint. His reply, overheard by Sally, that “the bitch couldn’t win without me doing that”, did little to endear him to her.


    Sally and Liz found themselves in the lounge with their loaded plates. Fiona for once had wandered elsewhere, either with the lads or outside. Sally felt a grudging respect from Liz as she addressed her.


    ‘Well, I’ll beat you in the return match anyway.’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘Didn’t you hear what Jane said about tit for tat with the whips? They’ll be doing the same after lunch with the men in between the shafts and us doing the riding.’


    ‘Oh. Yes, you might be right. Well, may the best … horse win.’


    This brought a laugh from both of them.


    Sally was glad that her sexual frustration had receded for a while. She began to think of the mundane world she had left behind. What was going on in this place and why had she agreed to it? She was interrupted by Liz’s question. Perhaps emboldened by the slight crack in the ice between them, she now expressed her curiosity.


    ‘So what happened to you last night? What did they do with you?’


    ‘It was pretty demeaning, actually. I’d rather not talk about it.’


    Liz’s eyebrows raised as Sally put down her empty plate and shut her eyes for a nap.


    



    Maybe 15 or 20 minutes had passed when she stirred. It felt like many more, such was the depth of her relaxation. Blinking, she saw Tom talking to Liz near the door. He was dressed in jeans and T-shirt, as if he had come from the gardens. Noticing her movement, he spoke.


    ‘Time to assemble in the courtyard, Sally. You’ve got five minutes, no more.’ With that, he turned, and Liz followed him out of the door.


    Sally was grateful for his use of her first name. Things seemed to be a little impersonal here at times, as if all the staff were drones, there to perform Jane’s edicts and no more. There were some exceptions; Vanessa, for instance.


    Coming to, she hurried to take a pee. Entering the courtyard through the back door, she found herself the third girl to arrive, after Fiona and Liz. She must not have been too late, however, for Jane had no word of chastisement. Instead, she smiled benignly.


    ‘Good, you are all here. You three ladies, you have ten minutes. Go to the wardrobe room and select some appropriate clothing. You are to be the riders this time; the steeds are being harnessed now. Becky will join us just before the start; she remains at my personal command for now. Go, you may choose whatever satisfies your whim.’


    They found their way to the wardrobe room next to Inez’s surgery. Ten minutes was not long. Every conceivable garb was here somewhere, but it would be hard to navigate the selection in the time available. While the other two were gazing around, Sally made a beeline for the drawers at the end, where she knew she would find clean white knickers. Finding also an extensive choice of suspender belts, she decided to don a deep-arched, wide-belted garment in white, teaming its four suspenders with black seamed stockings.


    Hurrying, she found a white blouse to fit. She wanted jodhpurs like Jane, but there was no time to try several for the right fit. Instead, she grabbed a black skirt, quite short. Not quite the look she had in mind at the outset, but she did not want to dither and face the prospect of a smart outfit respectable in all aspects except the glaring lack of a lower garment, knickers on show.


    As she pulled on a pair of knee-length, dark grey leather boots, she glanced toward the coat rail and saw that Liz had selected a red hunting jacket; predictable perhaps, but no less than appropriate. She had managed to find some tight black riding breeches and black calf-length boots over them. As the girl moved past her, Sally homed in on a double-breasted jacket in a bright French blue, which caught her eye. Luckily it fitted well, and with its gold embroidered decoration and silver buttons, gave her something of a military air.


    She followed Liz, copying her selection of a hemispherical peaked riding helmet in black. Those platforms looked none too stable, and the men were liable to be carrying them at a faster pace, being more muscular and carrying less weight.


    As they now made for the door, with time fast slipping away, they noticed Fiona following them. She had come from the antechamber which contained the more blatantly erotic costumes, and now smiled confidently as she strode toward them, sheathed in a tight red latex one-piece catsuit. Her only other attire consisted of black Cuban-heeled boots very similar to those worn by Sally, the heel wide enough to provide a safer purchase than stilettos. Sally had to admit that she looked magnificent, with her mane of dark red hair flowing down, every curve of her excellent figure highlighted to perfection. She must have spent most of the ten minutes wriggling into it, but it would be worth the effort, for all male eyes would be drawn first to her.


    They reached the rear drive, to see Vanessa beckon them toward the garage yard, where they had begun the earlier race. Here they witnessed the final stages of the harnessing process. Each male had a handler, all of whom were attaching reins to the bridles which were worn just like the females had worn them earlier. Lena attended to Oliver, Celia to Greg, and Jane to Simon. The fourth stallion, in the red trap, was now Steven, still in his gay submissive-style leather thong outfit, which covered little and revealed all of his well-muscled physique. It would appear that the middle-aged Nick had been replaced, to give Fiona a fairer chance against the three young men. He was being harnessed by Tom.


    Though Sally had been through the process earlier, she was still shocked to see what had become of these “steeds”. While their feet were spared the hobbling hoof boots in favour of black canvas pumps, the rest of their attire was no less equestrian than that which the girls had endured earlier, down to the bridles, helmet with blinkers and ear shapes sticking up, and, finally, the belt and straps holding in a butt-plug and, yes, the horse hair tail too.


    Jane must have gained their acquiescence to this last ultimate humiliation by threat of disqualification, thought Sally. Or perhaps they had been harnessed to the shafts by their belts first, maybe cuffed, and then forced to endure the intrusion. In any case, they now stood ready, hands gripping the shafts, loosely secured to them by short chained wristbands. So even had they wished to rebel, this restriction would not allow them to reach behind and disturb the plug.


    Jane surveyed the three arrivals, then instructed Vanessa to fetch a riding helmet for the bare-headed Fiona. Finishing Simon’s reins with a tug, she left the arena, shortly to return shepherding Becky forward, a short whip in her hand ready for any waywardness. Presumably Becky had been in the stables while they had showered and eaten a civilised lunch. She remained a sweaty and servile beast, still bridled, helmeted, hoofed, and with her hands shackled behind her above the plugging tail.


    Jane instructed Vanessa, who had returned and fitted Fiona’s helmet, to take Becky’s boots off. She then fetched some flat pumps to replace them. Jane divested the girl at last of the animal helmet and bridle, fitting her, like Fiona, with the standard black helmet which Vanessa had brought from the house. Her hands were uncuffed and she was allowed to grasp the handrail as she mounted the trap. Finally, the tail was unscrewed and taken away. The butt-plug, however, remained, symbol of Jane’s power and domination over the girl.


    The three clothed riders were instructed to mount, and reins and long tease whips were handed to them. They began to jostle around wordlessly as Sally tried to test the limits of her balance on the small, flat platform behind the wheels. There was a rail ahead of her to grip, but this compromised her hold on the reins. Nevertheless she clasped it, reins in the same hand, leaving her right hand to brandish the whip and reach the reins ahead occasionally to transmit changes of direction. There seemed to be an unspoken rule not to speak to the mounts, judging by the precedent set earlier by the boys. Was it a rule, as such? More to the point, dare she risk penalties by breaking it?


    Sally looked round at her rivals. The pricks of Oliver and Steven stuck rudely forward. Greg looked like he was sporting at least a semi-erection, from the glimpse she got. Jane was beginning her starter’s orders.


    ‘Girls. You are strongly advised not to try to look behind you. Concentrate on your goal ahead, or, like Orpheus, you may find your world comes crashing down around your ears. Do not spare your mounts. They are young, fit, and have been medically examined. The route is the same as before. May the fleetest stallion with the bravest rider win.


    ‘Are you ready? Get set. Go!’


    Sally gripped tightly, and swung the whip with her right hand. Simon, startled, produced the desired response and began to run. But it was Oliver, seemingly unbidden by the virtually naked Becky, who made the running this time, charging ahead of all of them as his rider clung on to the rail of the trap.


    Sally and Simon were second as they descended into the woods, but here came Greg alongside, taking advantage of the slope, the path barely wide enough for two traps. Nosing ahead at the clearing, he stumbled as one wheel snagged on the rough terrain at the side of the path. Sally seized her moment and deftly applied a right, left, right flick of the tease whip to catch each buttock and spur Simon on.


    He had a runner’s lithe body, but did he have the stamina to hold off the stocky and determined Greg? She wanted to get ahead up the slope, to avoid the danger of entanglement on the narrow path.


    As they approached the marker where Inez waited once more, she saw Oliver, ahead of them, begin his turn. Breathing heavier now, yet not flagging, she could not help but admire his toned physique, ebony muscles straining, beaded in sweat. He still had a semi-erect dick, which bobbed up and down as he ran. You’d better not be wasting any blood supply on display, my boy, she mentally addressed Simon.


    As they turned left, she couldn’t actually see Greg and Liz, which meant they must be close by behind her right shoulder. Slightly further back was Fiona in her painted-on costume. She must be hot by now in her scarlet sheath; it was an effort to hold on, even for the riders.


    She heard the redhead’s voice. 


    ‘Come on, you fucking tart. Get moving or I’ll whip your sissy arse like a bitch.’


    The young man, for one so gym toned, did seem to be underperforming. Was it psychological? Sally cared little. Her main rivalry was with Liz. Oliver and Becky were sure to be disqualified from the first race. It was good if they took the leader’s points this time; a bit of insurance if Liz was to finish ahead of her.


    She wanted to shout encouragement to Simon, but dared not. Why risk penalty when success was so near? She wielded the tease whip again and again as they saw the finish line. Simon had got into a stride, his long legs gaining on the tiring Oliver.


    Sally heard Liz urging Greg on. ‘Come on, come on!’ She could tell by the voice’s range that they had extended their advantage.


    Only ten yards to go now, as Oliver hung on and crossed the line ahead. Then they were home. With Simon easing off, she finally turned on her platform, to see Steven, pride stung, gaining on a flagging Greg. Both riders whipped their mounts fiercely in the frenzy to prevail. Oliver’s would be the only rump not reddened by abuse at the end of this. Sally hoped she had not overstepped the mark, as she watched Liz, face full of fury, pipped by a head by Fiona’s athletic steed.


    As they received the applause, she heard Jane’s voice.


    ‘Excellent sport. A wonderful spectacle. And Tom has it all on film. Ladies, you may relieve your mounts of any frustration once they have caught breath. It is a free for all; you do not have to stick to your own steed. I will award some bonus points for style to the ladies, for endurance to the men. Begin.’


    Stepping from their platforms, they witnessed Max approach each male. Carrying a bucket of water, he doused them one by one, in order of finishing. After Simon had received his refreshing bucketful, Sally felt safe to move forward. Positioning herself in front of him, she grasped his cock, still limp after the exertion and the drenching.


    ‘Come with me, my boy.’ She revelled in the feeling of command, of no longer being a helpless recipient.


    She led him by the cock over to where Oliver stood harnessed. Becky was tentatively fondling his organ, which grew as she watched.


    ‘Do you want to take it in you?’ asked Sally, plainly and boldly.


    She was rewarded with a slight nodding of the head, Becky characteristically meek yet overcome with desire.


    ‘Turn.’ Command felt good. ‘And bend,’ she said as the girl complied.


    Sally grasped Oliver’s cock. With it now fully erect as Becky presented her rear to him, she helped guide the large appendage into the wide, wet vagina as Becky, free of all care, held her arse cheeks apart as Oliver moved forward, sinking the penis within her with one slow movement, provoking a gasp of ecstasy.


    ‘Thank you. Oh yes, oh God.’


    Oliver began to pump her as Sally turned to Simon. His cock, seeing the show, had responded strongly, and she initiated a steady wanking on it, using just her thumb and forefinger.


    She looked across at the others. Liz was working likewise on Greg’s cock, which remained a little less than rigid. Fiona had wanked Steven’s cock into a state of tumescence and was now backing on to it, while bent forward, attempting to place it by pushing her hand back between her legs for a grip of it. From where she stood, Sally could see that the catsuit was crotchless, something not previously obvious in a standing pose.


    It was a brave effort, given Steven’s predilections; however, it seemed doomed to failure as the brazenness of the approach, once his cock was no longer fully surrounded by the virago’s hand, served only to embarrass the tethered male. The pressure of an audience was clearly not an encouragement to his sensibilities.


    Liz too seemed to be struggling; the more she tried, the less Greg was responding. Sally, meanwhile, thought of a new variation, and whispered to Simon, ‘Would you like to see my knickers?’


    A nod, keenly done, was enough. She let go of him and dropped her skirt to the floor. She stood, hands on hips, facing him. The pristine white triangle covering her bush contrasted vividly with the formal attire above her waist, and the black stockings below it. In haughty tones, she spoke to the specimen of manhood who had served her so well as a steed, dismissing his achievement in an instant.


    ‘You pathetic tosser. Look at you. Would you like to get into my panties? You’ve got no hope of that. No hope at all.’


    And with that she stepped forward, held the rigid, straining cock with her whole hand, and massaged its length, faster when she sensed his breathing come in quicker gasps, and faster still with the self-perpetuating feedback from his desperate breaths, until she was rewarded with the outpouring of come, fully two yards across the courtyard.


    Liz had, by this time, resorted to going to her knees, sucking Greg’s now hard penis, while Oliver had long since pumped his seed into the mare Becky. Jane’s voice signalled the end of this part of the contest.


    ‘Very well. Cease now. You may relax and take yourselves indoors. Any lady who wishes to change out of her specialized apparel –’ this said as she looked directly at Fiona ‘  may do so. Dinner will be served in the dining room, for those who qualify, at 7 p.m.’


    She instructed handlers to unharness the young men, who repaired to the showers. Becky, at a nod from Jane, was bridled by Vanessa once more. Her subjugation now taken as read, she was left uncuffed as Vanessa led her back to her stable.


    



    When they assembled later, Fiona had changed into a knee-length shift dress with stockings, her small breasts underneath it requiring no bra.


    The dinner party consisted of eight: the three pairs remaining from the race, without Becky and Steven, but with the addition of Jane and Vanessa. They were served by Peter, in his white girdle and stockings, a small white apron guarding his penis, and black flat-soled pumps. He was joined in his duties by Nick, who continued to atone for his sins by appearing in full French maid’s outfit, consisting of a black dress with white embroidered apron at the front, black suspenders which they could see under the short dress every time he bent forward, black stockings and black high-heeled court shoes, which denied him the easy balance afforded to Peter. Bewigged, he made a passable woman from some angles, the impression of femininity only belied by his muscular bulk and awkward demeanour.


    Jane paid him scant attention, and Sally marvelled at her capacity for meting out mental torment to those who had crossed her.


    Her mood concerning her young charges, however, seemed far more affable. She complimented them on their performances, even saying how much better they had done than previous years’ subjects. She was lucky, she said, to have an “intake” who shared such enthusiasm for their tasks. Even Oliver was mentioned in light hearted tones, being deemed to have been “rather naughty” in cutting the checkpoint out in the first race.


    At length, as they sipped their coffee, she asked Peter to fetch her notepad from the credenza at the side of the room. She then addressed them.


    ‘You will no doubt be keen to hear your scores after the day’s events. Well, without further ado, here they are. Your positions before today’s events were as follows. Liz, 23 points, Fiona, 21 points, Simon, 18 points, Oliver, 16 points, Sally, 16 points, Becky, 15 points, Greg, 15 points.


    ‘For the mounting, those who identified their partner were Oliver, Rebecca, Sally, Fiona and Elizabeth. Simon and Greg did not, unfortunately, so score no points. The rest of you have a bonus of 8, giving the following scores. Liz 31, Fiona 29, Oliver 24, Sally 24, Becky 23, Simon 18 and Greg 15.’


    Sally was dismayed to find her rivals were as adept as she at identifying penises. How weird, to spend one’s summer vacation hoping for a lack of sensitivity in one’s fellow students’ vaginas.


    Jane carried on. ‘Results of the mares’ race. First, Simon, Oliver being disqualified. Second, Greg, third Nick, substitute for Steven, who does not score. Thus, 10 points to Simon, 6 to Greg.’


    As Jane opened her mouth to continue, Sally could not help herself.


    ‘But, madam …’


    ‘What?’


    ‘Should the runners not score points too?’


    Jane paused momentarily. A menacing iota of time.


    ‘The rules are as I formulate them,’ she said eventually. ‘Only the riders score.’


    ‘Yes, madam, very well.’


    The quick response, and its formality, seemed to assuage the mistress, who granted a quick smile and a nod before continuing. Sally tried to hide her bitter disappointment. She had run her heart out and scored a hard-won victory, only to hand maximum points to one of her rivals.


    ‘So at this point we have Liz on 31 points, Fiona 29, Simon 28, Oliver 24, Sally 24, Becky 23, Greg 21.


    ‘Now we come to the stallions’ race   a magnificent spectacle if I may say. First, Oliver, redeeming himself. His rider, Rebecca, is allocated 10 points. Second, riding Simon, Sally, 6 points. Third, Fiona, 4 points, lastly Elizabeth with 2 points. Leaving us with totals of Liz 33, Fiona 33, Becky 33, Sally 30, Simon 28, Oliver 24 and Greg 21.’


    Sally watched the lads’ faces drop in the light of these results. If only she had tried harder in the last race to catch the leader. Still, Simon had seemed at full stretch and there was little point in crying about it now. At least her six points had kept her in touch.


    ‘An exciting outcome, I’m sure you’ll agree. Well done, ladies. Now to the final points of the afternoon, the mistresses’ bonuses.


    Firstly, the gentlemen. Oliver, 5 points for arousal, 1 point for staying power, total 6. Simon, 4 points for arousal, 2 points for staying power, total 6. Greg, 3 points for arousal, staying power not applicable, out of time. Total 3.


    ‘Now the ladies. Being marked in two categories again, we have Liz with 3 points for exhibitionism, 3 points for inventiveness and audacity, total 6. Rebecca, 4 points for exhibitionism, 2 points for inventiveness, total 6. Fiona, you have 5 points for exhibitionism, and 4 for audacity and inventiveness. Lastly, Sally. Also a maximum of 5 for exhibitionism   I loved the knicker display, dear   and a maximum 5 also for inventiveness, aiding another coupling and also milking your own steed, and the manner in which you treated your mount. Well done, girl.


    ‘So we have a final table of Fiona with 42, Sally with 40, Rebecca and Liz with 39, Simon with 34, Oliver with 30, and Greg just 24 but nevertheless, well done, my boy.


    ‘Sadly, only one of you can win, though you have all proved to be very promising talents. Some of you may be feeling that you are seeing your chances slip away now, and that may indeed be the case. However, do not despair. I propose to organize one last test early next week to determine our prize winner, but after that I should like to talk to you all about other possibilities.’


    Sally was sure her interest was not the only one piqued at this point.


    Jane continued, ‘I have a company which produces pornographic videos. We need talented young people to perform in them. I see you all, without exception, as having potential for this. For me, it is what I call a paying hobby. Its commercial success gives me a good degree of satisfaction nonetheless. I sit on the board of my former husband’s companies, and am very comfortably off as a result, but their various activities do little to interest me.


    ‘Hence the video company. I maintain a personal interest in it; it engages me, keeps me out of boredom, without being unduly stressful which would rather defeat the purpose.


    ‘I like to use actors I have personally chosen   natural people, not silicon-enhanced wannabes. So you are all appropriate in that way. I am also in a position to direct some of you, perhaps, toward vacancies this autumn in one of the mainstream companies I have majority shareholding in, so there are other opportunities which we might talk about. The pursuit of one option does not preclude the other, by the way.


    ‘I should like you to think about this over the weekend. We will reconvene on Monday; you have the run of the place over the weekend. Lena will provide buffets in the kitchen and evening meal in the dining room. You may disport yourselves however you wish and consort with whomsoever you wish. You may drink reasonable quantities of wine, but any drunken antics will be frowned upon, at the pain of exclusion from the process.


    ‘Max says he may take the car to Whitby on Sunday if any of you want to go; Tom may also take the Land Rover if there is enough demand. Talk to them about it if you are interested. Celia and Inez are off duty at the weekend. Vanessa and I are here most of the time if you have any pressing queries.


    ‘If there are no questions we will leave you now. Peter will bring you some wine shortly.’


    There were no questions, and six young students engaged in chitter-chatter about career prospects, more spicy perhaps than might be found by visiting the university careers service.

  


  
    Chapter Fifteen – The Coup


    


    It was quite late before Max came to bed. Jane had spent a little time in her study, sorting a few papers and financial statements, before going up. She had looked in on Lena in the kitchen to see if all was well. Steven and Tom, having eaten there, were helping tidy things away.


    When the feminised duo of “waitresses”, Nick and Peter, had largely finished their duties, Jane and Vanessa had instructed them to make their way to the stables, where they were shackled by the ankle as before. They would not suffer unduly in the hot summer night. Nick was stripped of his dress but remained in black suspender belt and stockings. Becky, already brought across by Vanessa after the race, occupied the next stall. Lena would send Steven across with a bowl of hash and a bottle of water for each of the three.


    On the way back to the house, Vanessa had asked Jane, ‘What exactly did Peter do to deserve that treatment?’


    ‘Mm. Nothing really,’ Jane had replied. ‘He just seems to like it. Keeps him in his place. I’ll let him loose in the morning. We’re a bit short-staffed over the weekend. He’s never any trouble, anyway. I wish all men were like that.’


    ‘Do you really?’


    ‘Well. Maybe not, One must have a challenge to some degree at least. You’ll drop that maid’s skirt off in the costume stores?’


    ‘Sure.’


    ‘Goodnight, dear. Sleep well.’


    ‘I’m sure I will after all the fresh air we’ve enjoyed today. Goodnight, Jane.’


    



    Max must have been out at the garages during all this, putting equipment away, oiling the wheels of the pony traps, reading his car magazines. As long as he wasn’t with that Lena. The thought popped up again, unbidden.


    She resolved not to raise the matter with him when he came up. It would only spoil things and might drive him away. He was such an enigma. She wished he’d talk more at times, about himself, his background. He would only smile and shrug if she probed too much. ‘Welding in a hell hole of a Polish shipyard,’ he would say. ‘Who wants to remember that?’


    So she would settle down, enjoying the physical aspect of their love, which gave her so much pleasure. For one so relatively young, he was an extremely considerate lover, seeing to her satisfaction before his own, fitting in with her games of female domination so readily.


    Yet they enjoyed conventional lovemaking too, and so it was tonight. It did not take her long to put down her bedtime novel and kiss him after he got into bed. She was naked, enjoying the welcome freedom after the tight-fitting jodhpurs and uncompromising thong had encased her all day.


    Soon he had her on her back after feeling for her clitty. As he moved his fingers further down, finding and manipulating the vaginal entrance, her gasp of pleasure revealed her urgent arousal.


    Then he was in her, gradually pushing deeper, shafting, pumping. Her knees rose, then her legs, until her ankles were grasping his strong neck as he penetrated her at will from a kneeling position.


    ‘Look at you Jane, you wanton whore. I’ve got you, I’ve got you where I want you.’


    She said nothing to contradict him, merely gasping, groaning with pleasure.


    Then he pulled out and went down on her, licking expertly. Clitty, then fanny opening, and back to clitty again until he had her near her peak.


    ‘Don’t stop,’ she panted as she felt him pause slightly. Wrapping her lower legs over his back, she thrust upward to meet his conquering tongue. And then it was upon her, the shuddering overwhelming orgasm as his tongue tip danced rapidly around the edges and over the top of her clitoris, pressing firmly with her abandonment, taking her beyond what any man had ever done to her before.


    They dozed, and then, rising for a piss during the early hours, encountered each other again, like long-imprisoned escapees billeted together on their first night of freedom, a man and woman forced together but unable to keep their hands off each other. It ended with her rolling one leg over, so he entered her from below her rump, sideways on, her left leg flat as she lay on her side, his legs scissored over it as he pushed into her, holding her right leg with his right arm, slapping her right buttock with his left hand. Once more the position emboldened him.


    ‘Look at you, Jane. Look at you, you fucking tart. My cock fucks you. Submit to the will of the cock. The cock rules us both, give in to it.’


    ‘Fuck me from behind. Fuck me.’


    They were in the position with hardly a pause. No sooner had he pulled out than she was kneeling like the human mares she had earlier supervised.


    His strong and steady cock took her at will, pushing and pumping slow, then fast and fierce. She saw him in the mirror at the side, admiring himself, enjoying his dominance. They continued until they were both spent, not from orgasm but from sheer wanton pleasure indulged in to the point of collapse.


    She got up after a while and took another piss. Getting back into bed, she pulled the covers over them. In the morning she would reward him with a royal queening. He was sure to experience a pulsating and intense orgasm at her hands in this position, as he always did.


    But this particular morning was destined to be different.


    



    Sally had spent some time in the lounge with Liz, Greg, and Simon. They had adjourned there with their glasses of wine after Oliver and Fiona, exchanging no more than loaded glances, had made their exit hand in hand, directly upstairs.


    There was some stilted small talk about the day, before Liz, who had remained quiet, appeared to resolve to snap out of her mood of sullenness. Pulling Greg’s robe aside, she stood away from him and casually announced that she was going to pick up where she had left off earlier. Then she pulled off her boots, unzipping them before flinging each aside, and pulled down her riding trousers. In their tightness, they snagged below the knee, but this did not faze her. She merely shuffled over to Greg, placed her hands on his shoulders and issued her command.


    ‘Help me off with these.’


    He was only too eager to do so, with the promise of what lay ahead.


    It was apparent that her well turned-out appearance for the race had been at the expense of donning any undergarments, for she now stood before the kneeling Greg in just a white blouse, her jacket long since discarded before dinner. Neither did she bother to strip it, and, taking a leaf out of Sally’s repertoire earlier, remained clothed above the waist as she bent down to suck Greg, who had regained his easy chair and pulled his robe fully open.


    Sally felt a degree of triumph as she watched her rival gobble, on her knees, naked rump presented to the room. She was settling for what she could get after her setbacks of the day.


    In contrast, Sally had more Machiavellian schemes in mind, as she took her cue and interrupted Simon’s gaze at the floor show by taking his hand.


    ‘Come on,’ she said, leading him out to the hall. ‘I want you to wait for me in my room. It’s the last one along on the top floor.’


    Simon, like many men, was happy to be presented with a suggestion of action; it saved having to engage the brain in a process of decision making. And with this particular one, there would be no argument. One attractive girl remained, and she had virtually promised herself to him. It was a no-brainer.


    He began to climb the stairs.


    ‘Don’t be long.’


    ‘Don’t worry, I won’t’


    Smiling up at him, she waited until he turned toward the upper flight, then headed for the kitchen. She felt some genuine affection. He was a pleasant enough lad, perhaps a little easily led, but that suited her. The so-called alpha types she had met seemed to argue for the sake of arguing sometimes, a trait which prompted irritation and boredom on her part.


    Entering the kitchen, her heart began to beat faster. If Tom was not there, she would have to ask Lena where he was, or make some limp excuse for her presence, neither of which appealed. But he was there, still tidying up, passing small talk with Lena, Steven in the background at the sink, still in his thongs, washing up.


    Sally walked boldly up to the gardener.


    ‘Could I have a word? In private?’


    She was treated to a withering look from Lena, disdain for the insolent approach written all over her face. Her expression morphed into one of mock surprise, which she somehow garnished with a sneer.


    Sally weathered the non-verbal storm as she waited. Only a second passed, but volumes were communicated before Tom spoke.


    ‘Yeah, sure. Out the back.’


    Sally tried to maintain sang-froid as she followed Tom to the back door, glancing at Lena briefly so as not to look cowed. She wished she hadn’t, as the cook’s dark brown eyes seemed to bore into her. Not a person one would wish to make an enemy of, yet there was no going back.


    Outside, Tom led the way to the garden. Sitting on a bench, he tapped the wooden slats next to him to beckon her to sit alongside.


    ‘What’s on your mind, then?’ he asked after she settled next to him.


    ‘I’d like to know what you get up to with Steven, really. That’s what’s on my mind. You know, seeing as he’s gay.’


    ‘Crikey! You do come out with it, don’t you? Since you ask, it’s no secret. I’m just keeping him in harness for Jane while you lot finish your competition.’


    ‘What do you mean, in harness? Are you lovers?’


    ‘No, no. I let him come into my room in the morning, that’s all. He loves to suck cock so I let him bring me off. Gets the blood flowing before my shower.’


    ‘So you are lovers, then?’


    ‘Well no, I wouldn’t say so.’


    ‘What about what you did to him in the kitchen in front of everyone?’


    ‘Look. He’s a gay slave. What I do keeps him in line. Jane’s orders. End of story.’


    ‘So are you heterosexual? Bisexual?’


    He smiled.


    ‘Would you like to find out?’


    The conversation was going her way now. She decided to gain an advantage while she could, knowing her eventual surrender might alter things.


    ‘So what’s Jane got planned for us on Monday?’


    ‘Mm.’ He hummed, looking at her. ‘I can’t tell you that. Not that I know for sure.’


    ‘You must know what she’s done in previous years.’


    ‘It’s not always the same. I could guess. But I won’t,’ he added hastily, laughing.


    ‘Not even if I …?’


    He looked at her, a long and steady glance. Then he reached behind her shoulder and leant forward to kiss her. She shied back a little.


    ‘Look Tom. I’d like to sleep with you. But I’d appreciate a little help with this contest.’


    ‘What if Jane thinks you cheated? You could lose everything.’


    ‘I could lose it anyway. There are three girls within a few points of me. It might be worth the gamble.’


    ‘So the girls have made the running, have they? I’m not surprised; she likes to see girls on top. You might consider trying to gather some male acolytes. Jane expects females to rule the roost. You know that anyway.’


    He paused.


    ‘I’ve probably said too much. Was that all you wanted, information?’


    She responded by leaning across, kissing him fully, deeply, her tongue hungry and unrestrained. On and on for minutes, until she broke away.


    ‘Which one is your room?’


    ‘Top floor west wing, last one along from the stairs.’


    ‘I’ll join you soon. Wait for me.’


    ‘Sure.’


    He smiled an easy smile. There seemed no side to it, he was comfortable in his own skin, a straightforward man. Not quite like the devious way her own mind was working now, she thought, as she walked up the stairs to join Simon.


    



    Jane stirred from her slumbers at eight the next morning. While she performed her ablutions and took a quick shower, Max, donning a dressing gown, went downstairs to prepare a cup of tea.


    Before he returned with the tray, she put on some black hold-up stockings with thin red ribbon decorating the garter area. Climbing back into bed, she hid herself under the covers. Max would have a nice surprise.


    They supped their tea in bed, after which Max took a piss. He returned, hard and eager, having felt her stockinged leg under the covers.


    Soon, she was wet, by his hand. As he went down to tongue her, she tried to cut his foray short, being ready now, wanting to ride his cock from above.


    ‘Get on your back. I want to queen you.’


    His response was to climb up, and push his cock into her.


    ‘I want you from behind first.’


    ‘All right.’ She nodded her assent. It would be an added pleasure, before the dénouement.


    Today, though, there would be no ejaculation as she rode his cock or queened and wanked him, and she would come to rue the moment she presented her ample rump to him, wearing nothing but stockings.


    He had been shafting her, slowly and easily, for a minute or two, before she saw the bedroom door open.


    Max made no move to intercept the intruder, but rather gripped her haunches tightly, holding her still, skewered and helpless on his cock. Through the door came Lena, followed by Oliver in his white robe.


    ‘What the hell …?’


    ‘Sssh now, Jane,’ said Lena, smiling.


    She was wearing an exquisitely tailored corset top, in dark green, virtually strapless but for two thin lengths of soft cord which led from the side of the perfectly fitting breast cups, up over her shoulders. Below it she had on a leather miniskirt in black, finely meshed black fishnet stockings and green high-heeled court shoes. A thin velvet choker round her neck, inset with a faux emerald, complimented her beautiful face, serene and confident.


    Oliver shut the door behind them and turned the latch. It was rarely used, as all understood it to be the height of effrontery to disturb the mistress unbidden. Until now.


    He dropped his robe, and kicked off his pumps, displaying his dark brown body in full nudity. Lena, nodding to him, turned her gaze toward Jane, who began to struggle vainly to free herself from Max’s grip.


    Oliver, following the gaze, crossed to the bed and knelt upon it, facing the disadvantaged Jane. He rose on his knees, presenting his impressively erect penis in his hand, at her face.


    ‘Suck on it, Jane. Suck and be fucked,’ said Lena.


    ‘You insolent bitch. What do you think you’re doing?’


    Lena made no verbal reply, but crossed to Jane and placed her hand under the slightly flabby midriff. Jane, watching Oliver’s long cock weave slowly ahead of her like a mesmerising black serpent, now felt Lena’s bare finger begin to explore her clitoris as it rubbed the folds of skin which hooded it.


    Gently, irresistibly, it found its target and worked upon it. Jane began to swoon, trying to stifle gasps of pleasure. Lena, though, was keenly aware of her condition as she continued her ministrations.


    ‘Suck, Jane. Enjoy it. Give in to it.’


    ‘No, no.’


    The words were urgent, too urgent, lacking in control.


    The slow teasing continued, possessing her now.


    ‘Suck or I shall stop the fingering.’


    ‘Ah. Bitch.’


    The fingering paused, though the digit remained in contact with her clit.


    ‘Give in.’


    ‘No.’


    The finger was now withdrawn. Jane’s consciousness was almost entirely ruled by the mass of nerve endings buzzing with desire for further stimulation.


    ‘Fuck her, Max.’


    She was now ridden, and gave in to the strong cock. It ruled her cunt, and surely her clit would soon follow it in submission. Her weakened mind saw no way out.


    ‘Max is mine Jane, now, as is Oliver. You will submit to us today, sooner or later. Do you request the finger?’


    ‘No. How dare you?’ Her voice whispered in its weakness, revealing the gradual conquest of her will. The finger contacted her again as Max slowed, rubbing quickly, but then stopping once more.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What was that, Jane?’


    ‘Yes, do it.’


    ‘Please would be nice. Suck.’


    Jane opened her mouth, defeated. The dark helmet invaded her and she began to suck wholeheartedly, pleasuring its owner.


    Any thoughts of bringing the humiliation to an end, by drawing ejaculations from the two males, were dissolved as Lena’s expert finger once more frigged her to ecstasy. She had become a sexual being only, the future and the past non-existent, as she revelled in her surrender, worshipping the twin cocks and the indomitable finger to which she must now pay homage.


    



    It had not taken Sally too long to see to Simon, when she arrived upstairs. Watching him looking up at her, obviously naked under just the sheet, she stripped slowly, divesting herself of blouse, then boots, then skirt. She could see that her naked breasts held him rapt, so that it would be easy to surprise him with her next move.


    Quickly, she straddled his head, facing toward his cock, making him look up at her white-knickered arse. Rubbing her crotch on his helpless nose, she treated him to the sweaty aroma, pheromone rich after a stimulating afternoon.


    Sure enough, his dick stiffened, and she was able to masturbate him yet again. Despite his milking after the race, he had recovered sufficiently for his pulsation to delight her in a reasonably short time.


    Exhausted, he soon dozed, and she left him, picking up her skirt and blouse but not dressing in them for fear of disturbing his slumbering state.


    She had to descend to the first landing in order to climb the opposite stairs to the west wing. In just knickers and suspenders and stockings, the frisson of daring, even in this uninhibited establishment, thrilled her.


    Fortunately, she encountered no other nocturnal wanderers, and entered Tom’s room in this state. Putting down her skirt and blouse, she found him in the bathroom having a wet shave, hair slicked back, nude from a recent shower.


    She watched his cock rise as he finished his shave and towelled his chin. Then he was upon her, kissing, pushing her willing body back to the bedroom and onto the bed, and pulling her knickers to her knees.


    She enjoyed the feeling of incapacitation wrought by the knicker elastic on her legs, and made no attempt to disentangle herself from them as he fingered her into full readiness. Then they were tugged away, and she spread wide for him as he inserted his cock gradually within her.


    Eventually, they switched positions, and she rode upon him as he laid on his back, staring down at his face, his strong hands upturned, supporting hers as she gave vent to her passion, raising her loins up and down upon his phallus until she received his tribute and collapsed away from him, spent.


    It was nearly ten when she rose. Her lover stretched luxuriantly, explaining that he had no pressing tasks that day. Dressing, she repaired to the kitchen in order to make them a coffee and return upstairs with a tray. Sod Lena, she thought. She would do as she wished, and brazen it. Jane seemed to have a soft spot for her, anyway. Lena was just the cook, when all was said and done.


    But there was no sign of Lena, or anyone, come to that.


    



    Lena was, in fact, in the dungeon cellar, with her male assistants and their captives.


    Jane, after her surrender, had been immediately and unceremoniously cuffed, hands at the rear, and ball-gagged, with implements Oliver had brought in his gown pockets. Her feet were put into high, wide-heeled, single strap black shoes, and she was led out of her bedroom, flanked by the two males, proudly naked, each holding one of her arms.


    She would do well not to prolong the frog march by resisting, Lena had explained, for the longer she was on the landing and stairs, the greater the chance she would be seen by one of the guest contestants, destroying her charismatic status at a stroke.


    Jane could not argue with such logic, and responded with a nod and grunt of assent. The guttural expletive, unable as she was even to form the word “yes”, stung in her psyche as her status as prisoner began to sink in.


    They avoided any contact with early risers, in the event, but the very threat of it induced in Jane the onset of renewed lubrication in her vagina. She felt like a new girl at a boarding school, naked and helpless, about to be subjected to a demeaning ritual, the content of which she could only speculate upon.


    Once helped down the awkward cellar steps, she was taken past the room where the contestants had endured their bondage session, into the adjoining room where Celia had obtained her dildo the other day. Here, Jane knew, were kept all manner of obscure devices, locked in glass cabinets. She eschewed the possession of anything designed to deliver physical harm, other than the whips which she policed rigidly. However, there were many toys available to Lena should she wish, as she undoubtedly did, to bring Jane into further subjugation.


    She was shocked, when they entered, to find Vanessa already there. She was seated in what might be termed an armless armchair, like a Victorian nursing chair, completely trussed in soft cord around her torso, her bare breasts framed above and below by the transverse cord. Her hands were tied behind her, and her feet, spread, tied to each front leg of the chair. She wore only black stockings and a white garter belt with narrow ruched top and thin suspenders. She too was ball-gagged, the small black ball enough to render her mute, but without risk of choking.


    Jane looked at her friend, who stared back up, thick black bush on show at the top of her open legs.


    ‘Nnn nnh-nnh hnn.’ She tried fruitlessly to vocalise. Jane thought she might have meant “I’m sorry, Jane”, but it did not matter. They were trapped like flies in a web, and with Celia and Inez, living locally as they did, off the premises for the weekend, there was precious little chance of any immediate help.


    Jane was led to the side of the room, where, in the open area, there stood some medieval-style stocks, albeit fitted with modern, well-padded neck and hand supports. Lena detached the upper bar, and she was pushed toward it, Max guiding her head from behind, onto the central recess just below head height. Lena locked the bar down temporarily, and her cuffs were undone. Then, one man holding each wrist, the bar was unlocked to accommodate the hands.


    She resisted, seeing that two warders might not be quite enough to force her into the contraption.


    ‘Very well. Just her head again,’ said Lena.


    Max pushed her again, adding insult to his betrayal. Gripping her left arm under his and guiding her head while Oliver pinioned her right, she was locked once more into the instrument, at her neck. She could not easily reach the locking pin at the end of the bar, so she was still imprisoned, standing, head forward, even though her hands were now released.


    Lena next fetched over a leg-spreading bar with ankle cuffs at either end. Jane was no match for the men as they lifted her leg across to the second cuff, after which she endured the humiliation of having her legs splayed nearly a yard apart at the ankles. Finally, Lena solved the hand restraint issue by attaching a purpose-made metal bar in the form of a yoke, which, by means of leather cuffs at the ends and a padded curved section just below her neck, formed over the shoulder line to hold it relatively comfortably in place, completed her restraint.


    ‘Very well, Jane. You will be wondering at the purpose of all this.’


    Jane fell into the trap of attempting to curse Lena, which provoked only laughter from her opponent.


    ‘What was that, Jane? Would you like to be able to speak? I might do a deal with you. Get the camera, Max.’


    Max, fetching a digital camera from a cupboard, photographed Jane from several angles, even from his knees behind her. She could not turn her head away from his frontal shots and remained clearly identifiable, the almost naked madam thoroughly enslaved.


    ‘Take some of Vanessa while you’re at it,’ Lena instructed Max. ‘Now, Jane. I won’t reveal any of these shots if you promise not to shout for help. I know you’re a woman of your word. Have we got a deal? Grunt twice if you agree.’


    ‘Nnh, nnh.’


    ‘Good. No tricks now.’ With that Jane’s gag was released, by Lena herself.


    Jane took a slow breath, then spoke. ‘You bitch, Lena. You’ll pay for this.’


    ‘I certainly hope not. The idea is for you to pay me, really. Let’s see how we get on shall we?’


    With that, Lena placed her right middle finger on Jane’s exposed pubic mound, and as it moved down to its target, the exquisite torture began anew.


    ‘Oooh. You bitch.’


    ‘Do stop with these insulting terms, Jane. It’s boring. Shut up or I’ll have you gagged again.’


    After five minutes during which Jane tried in vain to hide her increasing arousal, the finger desisted.


    ‘Would you like to feel Max’s cock inside you, Jane? Would you like me to permit it?’


    ‘You bastard, Max. Why are you doing this? Why?’


    The lack of any response was more annoying than any answer he could have given.


    Lena approached again, fingering her boss, whispering in her ear that Max now belonged to her. As Jane began to quiver, she stopped the masturbation, and stood sideways on in front of her captive.


    She unzipped the mini skirt and stepped out of it, revealing her green corset to be a basque which left her curved arse and mound of Venus exposed, for she wore no knickers.


    ‘Fuck me, Max,’ said the brown-skinned beauty. ‘Show her who your new mistress is.’


    Max stepped across and obliged, guiding himself into her from behind as she bent at the waist. He then frigged her slowly and rhythmically, looking across at Jane from time to time, expressionless.


    ‘Ah, that’s good. Thank you, Max, you may continue a little longer. How does it feel to watch, Jane?’ said Lena, triumphant.


    Jane was not about to say. It felt like defeat. Bitter, unadulterated, unmitigated defeat.

  


  
    Chapter Sixteen – An Accommodation


    


    Tom finally gave in to Sally’s cajoling, billing and cooing, and decided to spill the beans about Jane’s plans for a finale. It was, he supposed, safe enough if she didn’t find out about their plotting. And even if she did, he told Sally, she was prone to regard such machinations as showing initiative, rather than cheating.


    She would assemble them on Monday, then, and set them the task of collecting as many sexual slaves as they could by the end of the day. Those ahead on points would be given a head start according to their position on the leader table. They would be free to roam the premises, making negotiations and alliances as they wished. At 5 p.m. there would be a gathering in the theatre where their conquests, if any, would be presented.


    ‘So does it all depend on how many slaves you can, er, gather?’ asked Sally.


    ‘No, the points count as well. But each slave gives between five and ten points, if I remember.’


    ‘It sounds difficult.’


    ‘Not really. Some contestants just don’t get their head round it, true; but if you negotiate with people you can do quite well.’


    ‘Negotiate?’


    ‘Yes. For example, I might agree to be your slave on Monday. As long as you promise not to abuse me too much, and suck my cock every morning for a week afterwards.’


    She giggled, and playfully prodded him, which led to a pleasurable tussle between them. As they paused for breath, she asked, ‘So you would do that for me?’


    ‘Sure. I’ll tell anybody else who asks me that I am spoken for. Also you’ll get Steven as part of the package, since he’s in thrall to me.’


    ‘Wow. I’m beginning to get the idea.’


    



    In the cellar, Jane was repeatedly stimulated and then left high and dry by Lena, who explained that she wanted a partnership in Jane’s business, no less.


    ‘Just agree to it, Jane, and I’ll finish you off and release you.’


    ‘Never. You know I can’t do that. You’ll have to release me eventually, and where will that leave us? You know you shouldn’t mix business with pleasure, Lena, it’s wrong.’


    At that, her tormentor laughed uproariously.


    ‘And you never do that, Jane? You’re hypocritical. Most of what you do here this week is just that, mixing business with pleasure.’


    Jane paused, accepting the unavoidable logic.


    ‘Touché,’ she murmured. ‘But I can’t just agree in these circumstances. Whatever you do.’


    ‘What I require, Jane, is a promise in principle. We can negotiate the details in a more genteel manner later. I also need an undertaking that Max and I will not be sacked, though I expect our little photo session might help provide some insurance there.’


    ‘Let me go and I’ll think about it.’


    ‘Not good enough. You need not sign anything, because I know you are a woman of principle. But I do need your solemn word that you will grant me some share in the business. You know I have capabilities beyond those of a cook.’


    ‘My word will hardly be solemn if I’m on the verge of an orgasm.’


    Lena smiled. ‘Your word is your word, however obtained. Let us continue.’


    A session of finger teasing was followed by Lena positioning Oliver sideways in front of the captive, whereupon she wrapped her arms around his neck and hoisted herself up, legs around him. Holding her left leg with his right arm, Oliver guided his long prick up into her with his left hand, then grasped her right leg to fully support her upon him. She now added to her impalement by summoning Max, who, with an oiled condom over his cock, slid into her anus.


    ‘Ooh, Jane. This is good, I can feel them both. Filling me. So good. How would you like this? I can have both of them whenever I want. Soooo good.’


    She shut her eyes and savoured her pleasure. Was she losing some control? Jane wondered. It was not the case. After a few minutes of silent joy, she rationed her lust and ordered her lovers to let her down.


    Once more she approached Jane.


    ‘How did you like that little show? They are mine and mine alone. How would you like some cock?’


    Jane was unable to disguise her reaction now as the finger intruded again. This time, when it stopped, she was truly desperate.


    ‘Aah. Please!’


    ‘Good. Now we are getting somewhere. Would you like your friend to suck on you? I don’t think you deserve cock.’


    ‘Yes. Please.’


    She was released from the stocks, and Vanessa’s gag was removed after she had been warned not to shout out. Jane was made to shuffle across the room, taking the ungainly steps dictated by the leg-spreader. Together with the yoke across her arms and shoulders, it rubbed in the feeling that she was, now, a true and fully humiliated slave. In one used to administering such degradations, the occasional step across the line to the submissive end of the spectrum could produce an overwhelming sense of arousal, one to which Jane now felt herself beginning to succumb.


    She was directed to Vanessa’s chair and commanded to stop in front of her. Vanessa shuffled her upper body forward, being tied to the chair only by the feet, and managed to address the upper end of Jane’s vaginal lips. She began to lick her desperate friend, while Max seized the chance to take a good selection of photos.


    ‘Good. We may publish them. I’m sure there is a magazine somewhere specialising in middle-aged lesbian sluts,’ said Lena coolly. ‘Unless of course you agree my terms, Jane. Pull her away.’


    Max and Oliver grasped her fettered arms and she was compelled to totter back on her heels, away from the comforting tongue.


    Lena paused, a thin smile on her lips, as if thinking what to say or do next, tasting the nuances of her victory. Any pondering on further strategy would not be needed though, for Jane had had her fill, her resistance crumbling. She knew it was only a matter of time; Lena was prepared to stay down there all day if necessary.


    ‘OK, Lena. You’ve got it. I promise to negotiate with you on Monday. You have my word.’


    ‘Excellent. And our status is assured? I don’t want Max getting the sack. He’s too good a lay.’


    ‘You are both secure. You win your terms.’


    ‘Oh Jane!’ said Vanessa, pity in her tone.


    ‘Shut up, slut!’ said Lena.


    Turning to Jane, she spoke again. ‘Oh Jane!’ Her high voice imitated and mocked Vanessa’s plaintive tone. ‘Do you know how easy she was to subdue, Jane? Oliver went this early morning to fuck her, and I joined him just afterwards with some rope. She was being fucked from behind when I got there, face flat on the bed, backside stuck up like a wanton harlot. It was almost too easy. She’s had his cock before, you know, and is a complete slave to it.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Jane,’ said Vanessa.


    ‘I told you to shut up, cock slave. You will endure a longer spell of bondage for your disobedience.’


    ‘Don’t worry, Vanessa,’ said Jane. ‘It’s not your fault. She’s been very, very clever, and I never saw it coming.’


    Lena let Jane’s remark pass.


    ‘Good. So we have achieved our aim. I’m glad you saw sense, Jane. You won’t regret it in the end. Now, we are free to play. Do you wish for cock? I am prepared to have you top and tailed by my males again.’


    Jane remained silent, her last bastion of retaliation.


    ‘Very well.’


    Lena fetched a vibrator from one of the cupboards, clicked it into life, and began to massage Jane’s genitalia with it. As her victim’s eyes glazed and finally shut, she withdrew it and turned it off.


    ‘Now speak. Do you agree to the offer of cocks? It is a good one and I may not keep it open.’


    ‘Yes, I agree.’


    ‘Good. Now perform the requisite forfeit. One circuit of the room in your leg-spreader while we watch you.’


    Jane complied, slowly and awkwardly, to be rewarded with another period of attention from the vibrator.


    ‘Now on your knees. A small circuit. During this you must ask for the cocks and address me properly, as Mistress Lena.’


    Jane saw shock on Vanessa’s face as she sunk readily to her knees. The endgame had come, and she was ready to wallow in her condition, all resistance to her opponent now gone.


    She shuffled round the room, revelling in the situation, repeating, to Vanessa’s obvious disappointment and horror, the required mantra.


    ‘I beg you, Mistress Lena, to have me fucked. I beg you for the cocks of your male slaves. Please have them fuck my cunt, mistress. I kneel before you …’


    Mistress Supreme,’ prompted Lena, proffering an outstretched hand.


    ‘Mistress Supreme,’ said Jane, kissing the hand and feeling Oliver’s cock slide behind her and take possession of her, slipping home quickly and easily in her sopping pussy, shortly to be followed by Max, who knelt in front of her and filled her willing mouth with hot cock.


    Shortly afterwards, Lena, satisfied with the degree of tribute, rewarded it by attending to Jane’s clitoris with her flickering finger, producing perhaps the most overwhelming and long-lasting orgasm Jane had ever experienced.


    



    While Jane recovered, Lena sent Max to see to the feeding, watering and washing needs of the three captives in the stables. He remained casually nude. On his return, he remarked that he had seen Fiona wandering about, looking for Oliver.


    ‘Did she see you come down here?’ asked Lena, irritated.


    ‘I don’t know. I don’t think so. Does it matter?’


    ‘Of course it matters, you idiot. She is not to speculate unnecessarily on what the staff get up to. Perhaps we should get her down here.’


    The query was made redundant as they heard the sound of footsteps coming down to the ante room.


    ‘Couldn’t you lock the door?’ said Lena to Max, who merely shrugged. Instructing Oliver to accompany her, she went to meet the intruder.


    After a while, they heard the sounds of gentle, rhythmic whipping. A multi-tailed tawse upon an exposed rump, to judge by the rustling character of the noise.


    Shortly after it ceased, Lena returned, speaking to Jane in a low voice.


    ‘Fiona, nosing about. We have restrained her. She too is a slave to black cock and she woke without her lover this morning. If I blindfold her and free you, do I have your agreement that we will continue this session at my instigation tomorrow?’


    Wearily, Jane whispered back, ‘I thought you now had all you required.’


    ‘Mm. Perhaps. I thought I might dildo you, though. The house will be empty if they all go to Whitby.’


    ‘Lena, don’t you think you’re pushing it a little far? You may have won this particular encounter, for which I congratulate you, but the purse strings will always be mine.’


    ‘The alternative is for your condition to be revealed to the captive girl.’


    ‘If you have me for an hour or two tomorrow, will that be enough?’


    ‘Fine. I will clear the coast and free you. Would you like a robe?’


    ‘Yes, please.’


    And so she was freed, on probation. She was forced to leave Vanessa captive in Lena’s hands as she padded silently past the blindfolded Fiona in the anteroom. The redhead was shackled face first to one of the sloping boards. Her shift dress had been rudely torn down the length of her back, leaving it attached only at the arms. Her bare back was adorned with just a deep-waisted waspie suspender belt in black Lycra, which she must have obtained from the costume room. It supported seamed black nylons. Stiletto-heeled black strapped shoes were spread wide apart as she submitted to Oliver’s fingering. His priapic cock was no doubt soon to follow within her. Jane looked down at it, knowing it had recently dominated her, controlled by another woman. Oliver gazed back at her, confident, refusing to be cowed, knowing her downward glance confirmed his recent pre-eminence, which could not be forgotten.


    



    Jane, after lying in her room for a while, put on some large panties, a white floral-patterned frock, and some attractive yet flat soled thin-strapped sandals.


    Walking out to the garages, she took the keys of a sports car from her clutch bag. She opened the door and installed herself in the two-seater. Ignition on, and the central button caused the starter to kick the engine to life with a satisfying growl.


    The Cobra was a ridiculously over-powered car, and it spat gravel behind it as she surged away from the house. Mindful of its lack of finesse, as always, she enjoyed driving it fast and competently. Today it was even more important to focus on the undulating moorland road upon which she headed toward Castleton. It took her mind off everything else. In an intense but short time, she neared the north of Whitby, and pointed the classic nose toward the top car park, full of tourists’ tin boxes. She looked up at the cloudless June sky, left the tonneau cover off, and strolled down the steep steps to the pier area.


    She must contemplate the future, but there was no reason not to suck at a triple helping rum and raisin cone while doing so.


    



    Tom and Sally found themselves some lunch in a deserted kitchen, and took their plates outside to the garden. Afterwards, Tom took her to a nook in the woods just beyond the theatre, where he kept some of his gardening implements and plants in a shed and some ancient, moss-covered greenhouses.


    Behind the greenhouses lay a grassy suntrap, and here they sunbathed naked for the rest of the afternoon, talking sometimes, canoodling, and cementing their union with lovemaking.


    A bolognaise in a pan was served by a casually dressed and unusually cheerful Lena in the dining room in the evening. They shared it only with Simon, and Greg and Liz, who appeared to be getting on quite well together.


    There was no sign of Jane, Vanessa, or either of the shemale waitresses. Neither did Oliver or Fiona put in an appearance.


    Tom left the company early, for he and Sally had cooked a plan. It was important, he had said, to cultivate Simon, not let him suspect their liaison; for he was a potential subject for her on the Monday. Regretfully, she had agreed, the passion of her farewell kiss before they left the greenhouse area betraying her growing feelings for him. She liked his relaxed attitude, which she had perhaps mistaken for indecisiveness before. Such a contrast to Carlo and Gareth back in town, one all bravado and vinegar, the other constantly brooding, radiating intensity about nothing more important than some academic’s latest political stance.


    But she cosied up to Simon after the meal, easier now that Greg and Liz seemed to be a couple.


    ‘I was looking all over for you,’ he said. ‘Where did you get to?’


    ‘Oh, just wandering round the grounds. What were you doing?’ She spoke as if they were just good friends, last night’s encounter part of an alternative fantasy world, an ephemeral dream.


    ‘A bit of that. Pity I didn’t see you. Still, it is a big area. I ended up talking to Max in the garages. Jane’s got two or three really interesting classic cars in there, tucked away.’


    She tried hard to feign interest. Poor lamb, he was a sheep amongst wolves.


    That night she pleasured him to the limit of his stamina, finding his weaknesses, tickling his balls, sucking and riding his cock. Twice he woke, hungry for her, and she lay on her back letting him slide his cock home, pumping his orgasm into her. He was hooked, and she would wait until tomorrow night to reel in the catch.


    



    Sunday passed in similar vein, although Sally stayed in Simon’s company this time. Jane came down and joined them for a late breakfast, remaining fairly quiet apart from the usual pleasantries. They were served today by Steven, who was completely naked apart from pumps and a long blue-and-white striped apron which covered only his front.


    Otherwise it was just Tom and the same four of them as at last night’s dinner. It was this crew which set off for Whitby in the Land Rover, Max having shown no interest in getting his precious Jaguar out. Tom drove, and treated them all to fish and chips with what he called “house money”. Sandwiches and wine had been set out in the dining room when they returned. Vanessa was back in evidence, in white blouse and a short black skirt which barely hid her stocking tops. She told them that breakfast would be served in the dining room at 8.30 in the morning, and they were to report to the theatre by 9.30.


    This night, Sally went with Simon to his room instead of hers. Leaving her stockings and suspenders on, she surprised him in the bathroom just as he finished cleaning his teeth, coming up behind his naked body. With her right hand she thrust between his legs, cupping his balls; with her left, she clapped her palm against his burgeoning penis, slapping it down against his thighs, concentrating on the root.


    ‘Oh. Oh. No. I’m going to come.’


    ‘Be my slave, tonight and tomorrow, and I’ll finish you and let you dip in my fanny,’ she said, pausing in her cock stimulation, forcing it down, while tickling his balls more.


    ‘No, I mean yes, yes. Let me come inside you and I’ll do anything you want.’


    ‘Promise?’


    ‘Promise. Yes, yes, you’ve got me.’


    ‘Get down and suck me first, and then you can have your dip.’


    It was that easy.


    



    After the young guests had departed for Whitby, the house had become quiet. Jane, wearing the same patterned dress as yesterday, made her way into the kitchen, where she found Lena and Steven clearing up after breakfast.


    ‘So,’ said Jane. ‘We have a little bit of business, if you remember.’


    ‘OK, Jane,’ said Lena, matter of factly. ‘Steven, when you have finished here, go to your room, please, and stay there. I will inform you when you can rejoin the general company.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    Jane and Lena left the kitchen together.


    ‘Come to my study for a minute,’ Jane said. She leant on her desk after closing the door. ‘Look, Lena. I’ve no real problem with this partnership idea. I’ve always thought you a very able person, and an asset. But we will need to set down a few ground rules. What did you actually have in mind?’


    Lena smiled.


    ‘I’ve been nosing around in Inez’s stuff, and found a rather interesting rubber panty girdle with inbuilt dildo and a clitoral stimulator. I thought you could wear it on Monday morning. The clitoral stimulator is remote controlled. I could have you stand up and announce to everyone that I am the new mistress of the household. If you baulked at it, I would press the button and give you a writhing orgasm in front of them.’


    Jane paused, dumbfounded. Then she broke into peals of laughter.


    ‘I do like your style, Lena. We could use that scenario to test their business presentation skills next year.’


    Lena forced a smile, tempered by puzzlement, as Jane’s voice hardened.


    ‘Let’s get one thing straight. It’s not going to happen like that with me. If it comes right down to it I’m quite capable of shutting the whole thing down and finding another way of amusing myself. And then what would you have?


    ‘And don’t start talking about the photos. I would like to maintain face with the students in the near future, but as for the wider picture, I’m quite capable of living with a bit of notoriety if it means carrying on, on my own terms. It might even add to our marketing, if I go more mainstream. Any publicity is good publicity, they say.


    ‘So again, tread carefully, I’m not above pulling the sinful temple down about our ears.’


    Lena remained quiet now. Jane resumed.


    ‘So let’s move on and talk business. What did you have in mind?


    ‘Thirty per cent?’


    ‘Well, it’s a starting point but I can’t see it, really. Nick has 20 per cent for a start. It’s his nest egg, given that we have a pre-nuptial cutting him out of my other money and property. And I would like to look after Celia, Inez, and Vanessa if we’re talking about shares. I thought the wages were quite generous, but I suppose shares are fair. They’ve helped a lot. Five per cent, for example, doesn’t sound a lot but the profits are extremely good. The American market is huge.’


    ‘How much?’


    ‘I’ll let Celia show you the figures tomorrow. But you must agree a percentage first that we can all live with. You won’t be disappointed.’


    Lena shrugged. ‘Maybe.’


    ‘Think about it today and we’ll talk about it tomorrow. Now, what did you have in mind otherwise? I believe I owe you a forfeit.’


    Lena’s face brightened. ‘Yes. Wait while I get changed.’


    



    Lena returned wearing a black leather greatcoat. High-heeled boots were visible below it. Summoned to the hall, Jane saw Max, in jeans and T-shirt, and Oliver in his white robe.


    Max, who was carrying a video camera, led the way out of the front door. He positioned himself at the far side of the front lawn as the other two followed Lena outside.


    Lena spoke as he began to film them.


    ‘Now, you slut. You have had your last fuck from my personal slave, Max. It will not happen again. Strip her.’


    Oliver responded to the command, unzipping Jane’s dress and letting it fall to the lawn. She stepped out of it and forward, revealed to be wearing a large white roll-on girdle supporting grey stockings above her thin-strapped sandals, and a substantial white bra encapsulating her proud breasts.


    Lena slowly undid the greatcoat. Letting it drop behind her, she stood in her boots, black stockings, and a latex panty girdle which incorporated an external dildo, thrust at a lewd angle in front of her. Oliver, behind Jane, had stepped out of his robe and was naked. His prick, unlike its rubber counterpart on Lena, extended below the horizontal, but was no less thick and long.


    Jane broke the silence first.


    ‘Is mistress approving of my underwear?’


    ‘Yes. I find it highly appropriate. White, the colour of the weak submissive. And the absence of knickers is excellent. I might almost compliment you. I do like penitent slaves to anticipate their fate, as you have clearly done. Now, address me properly, and kneel, presenting your fat arse toward me. Promise not to transgress with slave Max, and then you shall have your punishment.’


    Jane turned and went down on all fours, seeing Oliver’s big cock at eye level ahead of her.


    ‘I am sorry, Mistress Supreme, for allowing myself to be tempted and fucked by your slave, Max. It shall not happen again. I await the pleasure of Mistress Supreme in administering my punishment.’


    ‘Excellent.’


    Without further ritual, the “punishment” duly came. Jane was penetrated without difficulty by Lena’s dildo, being lubricated by the frisson of humiliation from the moment she had stepped out of her dress. She sucked eagerly on Oliver’s proffered cock as Lena gave her a thorough pounding, holding on to her bra like a rodeo rider held on to his saddle, slapping the big rump with her free hand.


    Although it was early in the day, it was not beyond the bounds of possibility that an unexpected visitor might come up the front drive. The danger thrilled and excited Jane, who supported herself with just her left hand and reached back with her right. Masturbating herself furiously, she neared her goal, the mistress of the stately home in nothing but her underwear, fucked at both ends by uppity servants on her own front lawn.


    How very perversely English, she thought, as she dissolved into orgasm.

  


  
    Chapter Seventeen – Endgame


    


    


    On Monday morning, the house seemed far more animated, back to its normal routine. All were seen at breakfast in the dining room, including Celia and Inez, resuming their workday residence. The hot course after the buffet was served by Nick, Peter, and Steven, the latter naked but for a small white apron at his front, the two others likewise aproned, with white girdles and stockings. Nick, without his feminising wig today, appeared to be finding some difficulty in preventing his apron being tented by his titillated cock.


    The boys were in their robes, with the exception of Oliver, who had clearly raided the costume room to dress himself in black boots, beige riding breeches, white shirt, and a bright red hunting jacket. The entrance having been made, he soon discarded this upper garment, for the hot summer sun was already warming the room through the French windows.


    Sally and Liz were both in white blouse, black skirt and businesslike black stiletto-heeled shoes. There was precious little choice of normal outerwear in the costume room, all blouses seemingly white. Fiona also sported one, braless, teamed with black slacks and pumps. Liz’s skirt was more of a straight pencil shape than Sally’s, and under her blouse a white bra could be discerned.


    Sally, knowing what she did, had opted for an A-line skirt, comfortable until it was discarded later. Underneath she had on black stockings, black wide-belted suspenders, and black bra, despite the unclassy look under the white blouse. Her nether regions were well encased, in a maxi-style Lycra panty-girdle. She did not intend to waste any time today dallying on the end of an errant penis.


    Jane, at the credenza pouring cereal into a bowl, asked how she was.


    ‘Very well, thank you, madame. And madame?’


    She could almost feel Fiona and Liz sneering behind her back at the form of address she used, but Jane seemed flattered and graced her with a snippet of conversation.


    ‘Very well, thank you, my dear. I had a very pleasant outing yesterday, I went out in the Jaguar and popped in on some friends of mine, Lord and Lady Cornwell. They asked me to stay for tea, it was most convivial.’


    ‘I’m glad, madame.’


    ‘Of course one can’t drink if driving, but the company was good.’


    ‘Couldn’t Max drive you?’


    ‘Max is a little out of favour, my dear. I preferred to be alone. It is my car after all, not his, and I enjoy driving. Have you passed your driving test?’


    ‘Not yet, madame.’


    ‘I’ll sort you out with some lessons. There’s a local man who is quite good, I believe. You can take the test in Scarborough.’


    With that, she moved away, leaving Sally amazed at the presumption of it. Jane already seemed to assume that Sally would accept a role within her company. It was an interesting offer nonetheless. She seemed to be well thought of now, for whatever reason.


    



    After breakfast, the contestants, without Steven, convened in the theatre. Neither was there any sign of Becky, who must have endured the whole weekend stabled, Sally surmised, inwardly shuddering at the thought of how close she had come to the same fate.


    The only other member of staff with Jane was Vanessa, who sat at the side looking rather distant and distracted. Jane took up a position on the stage, standing behind a lectern. She had on a smart, dark blue business suit, with light blue blouse, grey stockings and strappy high-heeled sandals.


    Her speech was very much as Tom had predicted; their last task was to secure as many other people as they could to be their sexual slaves for the day and evening. Certain “conquests” were more valuable than others, but they were not to know any more detail. Points would be allocated, to add to their existing tallies.


    They were free to wander the household, negotiate, cajole, try whatever they wished with whomsoever they wished. Only physical coercion was frowned upon, force was strictly forbidden, and any chastisement and corporal punishment must only be indulged in with the full consent of the submissive party. If anybody wished to dally in games of that nature, Jane said, they should negotiate a safeword, use of which would stop the activity. It should not be necessary to linger in such pastimes for too long, she reminded them, since the object of the exercise was to extract an oath of allegiance and servitude, not to spend hours teasing people, however pleasurable that might be. For example, anyone agreeing to bondage and such delights must have presumably already acquiesced to the pre-eminence of their master or mistress.


    Other than that, there were no rules. They would report back from three, with a final deadline of five o’clock. Had anybody any questions?


    It seemed not, until, after a moment, Liz raised her hand.


    ‘Yes, my dear?’


    ‘Is it possible to capture each other’s slaves?’


    ‘A very good question. It is not, in the sense that a subservient might submit to more than one dominant, thus causing confusion when we gather later this afternoon to decide the outcome. At that time, you must gather here and present your slaves, if you have made any. Their obedience will be examined by a simple test. It is, incidentally, no disgrace if you do not make slaves of anyone, nor is it a matter of dishonour if you choose the submissive path, though there are no points available for this. Some of you may feel your position may not be strong enough to prevail alone, and may wish to help others instead. The task is not an easy one.


    ‘But to return to our main point. Once word is given, it cannot be rescinded. However, you may, as you say, “capture” another’s slave, by the expedient of subduing and dominating their master or mistress.’


    She paused.


    ‘If there are no other questions, we will begin. The staff are where you might expect to find them. You will leave at intervals. Each point advantage on the table equates to a ten-minute start. Fiona, as the leader in our competition, you may begin.’


    The clear implication was that they would try to secure the co-operation of staff first, the leaders having an advantage.


    Fiona rose and strode out. She hesitated, looking at Vanessa for a moment. Boldly, she spoke.


    ‘Would you like to accompany me, Vanessa?’


    ‘Very well.’


    The waitress, or assistant domina, whatever she might be, rose and followed the redhead. Vanessa was pliable, thought Sally, and she was already playing catch-up.


    The 20 minutes since Fiona received permission to start seemed an eternity. Sally clasped Simon’s hand and whispered, ‘Remember your promise. I’ll see you right.’


    ‘Did you know something about this?’ he asked, a modicum of suspicion in his voice.


    ‘No, my darling,’ she lied. ‘But support me and we’ll win together. You’re too far behind to do much on your own.’


    ‘I guess you’re right.’


    The last minute ticked by and Jane, now sitting in an easy chair at the side of the stage, gave the order.


    ‘Sally, you may begin.’


    Standing, she began to undo her blouse. As she placed it over the seat, she said, ‘I claim Simon as my slave. Stand and strip.’


    The pause began to unnerve her and she spoke quickly, yet calmly.


    ‘Do it. Now.’


    He stood slowly, and then the robe was off. He slid his white Lycra shorts down, and with them his chances of victory. As soon as they left his crotch, his cock was standing. Sally took the cord from his robe and used it to fasten his wrists behind him. He was hers.


    ‘Give your oath.’


    ‘I … I am your slave …’


    ‘Mistress Sally.’


    ‘Mistress Sally.’


    ‘Any more for any more? What about you, Greg? Do you wish to join my stable?’


    The rugby player smiled his cheerful smile, shaking his head. It was time to leave; she had only ten minutes over Liz. Stepping out of her skirt, she commanded her underling, ‘Follow me, slave. We have work to do.’


    



    Her first stop was at Inez’s door. She knocked, and was rewarded with a response.


    ‘Enter.’


    She did so and saw Inez, behind her desk, in T-shirt and slacks.


    ‘What can I do for you?’


    ‘Well, Inez, I expect you know …’


    ‘I know everything, chérie. Do you require my obedience? I like you, chérie, the most of all, but what will you do for me?’


    Sally had planned to offer cunnilingus, perhaps, at this moment, but then she had an inspiration.


    ‘Simon, come in!’


    The naked slave obliged, and Inez’s face lit up.


    ‘Mon dieu, I love this boy. Can I have him?’


    ‘He is yours. To cavort with all day if you wish. But I must have your oath of allegiance in return.’


    ‘Not a problem, chérie. I will be there and bring him at five o’clock. You have my word.


    ‘Did you promise him anything if you win?’


    ‘Well, sort of.’


    ‘Do not do it, chérie. He has fucked me already and I bet he did not admit it to you, non?’


    ‘Oh. No.’


    ‘There you have it. He is a naughty boy and you owe him nothing. I will look after him for you. Mistress.’ Inez smiled sweetly. There was no more to say, and Sally took her leave.


    A pause at Celia’s office door, next to Jane’s study, found Liz just leaving. She smiled at Sally.


    ‘No chance,’ she said.


    Sally nevertheless looked in, finding Celia wearing her professional smile, a discreet fuchsia blouse failing to disguise the protuberance of her imposing breasts.


    ‘I’ll tell you what I told the other girl, dear. I don’t do slavery. But you look as though you might nab a few men, done up like that. A good choice; I approve.’


    Entering the corridor again, Sally wondered as to her choices. Becky was not in circulation, Simon was hers; which left Oliver as the next in line, and he must still have about half an hour to “serve” from what she could remember of the points.


    Tom had said to her that Jane’s personal slaves would be out of bounds; that if approached they would merely declare their allegiance to the mistress.


    Did that include Max? She wasn’t sure. Was Jane trying to tell her anything when she said he was out of favour? She would find him in the garages, she knew. But, alone, it might result in an unpredictable shagging session. She needed to keep her pants on.


    That left the kitchen, and Jane herself. And where had Fiona and Vanessa got to? She hardly saw Fiona as anything other than an implacable rival. Lena? She was, frankly, afraid of the cook. Her icy self-possession, her total confidence. Even when she had presented herself, bare-arsed in front of Tom and everyone as she fucked Steven in the kitchen that evening, it was with an assurance, a demeanour that said she was getting what she wanted, the males mere tools.


    No, she could not see Lena acquiescing to anything. But neither would she with anyone else, either. So it was an easy choice, as she turned away from the kitchen door.


    Carrying out a quick scan of dining room and lounge on the off-chance that Vanessa had not succumbed to Fiona and was hanging about, she was not surprised to see them deserted.


    She headed back to the theatre, to take the bull by the horns.


    When she got there, Oliver was still under starter’s orders, with Greg. She approached Jane and asked if she could have a private word.


    ‘Certainly, my dear. We have 10 minutes or so before the remaining beasts are unleashed.’


    They walked up to the foyer area.


    ‘What is it you want?’


    ‘Well, I was wondering … Madame, if you would care to let me take on any of your slaves? I know it’s a bold request.’


    ‘Audacious, indeed. But a wise tactic since I have three such contenders in the stables currently. Have you been to the stables and asked them?’


    A trap. If she was not careful, she might reveal her prior knowledge.


    ‘I surmised that it would have been insubordinate to do so, as they clearly belong to Madame.’


    ‘I see. We will see what we might do. Meet me there in …’ she looked at her watch. ‘Fifteen minutes.’


    In the time Sally had now been given, she went round the far side of the theatre, making sure no one saw her, and tracked down Tom. He had Steven with him, black-thonged in the cock-framing homoerotic outfit as usual.


    ‘Hi, Sally. I had Fiona here earlier, trying it on. She wasn’t best pleased when I said I was spoken for.’


    ‘Should you have done that?’


    ‘You have to if asked, really. Not that she asked directly. But I wanted to cut the encounter short.’


    ‘That’s good. So where’s she gone? Did she have Vanessa with her?’


    ‘No. Gone maybe to Max’s garage. I don’t know, really. Just a guess.’


    She hurriedly explained her rendezvous with Jane. He had no tactics to offer, beyond wishing her good luck.


    She had to run a bit, to get there on time, but encountered no one on the way.


    ‘You have been running, dear. Not good in a mistress,’ said Jane, without recrimination in her voice. ‘Now let us see. Which of these slaves did you have in mind?’


    All of them would be wonderful, thought Sally, but the implication was that she ought to choose.


    ‘I know you are upset with the slave Becky, madame, but I … I would like to take her on just for today. Perhaps it may save you some work. I would do with her what you requested.’


    ‘I see. Here is what we will do. Take her for some exercise and hide her away for the afternoon. Produce her at the theatre at three, bridled and cuffed. You will find a leg-spreader in the inner cellar; use that on her at the presentation. Be careful if you go in the cellar and anyone is there; do not try to bite off more than you can chew. Retreat is better.’


    After this enigmatic speech, she bridled Becky and led her from the stable. The three of them walked across toward the garages, there to obtain a trap for the unfortunate Becky’s exercise.


    The crunching of the gravel under their feet as they approached smoked somebody out. It was Fiona who emerged from the garages. Her complexion was flushed, but her expression was one of defiance and challenge. She wore just a tight tank top and hot pants now, in shiny black rubber. Her feet were sheathed in high-heeled patent leather calf-length boots.


    ‘So. My challenger. What about wrestling me? Winner takes all. Loser to be enslaved together with all her conquests.’


    Sally knew that the risk was high, and kept her silence while she thought.


    ‘There is no rule that says you must,’ said Jane, softly.


    ‘I decline your offer,’ Sally replied.


    ‘Wimp.’


    ‘Unless you care for a tag match. Tom and I against you and a partner.’


    Both Jane and Fiona now paused, looking at Sally, weighing up the new information. She had gained nothing by revealing her alliance with Tom, so it had been a foolish move.


    ‘I think probably not. We’ll see what happens at three, shall we?’


    ‘Now who’s the wimp?’ Sally could not resist.


    As Fiona moved away toward the house, glaring, Jane called her.


    ‘Is Max in there? What’s he doing?’


    ‘He’s minding my slave for me.’ Fiona turned on her heel with the last laugh.


    ‘Taunting is not ladylike,’ Jane admonished Sally as she approached the door. ‘Wait until you have people helpless in bondage next time, before you use such terms.’


    ‘I’m sorry, mistress.’


    Jane noted the change in tone.


    ‘Mistress is what you must be if you are to win this.’


    ‘Yes. Of course. I thank you for your advice, Madam Jane.’


    Max was in the back of the garage, sitting in an old armchair. Vanessa was at his knees, kneeling, face in his lap. He sat casually with his cock out of his unzipped shorts as she sucked on it. She had on stockings, heels, and a tight latex panty-girdle, nothing else. Her breasts hung loose. Jane knew the latex device probably incorporated an internal dildo. Still, Vanessa was not one to find disadvantages in being pinioned to phalluses, so she supposed she was happy enough. Certainly she did not pause in her fellatio.


    ‘You’re so uncouth, Max. We’re taking a trap.’


    ‘Does Lena know about it?’


    ‘Lena has nothing to do with it, Max. Remember we have guests here. Lena and I are negotiating an accommodation at present. Your status in it is as a member of staff with secure tenure. That is all. Do not get above yourself; you may find your ally is a little more concerned for her own position than yours.’


    They left him to silently ponder on the comments, and selected the yellow trap.


    As they harnessed Becky, without tail today, and Sally took a whip and mounted for a gentle ride, she wondered what Lena had to do with all this, No matter. She rejoiced in the command that was hers as Becky pulled her along. Five slaves now. Surely that was enough?


    



    She enjoyed an extended sojourn with Becky, taking the bridled slave beyond the folly and across the rolling pastureland. Eventually they made their way back, around the far side of the woods. Here, Sally could see fences away on the left, denoting the limit of Jane’s grounds. What if a passing farmer saw them from his tractor in the distance, a naked pony girl pulling another one along, riding the trap in just black underwear, stockings and all?


    They wound their way round and back to Tom’s enclave, where Becky was unharnessed. Sally took pity on her and unbridled her too. The girl sunk on to the grass to rest. Sally had not exhausted her, but she was almost like an animal now, responding to simple stimuli.


    Sally knelt down, taking Becky’s hand in her lap, stroking her hair. Jane could be so cruel at times, she thought. No matter what Becky had done with Nick, this was no way to treat anyone. But a woman scorned … Sally wondered how she might feel, 20 years down the line, if some bimbo seduced her husband. Oh well.


    Morning became afternoon. Tom had brought some sandwiches and bottled water, so they had rations in their foxhole. He explained how Lena had been round earlier, teasing and parading, hands on her hips. He had remained cool, he said, and she had gone away, saying there might be a surprise in store at three. Today he would remain fully clothed until the finale. Sally was not to worry. She was glad of it. The thought of an encounter with Lena made her shudder.


    What might the surprise be? They agreed that little else could be done now, that it was a question of waiting it out. Sally delegated Tom to visit the cellar for the leg-spreader and cuffs. He was promised, safe, but her nerves were still on edge. She was the vulnerable one. Could she resist a marauding Oliver, or Lena, or both of them?


    But nobody came, and Tom returned with the equipment. All he had found in the cellar was Greg, trapped in the stocks in the inner sanctum, Liz teasing his naked body with a soft whip. He had asked if she might wish to be fucked in front of Greg, to submit to his enslaving cock as her helpless boyfriend watched. However, she had smiled and politely declined.


    ‘Well, thank you for trying, I suppose. I hate the thought of you having anybody else now.’


    ‘You’ll have to get used to it if we’re doing any filming. Jane’s got a little jaunt planned soon. Have you thought whether you’re going to go for a film contract?’


    ‘I don’t know. Can I?’


    ‘Oh yes, she’s keen on you. You’ll do well. The money’s excellent and she won’t use anyone who’s an unknown quantity, it’s all in house. So you’re safe from that point of view.’


    ‘Well, maybe. We’ll see. It doesn’t exactly seem like the type of career I’d looked at so far …’ She smiled as her voice tailed off.


    ‘Don’t worry about that. She likes people who can work in her mainstream companies. Or, if they’re still at uni, to finish their education. It was the same with last year’s group. Some of them will be joining us over the winter for a bit of indoor stuff.’


    ‘So you’ll be fucking other people?’


    ‘Like I said, it goes with the territory. A hard job but someone has to do it.’


    Seeing her lack of response to his feeble joke, he held her tight.


    ‘But you’re the special one.’


    



    The clock seemed to accelerate a little as three o’clock neared, and they prepared to walk to the theatre. Tom said there was no need to fetch Inez; she would bring Simon.


    Sally decided to harness Becky to the trap. She fixed the bridle, without any helmet, and the waist harness without dildo. Becky had worn soft pumps for the outing when Jane fetched her from the stable, the better to cover the ground, but her continued shaven nudity above her feet served to fully emphasise her lowly status.


    They made an imposing entrance, coming from the far side of the theatre. Steven walked ahead of Tom, in his thong outfit on a leather lead attached to one of its rings just above his bottom. Tom had added a final touch by fitting him with a rubber gimp mask which left only his eyes and mouth visible.


    Sally followed in her chariot, disembarking as they arrived. Freeing Becky from the shafts, they undid the leather belt and fitted her with the leg-spreader, and cuffs behind her. Her submissive nature cemented now, she showed no protest.


    As they did all this, they saw the others filing in. Oliver, in his country gentleman boots, breeches, and white shirt. Lena, casual in jeans and tight white T-shirt. Fiona in her latex, guiding the girdled Vanessa in front of her, whip in hand. Sally wondered if she might have had Max in tow, but there was no sign of him.


    Celia appeared, the picture of an efficient company secretary. Sally marvelled at the disguise which carried no hint of her alter ego, the dildo-wearing virago who stalked the dungeon.


    Next to appear on the scene were Liz and Greg. At least one assumed it was Greg, for he too had been fitted with a gimp mask by his “owner”, Liz. The stocky, hairy body was naked, but encumbered by strapping which held his arms behind him, his upper arms vertical but his forearms horizontal across his back, lashed together. The final touch was provided by a long stick which she held in her leather-gloved hand, which was attached at its far end, by means of a finely engineered universal joint, to a butt-plug secured within him by a black leather jock strap affair. It left his cock free before him, sprouting from his hairy bush, swaying and twitching in its full arousal.


    His mistress had divested herself of the pencil skirt, and her white blouse was corralled at the waist by a wide black belt. Below it she had on skimpy white panties, and white suspenders led down to contrasting black stockings and shoes.


    Sally could not help but admire her presentation. It was imaginative, and thorough in its detail. Though Liz must know she could not now be the overall winner, she remained cool and impassive, in total control of her minion.


    Her appreciation of the spectacle was tempered by the absence of Inez and Simon. Were they busy copulating somewhere, unaware of the time? All the others had filed in now, save Celia, who waited in the foyer.


    Sally began to think she must lead her party in soon. Was there time to dash to find them? How rigid was the deadline? Just as she turned to Tom to tell him to go in, they arrived.


    Thank God. Simon was completely naked. He was followed by Inez, who sported an extremely expensive looking pair of red high-heeled shoes, conventionally supportive at the rear, devolving to a delicate strap design at the toe. Her stockings were a lightish fawn, achieving a sexy look on the petite Frenchwoman without falling into the dreadful numptiness of an American Tan. Above this, she was clad in her white medical tunic, which came down to just below her knees. Under this, what she wore was a matter of speculation. Not much, Sally guessed.


    They filed in, Sally at the rear behind the slow-moving Becky, who clumped awkwardly down the aisle. Finally they settled in various seats, certain members compelled to remain standing, Becky at the front in her spreader, Greg next to his mistress in the aisle as she held the controlling pole idly across her lap.


    After a minute or two, they heard the movement at the rear of the auditorium, and turned their heads to witness Jane’s entrance. Ahead of her were Nick and Peter, bridled now, on the end of short reins held by the mistress. Celia followed them in, closing the door and taking a seat at the rear.


    Jane bade her creatures, identically clad in white open girdles above their exposed cocks, black stockings on the suspenders, and black high-heeled court shoes, to stand at the front, while she walked to the lectern. Neither wore a wig, so that above the waist they were naked men; below it, feminised perverted sluts, cocks twitching.


    Jane smiled and addressed the assembly. She remained in her blue business suit.


    ‘Thank you so much for coming to this, our dénouement. We will proceed forthwith. I see that some of you have chosen, or succumbed to, the subordinate role. So for the purpose of points, we may discount slaves Rebecca, Simon, Gregory, and Steven. Thank you for participating, for the yang is nothing without the yin, as the Chinese might say.


    ‘We are left with four serious contenders for our prize, who are now required to reveal their hand. I shall choose the order of presentation.


    ‘First, I ask you, Mistress Elizabeth   for that is what you are, a fully fledged dominatrix   to present. Do you have slave or slaves?’


    Liz stood up.


    ‘I present to you my slave Greg, mistress.’


    ‘Well done. Bring him to the stage.’


    He was led up, and Liz was told by Jane to command him to kiss her gloved hand. This he did, gratefully and eagerly, as she held her controlling wand in the other hand.


    ‘He has proved his status, and Liz scores five points,’ Jane announced. ‘Now, we move on, and I wish to see the prowess of Mistress Fiona. Do you have any slaves to present before us?’


    Fiona and Vanessa stood up and climbed to the stage.


    ‘I present Slave Vanessa,’ said Fiona proudly. ‘She is wearing a latex panty-girdle incorporating integral vaginal dildo and a clitoral stimulator mound. Thus her genitals are mine and the rest of her submissive body follows.’


    ‘Excellent. You have learnt well. Now have her kiss your boot,’ said an approving Jane.


    Vanessa doing so, the pact was sealed.


    ‘Vanessa is a member of staff and worth slightly more than one of our contestants,’ Jane continued. ‘However, she is a habitual wanton submissive and therefore worth just six points. But very well done, Fiona. Have you any other conquests?’


    ‘No, madame.’


    ‘Very well. Six points. You and Mistress Elizabeth may take your seats. Now. We approach the climax of our competition. I call upon Madam Sally to come to the stage.’


    Madam! It was a rare compliment. Did Jane see her in such an exalted bracket?


    She rose, and clicked on her heels calmly to the stage. Gaining it, she stood in the centre.


    ‘Madam Sally will now present her slaves,’ said Jane.


    The pronouncement carried the inevitability of a line spoken in a play. She must now play her role, on cue.


    ‘I present firstly Slave Steven. He is under the direction of Slave Thomas, whom I command to follow.’


    Would he let her down at the last? Visions of Gary Cooper stepping out to meet his fate in High Noon played incongruously in her mind. Do not forsake me oh my darling.


    Tom slapped Steven’s rear. He was standing next to Tom at the end seat, not permitted the dignity of sitting down. As the submissive walked toward the stage, Tom rose and languidly pulled his T-shirt over his head, following it up by kicking off his trainers and rolling down his jeans. Pulling them off, he made his way to the stage, barefoot, in just his white briefs.


    When he stood before her, Sally looked at him, face impassive, though her heart was beating fast. Hands on hips, she spoke.


    ‘Strip naked for your mistress.’


    He did so, and Sally, feigning disinterest, turned to face the audience.


    ‘I call upon Slave Simon to present himself in front of Slave Rebecca. Kneel down, and free her of the leg-spreader so that she may climb the small steps to the stage. Slave Rebecca, you may then kiss my hand to prove your devotion.’


    As they followed her orders, she relaxed somewhat, realising that she was taking to this game like a duck to water. She finished her tableau by summoning Inez.


    ‘Finally, Slave Inez. Pray join your mistress.’


    Inez stood. She unbuttoned her tunic, taking her time, and stepped out of it. It was as Sally had thought. Underneath it she wore precisely nothing, save for a pearl necklace. Even in nudity, her sense of style was evident. Her stockings were of the hold-up variety, so no suspender belt broke the outline of her lithe body as she walked, or should one say sashayed, hips swaying seductively, up to the stage.


    She smiled at Sally, who smiled in return.


    ‘Bravo, chérie.’ She spoke softly. ‘What would you have me do?’


    ‘You must display yourself, I suppose.’


    ‘You suppose nothing, chérie. You command. Order me. I am not ashamed, whatever you say.’


    Sally now spoke louder, for the benefit of the audience.


    ‘Slave Inez. Kneel and present your disgraceful bare arse to the audience. Take the cock of Slave Simon in your mouth and suck on it until I permit you to stop.’


    Inez went down without demur, adding to the spectacle by reaching behind her with both hands and pulling her cheeks apart so as to provide a better view of her widened vagina. She addressed Sally, to put the icing on the cake.


    ‘I thank Madame Sally for allowing me to subjugate myself before her. I am her willing slave and now beg to be granted the chance to suck cock like a strumpet.’


    ‘You may suck.’


    Sally almost heard her own voice as if it came from another. She drew a deep breath of relief as Jane said, ‘Well done, Madam Sally, a superb display, we all agree. I am satisfied with the demonstrations of allegiance, so we will move on to the scores.


    ‘You have five each for our contestants, Rebecca, Steven and Simon. Inez, member of staff, is worth eight and Tom worth ten, being one of my less servile males. That gives you 33 in total, an extremely capable and well conducted effort. Stand now at the side with your slaves.’


    Once Sally had done as Jane asked, the director continued, ‘Finally then, we have one remaining contestant, the handsome Oliver. Would you care to step up, young man, and tell us of your conquests?’


    Oliver rose to his feet. As he passed Lena’s seat, on the row behind him, he bent and exchanged quiet words with her. Sally thought she saw Lena shake her head slightly, after which he straightened to his full height. His face was set into a slight scowl as he walked down the aisle, unbuttoning and then discarding his white shirt upon the front seat as he passed.


    His bearing was one of determination as he reached the stage. Jane sensed that ceremony was no longer required, and spoke promptly.


    ‘You may begin.’


    ‘Good. Firstly I claim Fiona as my slave. Get up here and show who you belong to.’


    Fiona was up in a flash, and cantered to the stage far too eagerly. Once there she turned her back on the audience, facing Oliver. The latex hot pants framed her rounded arse perfectly, but not for long, for she pulled them down and knelt, unzipping his fly and extracting his phallus, then taking it lasciviously into her mouth.


    ‘I see you do not require a verbal oath from this conquered whore,’ said Jane, looking down at the spectacle. ‘Have you any other slaves to call?’


    ‘Yes. I call Vanessa to pull my boots off and take my trousers off. She will then suck my cock to keep me hard until I am ready to favour the slave Fiona with a small helping of cock.’


    ‘I see. Continue.’


    The tableau was fulfilled and then, while Fiona turned on all fours toward the audience   just Celia, Lena and Liz by this time   and as Vanessa sucked his length, on her knees at his feet, he delivered the coup de grace.


    ‘I now call on your shemale sluts to come and pay homage to me by licking my arse.’


    Jane walked quickly to the side of the stage where Nick and Peter stood.


    ‘Obey him!’ she snapped.


    What was happening? Liz was visibly shocked, as were Sally and her cohorts.


    ‘Now you will pay the price, Jane.’ Oliver spoke as he shafted Fiona steadily and gently from behind, two unabashed shemales licking his arse.


    ‘Strip and bow down to me. No arguments. Full submission.’


    Jane now began to undo her costume. Even Celia looked surprised, although Lena, unfazed, must have had some prior knowledge of all this.


    Gradually the garments were dropped. Suit top, skirt, blouse. Jane now crossed over to Vanessa, who undid her large white bra. She stood in only a white roll-on girdle, high-waisted, which supported her grey stockings. Knickerless, she embraced her fate.


    ‘I submit to you and worship you, Master Oliver. I beg of you to favour me with your cock after you have finished with Slave Fiona. I am willing to be subservient to your senior slave, Fiona, if required. I will do anything you wish, just to be shafted by your cock. As you know, I have sucked it more than once recently, but I crave its entry into my well-lubricated and willing quim, above all. Please let me present my submissive and willing rump to you.’


    ‘Very well. But you must wait until Fiona has been done.’


    ‘Thank you, master. Thank you for the opportunity to be used by your cock supreme.’


    With this, Jane turned and knelt next to Fiona. Her spectacular fall from grace, and the final tableau, was complete.


    



    After Jane had been treated to a thoroughgoing shafting by Oliver’s cock, culminating in her climaxing by fingering her clitoris and then having to remain on all fours while he satisfied himself by pumping his come into her, the show was finally brought to a close by Celia, who climbed the steps to the stage. Saying nothing about what had happened, she began a matter of-fact summary.


    ‘So, to Oliver, the following. Eleven points for Fiona and her slave Vanessa, transferred. Five points each for Madam Jane’s shemales. I award 12 for Madam herself, with a bonus three points for the manner of the conquest. Total 36, giving a grand total of 66, which gives him second place. Liz is third with 44, but our overall winner this year, with 73 points, is our newly fledged Madam, Sally. Well done.


    ‘You may now enjoy the rest of the evening with your slaves and dominants as you wish. Interviews about contracts will take place tomorrow. Look on the board in the hall for times, please; don’t miss your slot.


    ‘I wish you all a pleasant and debauched evening.’ 

  


  
    Chapter Eighteen – New Horizons


    


    ‘What did you think?’


    ‘I was hoping you’d be prepared to go a little bit more.’


    ‘Shall we call it 7½ per cent, then? Everybody will be adequately rewarded by that, I think. I can’t take anything off Nick, really; we still need him on board for the recruiting side.’


    Lena thought for a minute.


    ‘OK, I suppose that’s fair. As you say, we can move on now.’


    ‘Excellent.’


    They were in Jane’s office. It was 10.15 on Tuesday morning.


    ‘Jane.’


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘That was rather a sly trick, giving Becky away to Sally. Not part of our agreement.’


    ‘Wasn’t it? What if I’d given them all away? At least it gave him a sporting chance.’


    ‘Hmm. You realise that with her having five points less and Oliver five points more, he’d have pipped her.’


    ‘True. Even without your sacrifice. I take it you didn’t want to enter into slavery under him. I was waiting to see him get another ten points if you had got up. You could have made the difference on your own.’


    ‘No. Not my style. I don’t mind him on my own terms. Not like you.’


    ‘Oh, you should try the other side sometime. It can be rather delicious. Anyway, we need people who can handle him so I’m glad you feel that way, really. We’ve got Tom with us in France so I expect that’ll be enough to keep him in line. I’m sorry you can’t come, but it’s important you learn the business from Celia while I’m away. And you need to train Becky up in the kitchen; she’ll be taking over from you in the university holidays, and permanently after her course ends.’


    With that, discussions were at an end, concord agreed between Jane and Lena.


    ‘OK, dear,’ Jane said. ‘See if the first interviewee is outside when you go.’


    



    Jane pointed the Jaguar’s nose into the courtyard of the hotel. It was a small establishment, off the beaten track, but she knew it well. They would have a large, luxurious room, and partake of a gourmet meal in the restaurant after they had unpacked and showered.


    They had made a detour to Sally’s flat to pick up her passport, and then sailed from Hull to Zeebrugge on Wednesday night. The Jaguar had eaten up the miles, even on the south Paris ring road, and now they were a little way north of Poitiers in the small town of Vancais. They would spend the night as they had on the ferry, talking, drinking wine, and in bed finding each other’s intimate crannies with their wicked fingers and tongues.


    Jane had been quite forthcoming on the journey, reminiscing about her first husband, Frank, the millionaire industrialist: how they used to holiday near the Riviera; his “stupid” Rolls Royce; how she preferred the road manners of the Jaguar. She had opened up about Max, how she could understand how he might want a younger partner like Lena, but how she could never forgive him for the manner in which he had done it.


    He would find out, she said, for Lena’s partnership deal was for her alone … If Max had been drawn into it, that would have been the end; she would have brought the whole enterprise crashing to a halt and sacked them both on the spot. Sometimes, though, one had to compromise; an important lesson for her young companion to learn.


    The following day they reached Jane’s villa in the Gironde, where they would be joined by a party from England by the weekend. Oliver and Fiona, Simon, and Tom, Nick, and Inez from the staff. They would take the minibus and come via the St Malo crossing. Liz and Greg had gone on holiday together, but would remain in touch, and might be used in the future.


    There would be a two-week period of filming, with opportunities for rest and recreation. Nick was along as cameraman, installed in place of the errant Max, with whom Jane wanted no dealings at present.


    



    A week had gone by. It was piercingly bright and almost stupefyingly hot down here at this time of the year, until the wind got up in the evenings, coming off the Bay of Biscay.


    Sally lay with Tom on the beach, languid like oiled reptiles. It was easy to walk along a short way and find a stretch where people stripped naked. She had her bush shaved so that just a narrow, vertical hairy section remained in the centre. It was, she laughed, her “pornographic film star” look.


    Later they would look for a quiet spot in the dunes where they would make love.


    She had money, sunshine, an expert lover, and a steady, well-paid job waiting for her in the management of one of Jane’s companies when the autumn came.


    Life was good. Life was very good.
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