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		“Come To Mother”

		

	
(The final fourth-part of the “Subjugated Samuel” collection)


		 

By Miss Irene Clearmont


		 

As usual I give my thanks to my outstanding editor, CH! The plot is mine as is virtually all of the prose, but his additional imaginative suggestions have rounded and brought this series to completion and raised the bar yet again.  Readers have him to thank that this piece was delayed a little in order to lengthen it way past the expected size!


		 

Irene.




		Subjugating Samuel: The Series

		 

‘Come to Mother’ is the fourth and final episode in the ‘Subjugated Samuel’ series. It follows Samuel through various female-dominated misadventures in the USA. The first in the series is ‘Plaything’, the second is ‘Road Kill’, the third is ‘Full Dressage’.
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Part 1 Plaything:

Samuel, a young man from a relatively wealthy Spanish family takes a trip to the USA from coast to coast. Hiking and bussing his way west. Stopping on impulse in Reno on his way to San Francisco, he falls into the grip of the immoral Miss Harriman who offers him casual work that soon becomes captivity. After amusing herself by feminising him, Miss Harriman releases him at the Snake Ranch.
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Part 2Road Kill:

The Snake Ranch is a truck-stop brothel, where Samuel spends a traumatic three days before he finds Layla, a female trucker who seemingly aids his escape. Layla is not what she seems, but a smuggler of immigrants who sells him to a certain Mistress Isabella. A woman who has something completely different in mind for the feminised Samuel.
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Part 3Full Dressage:

Miss Isabella passes Samuel to her chief pony trainer, Miss Josephine. Samuel learns that the cruel stables prepares its victims as human animals to be bought by wealthy connoisseurs of human horseflesh. He is chosen to become a birthday present for Tiffani, the daughter of her tyrant mother, Mrs Williams. After a terrifyingly intense stay at the stables, at last he is ready to be passed on to his new owners. Meanwhile, as Samuel is being trained, Tiffani and her two friends take a terrifying revenge on one of their companions…


		 

Now catch up…


		 

His heels’ step rattled on tiles and Samuel felt hands on him. Hands that stripped his harness to allow the travel suit to be pulled on. A latex womb from which he would be reborn as the thing that destiny had prepared him for.


		 

The hazy memories of Miss Harriman, resurrected to reality by hearing her voice weeks ago, were once again just a grateful, distant and misty sojourn in her loving care. The three days in the Snake Ranch were long behind him and the terror that Miss Crystal had been was now just a warm memory, scarcely remembered.


		 

For a moment, the hood lifted and he saw Miss Lily for the last time. Her perfect breasts, the distinct bulge of that smooth cock, the perfect skin and the full lips. It was her strong hands that zipped the suit that was almost a tight bag and then inserted the tubes that would allow ensure that the crate needed no servicing in the two days of its transit. He felt her hands lift him easily and then he was pushed down by her hand to curl like a foetus in the box that was to be the womb from which he would soon be reborn.


		 

He had so hoped to lap at her cock again, suck it in and drink every creamy drop from her, but it was not to be. Samuel understood. There were others who needed what she had to give! He was predestined to be Miss Tiffani’s pet and for that he could be glad.


		 

All around him, soft pellets were poured into the crate and packed tight. Tubes and bags were added and at last he heard the nails being shot into place as the lid was placed and total silence filled his world.


		 

He drew at the tube in his mouth and felt a warmth and gratitude that came of total surrender. There was no mistaking it, the perfect Mistress, the woman who had brought him into the real world with the stern Miss Josephine, had ensured a last generous taste of her as they finally parted ways.


		 

Samuel sucked on the tube and felt a bliss that was almost too much to bear.


		 

At last he was on his way.
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		By
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		Dreaming

		 

The aches almost consumed him.


		 

Legs pulled high by the fetters that bond his ankles. The clasping shoes that gripped him. Arms pulled tightly behind him and the curve of his back straining against bent shoulders. The total dark and the packing that held him rigid. Pierced and fucked, fettered and chained. Cramped in a womb that waited impassively for a rebirth.


		 

This was reality, his real existence, the actuality of experience.


		 

But, in his mind, he passed the minutes and hours in a colourless space of his own creation. The image of Miss Lily’s smile all that remained in his head as he twitched and spasmed in the crate that had reduced his world to the spaces of his mind. Fantasy and imagination rose and faded as exhausted sleep took hold and banished his despair as vision turned inward and memories surfaced and faded and resolved.


		 

Regressed to the past.


		 

Dappled light, the cold of stone under him as he sat. The sun, filtered into patches by the leaves that gently rustled, a dream of the past, untainted by the events and submissions that had been his life for months. Abuse and exploitation were forgotten and Samuel returned to his previous existence.


		 

He could feel a presence by his side. A warmth, a glow of hope as he dared to turn his gaze to the young woman that was the source of his yearning. She smiled, a selfless friendliness on her pretty face and he grasped at the hand that she offered as if she were a lifeline to familiar affection.


		 

Samuel bathed in the glow of the girl’s love for him and knew that this was the girl that could save him from the world outside. He could not speak, but felt a single tear course his cheek and gripped her hand. This was the girl that he loved, the girl that he had left behind, the girl who wanted to share her life with him…


		 

The tear that came as he realised that he no longer remembered her name.


		 

The Spanish sun mottled her, casting her into stark relief and the moment seemed to last forever. There were no words to say, nothing that could have more significance than her touch, and Samuel sat on the hard stone bench outside his parents’ villa and wept.


		 

Then she came, the mother that had nurtured him.


		 

Moved from the shadows, a glance of fondness that filled him with hope that the darkness was the delusion and the light of her smile was the reality. His mother’s lips moved, but he could not hear her words and Samuel gripped the hand of his companion in anticipation. For an indefinite time, the tableau held and Samuel’s mind endeavoured to exchange the dream for reality and then his gaze moved downward towards the movement of her hand.


		 

A braided crop in a gloved hand.


		 

Held casually, draped; the curved leather-braided wand touched her ankle. It caressed her feet, wandered over the burnished leather and came to rest against an arching heel.


		 

Samuel felt the helpless trust drain from his mind and his gaze moved upward to determine why his adored mother would carry such a frightful thing. His hand closed on nothing, the fingers of his girlfriend suddenly absent and he was alone with the woman who had been his mother, for now her face was that of Miss Harriman.


		 

The woman that had taken him smiled and looked down at his fear with a lascivious sneer and raised the crop on high and Samuel grasped that even his dreams were now in the grasp of the women that possessed him.


		 

Reality reasserted itself.



		Chapter One

		

	
		Episode One

		 

Mrs Williams stalked the empty marquee, a severe look of dissatisfaction on her face. She bowed and looked along the rows of glasses and tutted before turning to her chief maid.


		 

“In just two hours the guests will start to arrive and I am not at all satisfied with the way this looks, not at all,” she said in a low tone. “Get the maids in here, straighten this all out. Put the champagne buckets every four places and make sure that there is enough ice to keep them full…”


		 

“Ma’am,” replied the maid.


		 

She stood straight, holding her hands behind her back and kept herself from showing any emotion. When her mistress spoke in that low cadence it meant that someone in the household was going to be held accountable for the mistake and she knew just who was going to be blamed.


		 

“I want the crate just there,” continued Mrs Williams. “Cover it up with a cloth and make sure that the tools to open it are to hand. When the presentation is made, I don’t want any delay…”


		 

The tables were set in a wide-open square around the central podium where Mrs Williams was pointing. The opening of Tiffani’s birthday gift from her mother would be the focus of the party after the cake was cut and everything had to be just so.


		 

“Ma’am,” said the senior maid “I shall fetch the maids…”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded sourly and watched her senior-maid as she turned.


		 

“Make sure that two sluts are assigned to help me dress,” she said. I will arrive in my rooms in ten minutes…”


		 

The maid curtseyed, departed the marquee leaving Mrs Williams to inspect all of the other arrangements. She stooped and lifted the cloth of the closest table and noted the row of rings set on the underside. Many of the guests would be bringing their slaves and some would demand that there were proper arrangements to keep them in their place. She dropped the cloth and sauntered around, squinting at the glasses with an irritated sigh. It was the simplest thing, make sure everything was perfect, but it seemed that the finishing touches had been skimped. She would find the responsible maid and make sure that it didn’t ever happen again.

Bunting and balloons seemed in order, the kitchen area already occupied by her three cooks who were organising the grills. At least they were well organised! As the first maids entered the marquee behind her she watched while her senior maid organised them. The stupid bitch was far too slack! Where was the cane in her hand? Why was she not intimidating them to quaking obedience? Her senior maid had no style at all, no enjoyment in keeping them cowed.


		 

It was almost as if they were real people who actually mattered!


		 

Nothing could be done about that now, but after the party there would be some drastic changes! Order and obedience was sadly lacking, strict and regular punishment the only way to maintain correctly submissive behaviour. Her silly senior maid would be trying to convince her own owner that the slaves were human next!


		 

She left the vast shade of the tent and walked towards the house. A vast mansion vaguely created in a ranch style that had been built by her first husband before his death. Gross and overpowering, a monument to the wealth that had been passed to him by his father. Stables and service buildings tucked into the rear, it presented an image that Mrs Williams did not think was appropriate for her status as the largest rancher in the area. Nowhere nearly large enough…


		 

A harnessed pair of stallions were being attended to by the stablemistress at the front of the ranch. One black, one white, they stood patiently as the final straps and bits were added as if in preparation for a show. They cut a fine figure, proud erections standing from their thighs, the silver and leather of the harnesses making the oiled muscular bodies both masculine and breath-taking. When the guests arrived, it would be good for them to see the fine matched pair that had taken the bronze prize in Tucson for dressage. The pennant of their prize pinned to the harnesses. It was an announcement of her credentials and ambition to match Miss Isabella’s training establishment.


		 

Overreach it even…


		 

Mrs Williams stopped to watch as reins were clipped between thighs and the shafts of the landau were settled into place. She smiled at the huge quivering rods of the two blinkered stallions and watched the stable-hands tease them a little before traces were passed through the rings to be attached to the reins. Before a show or a big event like this they were always denied relief for weeks to ensure the proper response.


		 

Inside the house, there was a last flurry of preparation as maids and slaves polished the floors for the second time in the day. Everything was spotless and correct here and as it should be, and no wonder. Tiffani stood in the middle of the hallway, the cane in her hand pointing and threatening while the cowed slaves did her bidding.


		 

“Mamma,” said Tiffani to Mrs Williams, “Do I really have to stand over these animals all morning like this? Where are the supervisors? Because, I have to start getting ready for the party…”


		 

As she spoke, she lashed at a naked behind of a passing maid as if to emphasise her irritation.


		 

“I know, darling,” said Mrs Williams. “As soon as the marquee is ready…”


		 

Tiffani pulled a face and screamed shrilly at one of the slaves who was polishing the lowered chandelier for dropping a piece of crystal and slapped the cane on her own thigh.


		 

“But, I really have to get to my room to get dressed in my party frock,” she said. “I have to get ready…”


		 

Mrs Williams held out her hand and Tiffani passed her the cane. She looked around the hurrying maids and stopped one by holding out the bamboo rod like a barrier.


		 

“You! Yes you! Slut. You are now in charge here. I want it all done in half an hour and a report on those that are not working hard enough to make my daughter’s birthday a perfect day…”


		 

The maid hesitantly took the cane from her owner’s hand and looked at it almost wonderingly.


		 

“Mamma, this one’s only had three weeks experience…” said Mrs William’s daughter with a sniff.


		 

Mrs Williams gave her head a small shake and moved her hand a little to take back the cane, but the young girl stepped back and took it in both her hands.


		 

“A full report, Ma’am,” she said before turning to where one of the senior maids was carrying a tray of champagne flutes.


		 

She lashed out at the naked skin of the maid, who almost tripped. A single glass fell and splintered on the marble floor and the new senior maid added another blow to the first.

“Report for punishment in an hour,” said the petite maid.


		 

Mrs Williams chuckled and Tiffani joined her.

“There have to be changes here,” said Mrs Williams to her daughter. “Tomorrow we shall discuss the wretched state of my household… Heads will roll! I may well have chosen well.”


		 

They watched the maid stalk and swish the cane in her hand in a menacing manner and Tiffani gave a small laugh.


		 

“She’ll do, Mamma,” Tiffani continued in a loud voice to ensure that all in the hallway heard her orders. “Twenty strokes of the cane and a week in the stables for the maid that is reported as least proficient. Report to me when I return…”


		 

The fear was palpable as Tiffani and her mother brushed past the maids working on polishing the marble of the stairway while behind them they heard bamboo meeting naked flesh. For a moment, mother and daughter looked down at the work being done to make the ranch perfect for their guests.


		 

“The first guests arrive in an hour,” said Mrs Williams. “Make sure that you’re ready to greet them…”


		 

“Mamma, don’t fuss so,” laughed Tiffani. “I’m eighteen now…”


		 

Mrs Williams placed a manicured hand on her daughter’s shoulder.


		 

“I just want this party to be perfect for you…”


		 

“Don’t worry, Mamma, it will be!”




Episode Two

		 

The door to the bedroom opened as Mrs Williams breezed through. A small bow from the pretty Chinese girl, who spent her days waiting for her mistress to arrive, was ignored by her owner as she surveyed the opulence. Two lovely girls standing in their places by the dressing room door, ebony bed and dresser, thick rugs on the floor and a trickle of sunlight shedding its rays from the almost-closed curtains. Everything in place, everything perfect, just as it should be.


		 

“Elise,” said Mrs Williams. “Attend to me…”


		 

The blonde maid’s head moved in a slight nod and she moved to do her owner’s bidding. Mrs Williams watched the way that the maid walked and looked to Gillian, the other maid and felt a warm glow of possession. A perfect pair in every way, lily white skin like marble, their faces like masks with rounded breasts and delicate rose-pink nipples. The pink dessous and stockings, delicate lace on the skin with just the hint of the traceries of veins beneath.


		 

Mrs Williams lifted her arms and allowed Elise to undress her slowly. Slip off her jacket and slowly unbutton the blouse beneath. The girl’s face was impassive, but her lips pouted sweetly as the final button slipped free. The urge to kiss that pink pout was overwhelming and Mrs Williams leaned a little to make the contact.


		 

“You are so pretty,” said Mrs Williams as their lips parted. “So sweet…”


		 

Elise fluttered her eyelashes whilst her hands reached around to undo her mistress’ lacy bra. Her fingers found the laces and tugged and the bra fell free to be caught by hands that were careful not to touch naked skin. Each delicate move was a pleasure, no contact, no touch, just deft fingers that eased the tight skirt free at the waist and allowed it to drop to the floor.


		 

“Do you love me?” asked Mrs Williams as she stepped from the skirt.


		 

The only reply was an impassive sigh and a slight nod of the fluttering of the two-inch lashes from the alabaster slave. Mrs Williams smiled in sheer pleasure. How deliciously silent they were now that they had been quieted. How she longed to just spread herself on the silken sheets and allow her two perfect maids to pleasure her. The subtle fingers, the touch of the tip of a tongue... but the party would not wait for her hours of need to be fulfilled and she had to be there to greet the guests.


		 

Perhaps there was time for just a swift moment of amusement?

As Elise knelt to unclip stockings and slip her owner’s shoes from her feet Mrs Williams could feel a mounting craving and her hands moved to rest on the white plaits and play with the ribbons. Her stockings loosened and slipped down her thighs and Mrs Williams stepped from her stilettos, opening her legs a little as she guided those plump lips between her thighs.


		 

The first touch sent a shock through her body and the craving became a compulsion. As the lips and tongue slithered through her and fondled Mrs William’s swelling clitoris, her eyes became fixed on Gillian and her tongue licked her lips. The pale adorable face of the other maid stayed impassive as the first slow rush of excitement caused Mrs Williams to climax with a small cry. Again, those touches, this time the lips that pulled at her own, the brush of the teeth that caught at them and the tongue that laved on the brink of her depths.


		 

Her gaze dropped to the white-blonde hair of Elise and she shuddered as the second and greater orgasm filled her mind with rapture. Somehow, training or a deep sense of her mistress’ desires, caused Elise to brush the sensitive skin of Mrs William’s skin and she slowly took up the position required.


		 

Legs wide, slanting back to rest on her hands. The position of vulnerability that would allow an unsatisfied owner to punish or reward as the mood fell. Mrs Williams looked down at the expressionless face and stepped from her fallen stockings. Her foot moved between the open knees of Elise and slipped under the pink lace to nonchalantly explore. Her naked toes brushed the creamy skin of thighs and moved a little further before gently lifting the impediment to her sight and lifting the hem to Elise’s waist.


		 

“Good girl,” said Mrs Williams and patted the upturned face.


		 

Perhaps the lips pouted a little, the eyelashes fluttering as the toes of her owner made contact with her, but otherwise there was no sign. Mrs Williams looked down and enjoyed the sight of the long smooth cock that was trapped under her toes. Hard and curved, it dropped between Elise’s thighs, the ring that adorned the crown hidden by pale skin. She pressed a little and moved her foot provocatively, but there was no sign of any reaction. No stiffness, no rigidity, this was as it should be!


		 

“Let’s see,” she murmured as her toes made their way between marble thighs, moving to lift that rigid prick and nestle where the low hanging balls had once been.


		 

Mrs William’s eyes moved once again to Gillian, but there was no reaction from the immobile slave-maid. The slave watched her beloved owner play with her former-husband impassively as the foot moved to press that veined cock upwards against Elise’s belly. Husband and wife together again after so much training! So sweet to see that she had broken the bonds that had held them, overcome the pleading and tears to create such perfectly matched slaves! Each the mirror of the other in glorious femininity. A tribute to Mrs William’s artistic vision and the subtle guidance that had created such beauty.


		 

The foot moved up and down the length of the stiff cock. Even like this, an impressive manhood to play with. The toes teased Elise mercilessly from the small ring embedded, following that pulsing vein to the smooth place beneath. Elise kneeled, savouring her reward, the feel of her mistress’ nails scoring lines the length of her.


		 

“Gillian!”


		 

The order came to Mrs William’s lips with the thought. Almost no time between command and fulfilment, as the wife moved to kneel behind a rounded ass. Gillian’s hands parted the heavy flesh and her lips pouted as she leaned forward to attend. Gillian sensed, rather than saw, her owner slip a hand between her legs and she moved to lap at the puckered ass-hole that was her duty to please. A small sip, a lick, a tempting touch to match the fingers that Mrs Williams was ploughing between her own thighs. All the while, the toes and sole of her foot pressed and tormented the cock that strained at its limit.


		 

The third climax was best of all!


		 

A gathering storm filled Mrs Williams’ mind with the sheer gratification of superiority. A wetness beneath the sole of her foot, an ooze between her toes. The lips that encircled her and the tongue that forced its way deep inside. The fingers that teased her clitoris, the palm that circled on her mound. But, most of all she loved the sheer bliss of exploitation, the knowledge that husband and wife were merely marionettes for her pleasure. Taking her over the brink until there was nowhere to go but to fall into the arms of orgasm.


		 

“Very good girls, you may kiss my feet…”


		 

The closest to reward that was ever offered. In moments, each of the couple were on their knees. Gillian permitted them to sip the sterile come from between toes, Elise running her tongue from toe to ankle. Mrs William stood over them and enjoyed the moment before clicking her fingers to cause both of her pleasure-puppets to look up. A little minor surgery had taken all emotion from their faces robbing them of all humanity, all need to feel responsive sympathy with what they had become. Created cool emotionless perfection, no hint of reaction. They were perfect dollies to play with and abuse as she felt the urge.


		 

“The new dress, the black and gold silk corset, now!”


		 

Gillian and Elise stood and hurried to their new task while Mrs Williams stood in all of her naked glory. At fifty she was impressive. A little sagging of the breasts, perhaps the hint of a rounded belly, but her legs were smooth and well-muscled, her waist was trim and there were no lines at her eyes. Imperious and superior she watched as Gillian started to lay out the clothes that Elise was putting in her hands. A dress of white slack latex that would fit like a glove, stockings and shoes, corset and gloves. The whole ensemble carefully planned weeks ago to ensure that Mrs Williams was the belle of the ball.


		 

Piece by piece, item by item, the couple worked silently to dress their owner. Careful at every moment not to perform an indiscretion, their fingers fluttered over every hook and detail, sliding shoes onto feet, rolling stockings on to legs, drawing the corset tight with slow pulls at the thongs. They attended to her hair and make-up and ensured that the long dress hung perfectly straight with every ruffle and detail in place.


		 

Mrs Williams admired herself in the full-length mirror and turned her foot, just so, to admire the arches of the plain white stilettos and the graceful curve of the heels. With a small motion of a gloved hand she ushered her slaves back to their waiting poses and swept from the room feeling refreshed and ready for the long night ahead.



		Episode Three

		 

The chatter in the vast hallway of the ranch died as Mrs Williams appeared at the head of the stairs. Guests with flutes of champagne glasses in their hands paused to admire and add a light applause as the mother of the birthday-girl entered the party.


		 

Gone were the frantic maids who had worked so hard to make everything perfect, now they passed through the guests offering trays and more to drink with elegant steps. Standing to one side, the recently promoted senior maid stood with the former holder of the post kneeling holding her cane in outstretched arms, a slight smile on her pretty face.


		 

As Mrs Williams made a small genuflection and started down the long stairs, she considered her impetuous choice. The girl that she had chosen had flair, that was for sure! The naked and beaten former-chief at her feet holding the cane in outstretched hands was a good sign. On the other hand, presumptuous of her to make such a show…


		 

Mrs Williams reached the first group and took a glass from a proffered tray. She made appropriate replies to their greetings and turned to look up where Tiffani had made her dramatic appearance. There was a moment of uncertainty as the guests looked up at the maid at the top of the balcony. Tiffani smiled and started to descend and at last there were the sounds of laughter and amused cheers as she held the tray and successfully moved down the stairs in her ballet boots. The tight latex corset that flared over hips and supported her small breasts moved with each step, the look of concentration on her face showing the secret practice that she had undertaken to make her entrance. A slender chain between ankles, her hair braided in a tight plait, the smooth stockings and gloves, to all intents and purposes, Tiffani was dressed just like any of her mother’s other maids in service.


		 

Clapping lazily to encourage the others, Mrs Williams watched her daughter descend and smiled wryly. If Tiffani had told her of this plan she would have vetoed it, but the reaction of the guests was sweet music to her ears. Tiffani reached the bottom of the stairs and the guests moved to allow her to approach her mother.


		 

A small bow… almost a curtsey.


		 

“A glass of champagne mistress,” said Tiffani as she presented the tray.


		 

“I don’t mind if I do, darling,” said Mrs Williams as she reached out.


		 

The level of chatter around them increased and one of the maids arrived to relieve Tiffani of the tray.


		 

“Tiffani!” said Mrs Williams, “if I had known what you were up to…”


		 

“You would have tried to stop me,” grinned her daughter.


		 

Mrs Williams tried to smile at her daughter’s prank, but her eyes turned to the guests and not a few were casting predatory glances. Here she was safe, but there were so many that would now see her daughter in a different light.


		 

Tiffani’s friend, Hermione joined the group.


		 

“Tiff, that was so perfect, darling, you had us all fooled, just for a moment…”


		 

Tiffani basked in her friend’s praise and looked Hermione up and down. The dress that she was wearing was clearly designed to upstage everyone in the room. A purple lace creation that went from ankle to neck, pulled tight, hiding her whole body and opening it to view as it stretched over her hips and breasts. Tiffani was sure that her friend was wearing nothing beneath it, and felt a small surge of envy at her friend’s perfect voluptuous figure.


		 

“What do you think?” asked Hermione.


		 

“Perfect,” breathed Tiffani. “Amazing even…”


		 

“I’ve been saving it for the party,” said Tiffani’s friend. “Armani Privé, it takes an hour to slip on, it’s so close fitting! But, you have upstaged me, Tiff, you really have…”


		 

She paused for a moment and it was obvious that she was bursting to add something and Tiffani smiled and gave her the moment by asking the obvious question.


		 

“How much then? Tell me Hermi, how much did it cost and don’t forget those perfect stilettos?”


		 

“Thirty-five-grand, if I round the pennies down, but you’ll never guess where I got the money! Mamma didn’t have to pay a penny!”


		 

Tiffani smiled as her friend continued in a rush and gave the answer straight away.


		 

“Remember when we were at Miss Isabella’s stables?” she said breathlessly. “Well, they gave me ten thou for Francesca and I got another thirty from selling that cheating bitch, Jeff! It just shows that they were worth something after all!”


		 

Tiffani remembered the darkened parlour where Francesca had ended in a hood, pinned to her place like some pale, bloated sow awaiting dissection. Hermione’s former boyfriend, Jeff, she had met just twice before her friend had revenged herself on him for making out with Francesca, but he too was in some place that would teach him full respect for the girl that he had cheated on. He was probably spitted by cock at both ends as they spoke…


		 

“She was such a fawning fat cow,” said Tiffani. “She deserved it and he will be ruined by now! Francesca had no shame…”


		 

Hermione shrugged and chuckled.


		 

“Let’s not talk about those two cheats and let’s have a close look at you in that maid’s costume, since I’ll never see this sight again! Tiff all chained up and ready to serve like a whore!”


		 

“Now then, Hermione,” said Mrs Williams. “A little respect!”


		 

“Don’t be silly Mamma,” answered her daughter. “Hemione is my best friend, she gets it, even if you don’t!”


		 

Mrs Williams frowned as Hermione inspected her daughter and spoke her thoughts out loud as if she were considering buying her. There was just no respect nowadays, in her day…


		 

“Nice ass,” said Hermione with a laugh as she slapped the bare flesh that showed below the hem of the short skirt. “Legs OK, but she obviously is well trained in her heels…”


		 

Tiffani stood stock still in the waiting position as her friend moved around her and the other guests gathered to enjoy the amusing little diversion. It seemed that the audience had stimulated Hermione to make a show and her face became serious as she inspected her friend critically.


		 

“Tits are too understated,” she said as she stepped to the front and cupped the small breasts under the corset. “Nice tight waist, but needs pulling in a little, legs and hips, perfect. However…”


		 

Tiffany lifted the hem of the skirt in her fingers and the watching guests held their breath. All were hoping to see more of the birthday girl and longed for that manicured hand to lift a few inches more. Mrs Williams frowned and restrained herself from stopping the humiliating show.


		 

“I can see in her eyes that this one can’t possibly be trained…”


		 

The fingers dropped the hem and the guests exhaled in unison.

“…far too wilful, send it to the parlour!”


		 

A small round of applause swept the hall and Tiffani’s mother visibly relaxed as Tiffani hugged her friend and the laughed loudly at the little game.


		 

“Ooh, far too self-willed,” exclaimed Tiffani. “More like, this one is a complete rebel,” she laughed as she planted a kiss on her friend’s lips. “Come on, let’s get on with this party and get a drink. Angie is here somewhere and I just can’t wait to see my present and have some real fun!”


		 

Mrs Williams had moved to the third step of the stairs and rapped her glass for attention.


		 

“Ladies, gentlemen, friends,” she announced in a loud speaking tone. “We are here to celebrate the eighteenth birthday of my daughter Tiffani, wish her well now that she is ready to take her place in our exclusive society! I would like to propose a toast…”


		 

She raised her glass and all followed suit.


		 

“To Tiffani, the belle of the ball!”


		 

A murmur rose as glasses were raised to lips.




Episode Four

		 

The marquee was full.


		 

Perfectly costumed guests served by thirty maids, some of whom had been borrowed from neighbouring ranches especially for the occasion. Almost all were sitting at the long tables that surrounded the dais where a silken cloth covered the present that Mrs Williams was presenting her daughter. Next to it stood a slim table with the birthday cake that stood with eighteen candles blazing.


		 

Leashed under the tables, the personal slaves of the guests were shackled at the feet of their owners while their masters and mistresses enjoyed the exceptional food and drink that had been laid out for their delectation. The marquee was filled with good natured chatter as they networked and were introduced to each other and Mrs Williams sat in contentment that the event was proving to be such an enormous success. The anxiety about Tiffani’s little jest of appearing as a servile maid at her own birthday seemed to have been taken in good part by the guests and now, she was clearly enjoying herself in the company of her friends. Angie and Tiffani; both came from neighbouring ranches and were clearly enjoying being at the centre of their friend’s event.


		 

Maids scurried here and there, clearing the detritus of the last half hour, glasses, plates and uneaten food, to clear the tables for the final toast and presentation of cake and gift that would provide the main event. Mrs Williams could hear the preparation for the small gymkhana being readied for later after which, a little music and socialising until the small hours would herald the close of the party.


		 

Next to Mrs Williams sat Mrs Emily Westlake, the mother of Simon, presently at the end of the long main table, permitted to eat with the guests but obviously ill at ease and nervous of the condescending girls who sat next to him.


		 

“Children,” said Mrs Westlake to her dear friend, “how quickly they grow up… Simon really needs a strong hand at his collar… Samantha McCarthy might be ideal to take him in hand. Tiffani on the other hand, my treasured daughter, has now reached eighteen and can finally enter society and come into her birth-right…”


		 

Mrs Williams wiped the emotional tears from her eyes as she looked over at Tiffani and continued her impromptu speech in a louder voice while the guests relaxed and enjoyed her moment in the lime-light. At last she was finished and the meal began. The guests enjoying their champagne and delicacies, those under the tables receiving the odd scrap tossed to the ground.

Mrs Westlake and Mrs Williams watched the group of girls drinking and laughing as they watched one of the guests obviously having problems with the naked man at her feet. Simon watched them and then focussed on the minor drama that was attracting their attention. Obviously, the slave was not providing a proper resting place for his owner’s feet and she kicked out at him in frustration, gouging him with the spurs on her heels until he lowered himself to accommodate to her comfort.


		 

“Too soon, they grow up so soon,” said Mrs Williams absently. She turned to her friend and shrugged. “So unfortunate that your only child is a pathetic male,” she said. “I was so lucky with Tiffani…”


		 

Mrs Westlake sighed.


		 

“Simon will never amount to anything at all, darling,” she said. “However, when he marries Delia McCarthy it will form a union of our two neighbouring ranches that will eventually lead to their children having the largest holdings north of the Rio Grande.”


		 

Mrs Williams shrugged.


		 

“It’s not too late to have a daughter,” she said. “You can choose to…”


		 

“What? Mate with one of my own stallions, dear? No way, even the thought of it makes me shudder… How uncouth!”


		 

Mrs Williams smiled at the fastidious attitude of her friend and said, “Don’t be so silly, Martha. It’s all done in a clinic and you get to choose the sex! That’s the way that I had Tiffani when I disposed of my first husband. It all worked out so perfectly. You need a woman to inherit, not merge with the McCarthy’s!”


		 

Mrs Westlake laughed.


		 

“It’s not the procedure, dear, I just could not bear to go through all of that pregnancy again…”


		 

“Tsk, tsk, Martha,” said Mrs Williams. “One of the maids will do, you just donate some eggs in-vitro and it’s done and dusted. You really make things so difficult for yourself! What are they for if not to serve as you decide? Any slave would be honoured to bear your child and then you can easily dispose of the slut afterwards… Obviously there would be no place in your daughter’s life for some slave who bore her.”


		 

“I’ll give it some thought,” said Mrs Westlake. “You see through these problems so easily, darling. You are such a true friend!”

“Friend and lover…”


		 

“That was ten years ago!”


		 

“Why did we ever allow it to lapse?” asked Mrs Williams with a small smile as she allowed her hand to drift to her friend’s knee.


		 

Emily Westlake chuckled and placed her own hand on the one that crept slowly up her thigh.


		 

“I seem to remember that I used a crop on you, a step too far!”


		 

“Ah yes, that painful little episode did end everything, didn’t it?”


		 

“I was just a little overbearing…”


		 

The hand squeezed thigh and fiddled for a moment with one of the stocking-clasps that lay under the thin material and Mrs Williams sighed.


		 

“Perhaps?”


		 

“Why not?


		 

“We really need to see each other more often,” said Mrs Williams with a smile as she sipped at her champagne. “Perhaps we can think of another fate for young Simon there, he looks to have the makings of a perfect husband for some lucky girl.”


		 

“That was not the ‘perhaps’ that I was thinking of!”


		 

Mrs Williams lifted her hand and kissed her friend with a small peck on the cheek.


		 

“We can always pick up where we left off…”


		 

“If our families join forces, then anything is possible!” said Mrs Westlake.


		 

“Mmm, sounds fun…”


		 

Mrs Williams’ friend turned to her with a sly smile.


		 

“Our children! So, are you suggesting Simon and Tiffani?”


		 

Mrs William’s shrugged, “She has expressed an interest…”


		 

“As a husband?”


		 

“As a pet or less, actually… But what does it matter?”


		 

“You are such a sly bitch!”


		 

Mrs Westlake looked over at where Simon sat. The collar at his neck and the pretty little dress in pink gave him the look of a shy little girl. From him, she looked at the group of girls who laughed and joked amongst themselves and back to her friend.


		 

“Have you had him gelded yet?” asked Mrs Williams.


		 

“That depends on his bride. I would not want to be presumptuous.”


		 

“I guess that Tiffani would want it done. I mean that if Simon’s leash was passed to her hand.”


		 

“I’m sure that she would, your daughter is quite severe.”


		 

“Very authoritarian might be a better way of putting it. I think that they would be a perfect match.”


		 

“I’ll think about it,” she said. “It will cause trouble between me and the McCarthy’s no end… They expect a wedding next year maybe, when he is nineteen.”


		 

“I think that everything can be arranged perfectly,’ said Mrs Williams. “Just think about the idea of having a daughter or two to follow on the Westlake tradition and get back to me! I will organise it all for you if you like…”


		 

“I will think about it…”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded and hid the smile that she so wanted to allow to show. It would not do if those two huge ranches joined forces, they would dominate the whole of the southeast and make ranches like hers such a struggle to maintain and make a profit. The prices of stallions and other animals would fall to rock-bottom and they would take every prize in every gymkhana.


		 

Satisfied that she had implanted the idea as she had intended, Mrs Williams rose to her feet and rang on her glass for silence.


		 

“The time has come, dear guests, to cut the cake and unwrap the gifts…”


		 

The conversation died and Tiffani stood to bask in the attention of all. She had made just a small adjustment in her maid’s costume, picking up a long crop from the table where Angie had laid it after presenting it as a personal gift. With small steps, she moved to the space between the tables, small steps because of the delicate gold chains between her ankles, the only one in a maid’s uniform who held the keys to her own fetters.


		 

Tiffani cast a glance over the assembled guests, “I would like to thank you all for coming…” The guests chuckled at the double-entendre. “I have been longing for this moment for years, more than you can all imagine! Next I would like to thank my dear Mamma for arranging the perfect party for me…”


		 

Mrs Williams stood and bathed in a warm round of applause. As she looked around the guests she realised that their society was even larger than she had imagined. Three hundred guests, their partners and slaves all decorously arrayed as they enjoyed the opportunity to revel in an atmosphere where their tastes were the normality and need not be disguised. One or two were faces from film and television, recognisable and enjoying the ambiance, others were players in business whose fetishes would be indulged, the rest owners of haciendas and ranches, training institutes and creators of the slaves that supplied such exquisite pleasure for their female owners. For a moment, Mrs Williams felt as if she were observing the future. An America centred around the favoured few for whom the drones worked and suffered to bring perfect gratification. A small shudder of premonition made itself felt and she felt a warmth between her thighs that she was one of those destined to make that perfect future a reality.


		 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, the favoured few that are appointed to be the leaders of society. You are the future of America and I salute you! Women will make this troubled world of ours a true Eden, the time of the rule of men is coming to a close…”


		 

A round of applause and the clinking of glasses stopped her words for a moment and Mrs Williams raised her glass.


		 

A few of the male guests were obviously made uncomfortable by Mrs Williams’ speech and shuffled on their seats.


		 

“Today, we celebrate that superiority and welcome another to our society, my dear daughter, Tiffani…”


		 

Mrs Williams sipped from her glass and Tiffani moved forward and blew out all eighteen candles on the cake in one breath.


		 

The maid standing by, pulled the silk cloth from the object that was the centrepiece of the party revealing a wooden crate that was closed by a few last clasps and ready to reveal its contents.


		 

*****


		 

Tiffani took two small steps forward and her manicured nails fumbled at the catches. They flipped open, loosening the sides which fell back to allow a vast pile of loose packing to fall in a cascade to the young girl’s feet. Revealed was the folded form of the present that Mrs Williams had bought for Tiffani. A young man who kneeled crouched with his forehead touching between his knees, his thin arms bound tightly with a severe corset high up his back. The maid who had pulled the silk from the packing crate passed the birthday girl a short crop and Tiffani tapped the bowed figure who kowtowed in the pile of loose Styrofoam beans that piled around him.


		 

Samuel opened his eyes and lifted his head at the touch. Released from the darkness where only the sound of voices and applause had broken the silence he saw that all around were the expectant faces of the guests. Another tap of the crop on his ass caused him to slowly sit up and see the young girl that had chosen him for her personal amusement, the bright lights in the marquee making him blink. He was naked, cool air on his skin caused a shiver, he looked down at his folded thighs and saw the lacy patterns that had been etched on his skin and then he looked at his owner and saw the look of delight on her pretty face.


		 

“Stand and show my guests what my birthday present looks like.”


		 

The words caused him to move. Stiffness from being in the crate for days assailed him with a slight cramp, the high heels that were his only clothing pinched his feet and he rose as he had been trained, biting back the intense distress that assailed him.


		 

The guests were silent, intent on the figure that gracefully gained its feet. Red spiked ankle boots, stockings and dessous that barely covered the large breasted form. The tiny manhood, shrunken between his thighs, a slender chain from the ring at its tip attached to a ring in the base of the crate. A tube running from the pouting ass, disappearing into the mound of packing that still covered it. The pink hair bound in tight plaits that wound around the head, the bright red lips and long lashes that fluttered.


		 

Small gasps swept the marquee as the guests realised that despite the appearance of being clothed, Samuel was naked but for the ballet-boots clasping his feet. Every detail of stockings and negligee, every wisp of silk, the laces that closed the corset at his narrow waist were a masterful pattern that had been permanently etched on his pale skin. The make-up, the fall of flowing cloth, the seams of the stockings and the lacy tracings of their covering, all of this was the work of an inspired tattooist that left Tiffani’s new plaything naked and clothed, sensual and suggestive, permanently ready for use, costumed and yet vulnerable, sexual and ready to be exploited at every opportunity.


		 

Laughter and applause swept the guests and a chatter rose as Tiffani revelled in the amazement of her imagination made real. The crop in her hand could not resist her impulse to show the utter authority over the thing that she now owned and swept across to lay a stroke on his ass. Samuel whimpered and took a small step, his feet forced deep into the cruel boots that gripped them. Utter humiliation filled him, tears forced from his eyes and he tried to smile and bite back the impulse to cry out. At another level, he experienced a thrill and felt a response between his thighs. A stiffening, a hardening that brought a pinkness to his face in shame. Laughter swept the guests and a few pointed as his tiny manhood swelled to its full couple of inches, revealing the tiny sack that dangled behind with its tight ring.


		 

“Ooh, it’s all excited,” tittered a middle-aged woman, between whose thick thighs a man crawled with his lips lapping in the shadows. “Dirty little slave, it just loves the attention!”


		 

The comment brought another blow of the crop from Tiffani and she stepped close to Samuel. For a moment, he caught the whiff of her expensive musky perfume and then her hand reached and teased the ring that pierced one of his stiffening nipples.


		 

“Mamma,” announced the birthday-girl in a husky tone. “It’s perfect, just what I need to enlarge my special collection…”


		 

Mrs Williams smiled at Tiffani’s obvious enjoyment of the moment.


		 

“If you look after it well it will last you for months,” she laughed. “This is just the start of exploring the pleasures of being a superior woman… I still remember my first even though it is long gone, so sweet, the unique pleasure of genuine ownership!”


		 

Samuel stood for hours.


		 

His feet ached, his arms were numb, his thighs almost quivered with the strain of standing for hours while the guests enjoyed the perfect meal that had been offered after he was presented. Tiffani’s close friends had cooed over him, squeezing breasts and thighs, running their fingers over the realistic tattoos and showering the birthday-girl with envious praise. Mrs Williams and her friends had inspected him closely and commented as if Samuel were not even present, several testing his ability to smile through exhaustive molestation as they intimately punished him and probed while they sipped at their champagne. Then the meal had passed and the guests had left for the gymkhana in the grounds by the marquee. Samuel could hear the applause, the sounds of whips meeting naked skin and the cheers as the small dressage contest between various competing pairs of stallions was appreciated.


		 

All around him, maids cleared the detritus of the meal, ordered the fettered slaves under the tables and cleaned them before laying out a light buffet on a ring of tables around the quivering Samuel. They cleared all of the packing material and the remains of his transport crate and fastened his ankles to rings set in the concrete dais below. He watched them enviously, moving and doing their chores and realised that he was different from them in so many ways. They might be slaves, might be beaten and punished, used and abused, but they were free in comparison to Samuel. He was separate from them, simply a creature to amuse, to be molested and abused for the delight of his owners, no purpose other than to be a plaything for the spoiled brat that now owned him.


		 

His erection, after months of neglect now consumed him. Every now and again, Samuel looked down to where his proud cock had been, to be replaced by the pale naked worm that had it had become and felt a misery that devoured him. The ring embedded at the throbbing tip chained him to the ground, a glistening drop slid over the gold and dripped to the concrete between his red boots, his owner’s name in curlicued letters from where it sprang from his groin to the place where gold met flesh. Something was awakening in his mind, something that had been dormant for months while he was in training, a desperate need that filled him with a craving, and Samuel fell into its arms.


		 

One of the maids reached and teased him maliciously and Samuel had to stifle a cry of yearning as the pretty chief-maid turned on that maid and caned her twice for touching Tiffani’s property without permission. Samuel almost dared to beg the chief-maid to allow it to happen again, but the way that she clamped her lips in a thin line while she dealt with the errant maid caused him to hold his tongue.


		 

A tear tricked down his cheek and his little sissy-clit filled to its full two inches as he imagined the maid’s lips closing tenderly around him… A small dribble of come emerged and seeped and Samuel hung his head as the guests drifted back to the marquee to enjoy the buffet.


		 

Enclosed in the circle of laden tables, Samuel was out of reach of most of the guests, even though one woman reached across to tease his cock with the tip of the cane that hung from her wrist.


		 

“What do you have planned for it?” asked the woman as she turned to Tiffani who was filling her plate with encrusted lobster titbits. “I mean, it’s a work of art, but it will be so easy to damage the creation with the cut of a cane?”


		 

Tiffani looked up at the feminised Samuel and smiled.


		 

“Oh, I haven’t really thought about it,” said Tiffani. “Anyway, there are more ways of punishing a sissy creature like this than the whip…”


		 

“Of course,” said the woman as she inspected the drop of dew on the end of her cane. “It’s a perfect adornment for your bedroom…”


		 

“Exactly, Irene,” said Mrs Williams as she arrived to select a few morsels. “Every young girl needs at least one to play with to find her feet…”


		 

The older woman shrugged and said, “I prefer females, I have to admit it, but every taste should be satisfied fully. I understand that you wish to enlarge your establishment a little. Perhaps, we can discuss this later?”


		 

Mrs Williams laughed.


		 

“It’s true, I have plans for the ranch and will be needing to replenish the stock and dispose of those that do not fit my needs, but this is not the time or place to discuss that, Irene. Perhaps in a week I will head up to the East Coast and we can deliberate over my needs…”


		 

Irene shrugged and after casting a brief glance at Samuel she moved on to join those who were milling in conversation in the background. Samuel blushed as Tiffani inspected the tiny erection before she too turned away with her mother.


		 

As she moved away he heard his new owner’s words to her mother.


		 

“My new little pet is going to be such fun, Mamma, a perfect poodle…”


		 

Samuel heard the short laugh from Mrs Williams and then Tiffani’s words merged into the chatter of the party.



		Chapter Two

		

	
		Tiffani

		 

It was Tiffani herself that led Samuel to her bedroom.


		 

Her manicured hand held the loop of his leash loosely as they passed into the ranch. Past the maids, now clearing the flotsam and jetsam of the party. Abandoned champagne flutes, half eaten morsel of lobster and caviar. Overseeing them a young girl dressed as a maid herself who ensured that her charges did not allow anything to pass their lips.


		 

Tiffani paused to watch the new chief maid ply her crop on the back of thighs and crooked a finger to call her over.


		 

“In ten minutes, you will report to me.”


		 

“Mistress!” replied the young woman with a slight blush.


		 

Tiffani locked her eyes with the maid and held her a moment in her gaze before turning on her heel to lead her new pet to her private rooms.


		 

After hours of standing and days in the transport-crate, Samuel’s legs were only just starting to regain the strength and balance that had been achieved in Isabella’s stables. Each step up the grand staircase was an effort made more difficult by the short chain that allowed his ankles almost no separation.


		 

Tiffani ignored his struggles, stepping up the stairs in her high heels with élan, never looking back at either Samuel or the maids who were terrified of their new head maid. Samuel mis-stepped, the slick marble of the stairs slippery under the shiny soles of his feet. Tiffani did not seem to notice, but the ring in his nose bumped on his lip and he daringly took a higher step to stay at Tiffani’s pace. For an instant, Samuel tilted his face down and caught a momentary glimpse of the gold. His tongue moved, feeling the large rounded stud in his tongue against the roof of his mouth and as they reached the top of the stairs, Samuel felt a slight hope fill his anxious mind.


		 

Everything that he was now was this young woman’s creation and adaption for her use. Surely, she would be satisfied with him, surely she would cherish her special creation? The ring, the stud, the delicate and suggestive art that adorned him, the row of hoops that ran from ass to the base of his tiny cock. Pert breasts and helpless arms. He was everything that she wanted, making her friends so envious at her good taste. His mind slipped back to Lily, the mistress that had trained him and he almost cried as he imagined her throbbing cock slip between his lips. Hope filled him that he could show Miss Tiffani how completely he could please a man and he longed for that salt-masculine taste on his tongue…


		 

Longed to be breathless as a man took his breath away… filled him…


		 

The corridor was long. Deeply carpeted, every step was a test of Samuel’s balance as he followed his owner. The silence was like a dark cloud that absorbed Samuel in himself and he found his senses heightened in response. The soft whisper of soles on the pile, the shadowed oils with erotic scenes, the filigree of gold that formed a track on the papered walls, the low orange of the crystal chandeliers. They passed doors to rooms that surely held secrets beyond his imagination.


		 

By one of them a doll-like Asian girl stood to attention, her eyes not even shifting as Tiffani and her pet passed in almost silence. Samuel dared to glance at her, and took in her pendulous breasts and the wide collar that extended from shoulders to chin. The open gag that held her pink lips open and the exposed triangle between her thighs from which a tube snaked and ran to a junction by her fettered feet. He wondered what her purpose was and whose door she waited by, in the end deciding that it could only be the mother of the girl that pulled on his leash.


		 

The door that Tiffani stopped at was not the last in the long succession. Unguarded, she rapped once and immediately the door opened to reveal a low-lit bedroom and a tall naked slave who moved to allow Tiffani and Samuel to enter.


		 

Tiffani ignored her slave and led Samuel into the room before she turned to face him and allowed the loosely-held leash in her hand to drop. There was the hint of a smile on her face as she looked him up and down and a slight movement of her hand as if she were about to reach between his thighs.


		 

The reaction was immediate, a stiffening that raised his tiny organ just a little and caused her to smile wickedly.


		 

“I’ll bet that’s what you long for?” she smirked. “For me to touch and tease what’s left of you? …as if!”


		 

Samuel blushed and his erection swelled in response. A small whine issued from his throat as the hand almost touched him and then retreated.


		 

“Well, it’s not what I want, so don’t get your hopes up!”


		 

Samuel looked down and the sharp slap that the hand administered to his cheek caught him unawares.


		 

“Don’t you dare look away when I am speaking,” said Tiffani, “next time it will not be a mere slap…”


		 

She laughed briefly and looked over to the male slave who stood to attention by the door. Muscles bulging, even relaxed, his face was impassive but the vast erection that sprang from his thighs signalled his awareness.


		 

“This is my service stallion,” she smiled.


		 

Samuel looked at the impassive slave and felt a thrill as the glisten of a drop of dew caught the light. He longed to kneel and prove that he could serve, but dared not move a muscle.


		 

Tiffani strolled to her expressionless slave and her hand extended to grasp the massive veined organ that dwarfed her hand. She stroked it and then pulled a little, her hand like a child’s, unable to even fully encircle its girth. Samuel’s breathing became deeper, his own tiny cock stuck like a slim finger from his groin as he watched the hand lift the immense organ to reveal the smoothness that lay behind. A patch of silky skin where once the slave’s manhood had been complete.


		 

“Even you are more of a man than this…” tittered Tiffani as her fingertips caressed the smooth skin. “So amusing! The stallion that is no longer truly a man and is trained to fuck like a machine, while the sissy-pet that is complete has nothing but a pathetic little clitty dangling between his thighs!”


		 

Her hand dropped and, with a wiggle of her hips, Tiffani bent to release herself from the slender chain that hung between her ankles. The hem of her dress lifted over her rounded ass revealing the soft tight lips of her pussy. Samuel savoured that glimpse and admired the tiny heart in pink that adorned one cheek of her perfect behind. Tiffani tossed the gold chain onto the bed and stood.


		 

“A long hard fuck is just what I need…”


		 

Tiffani’s voice was so low that Samuel almost failed to grasp the meaning as she strolled past him to the soft bed and draped herself on the silk coverlet. Samuel, stood and allowed himself to admire the brat that owned him. The ruffles of her dress rested at her thighs, just revealing the delicate stocking tops and an inch of creamy thigh. Her hands slowly unbuttoned the top of her maid’s uniform allowing him to admire the perfect breasts that were revealed to his gaze.

A soft knock at the door signalled the arrival of the new chief maid and Tiffani gestured to give permission for her stallion to open the door. Samuel dared not look round, but at the edge of his sight he saw the door open and the movement of the entering maid.


		 

“Perfect,” said Tiffani. “Now that we are all here…”


		 

“Ma’am?” said the maid.


		 

Tiffani raised an eyebrow and then grinned.


		 

“Of course, you have never performed for me before have you? Your name?”


		 

“Twenty-Three, Mistress.”


		 

“Well, let me explain, Twenty-Three,” grinned Tiffani. “I need amusing and as my mother’s new chief maid, you are here to ensure that everything is perfect. It’s all I demand, perfection!”


		 

“Yes Ma’am.”


		 

Tiffani lay back on the soft coverlet with a sigh and made a small movement with her fingers that was clearly a beckon for attention. Twenty-Three hesitantly obeyed the signal and moved into Samuel’s sight to attend to the young woman who owned her. Dressed exactly as her mistress, Twenty-Three had her short crop hanging from her wrist and her small breasts exposed as she extended a hand to slowly raise the hem of lace that covered Tiffani.


		 

What was revealed almost caused Samuel to gasp in craving.


		 

He had never seen such perfection.


		 

Subtle procedures had crafted an already alluring pussy to artistic perfection. Stretched soft lips that closed perfectly to hide the exquisiteness of what was within. Velvet skin that cleft with the slight rise that lay between her smooth thighs. Twenty-Three carefully laid the lace to one side and awaited a signal. Her eyes were taking in the flawless pussy with an envy that even Samuel could sense and he knew that she, like himself longed to plunge between those thighs and gratify their mistress’ lust.


		 

Tiffani grinned at the hypnotised maid’s expression and her hand slowly moved to stroke the soft skin without parting the smooth lips. The silence in Samuel’s ears was deafening, the moment extending to minutes of tactile teasing as Tiffani enjoyed her control over the three slaves who lived to please her. At last the hand that lay by her side beckoned her stallion to her while her fingers moved parallel and slowly parted the flesh.


		 

Revealed, was the smooth dew-laden matrix of her sex. Low lips that swelled with a blush and the peeping clitoris that was oiled by Tiffani’s anticipation. For a moment, the tip of finger teased the bud and then she sighed gently as her stallion loomed over her, his erection guided by his powerful hand.


		 

“Fuck me, slave,” breathed Tiffani, “intensity one…”


		 

The stallion placed his hands on the coverlet to each side of his mistress and slowly guided his cock to meet her perfect pussy. Samuel stood and watched in resentment as the slave’s taut ass hid the entering of his mistress. A gasp from Tiffani signalled the moment when she was penetrated and the ass pressed smoothly between her thighs in slow motion before pausing and retreating to withdraw.


		 

A low moan from the delirious Tiffani broke the silence and then became a squeal as the stallion pressed home once more. Twenty-Three stood as if transfixed as her mistress enjoyed the long slow strokes that pierced her, clearly not knowing what her mistress wanted of her.


		 

“Mmm, so good! Stay at ‘one’ even when the crop is used,” gasped Tiffani and her eyes lifted to Twenty-Three’s and then moved to the impassive features of the man that was fucking her. “Thrash him, slut…”


		 

Twenty-three lifted her eyes to the stallion’s face and took a step back. As she did so, her fingers curled around the crop and lifted. Samuel saw the tight buns of the stallion’s behind slide back, the slight lines of scars crisscrossing the skin and suddenly the crop in the chief-maid’s hand came to life and delivered a savage stroke just as Tiffani was penetrated.


		 

The sound of the braided leather striking naked flesh sounded like a thunder-clap. Buttocks clenched and the smooth penetration of his mistress was scarcely altered as he pressed home and then retreated. At the apex, Twenty-Three’s crop swept to an even higher apex and then swept swished down to deliver another blow just as the stallion started to press into his owner’s pussy once more.


		 

Tiffani gasped at each loud contact of the crop and the ass of her slave, a rose blush spreading across her breasts and cheeks as the slow-mounting fuck seemed to move to climax. Samuel found that his knees quivered with tension, sure that Tiffani was on the point of screaming in climax, but the gasp of a single word signalled that the fire of her lust was not so easily quenched.


		 

“Two,” gasped Tiffani and the cadence of the stallion’s efforts speeded.


		 

Now, that tight, lined ass moved faster. In and out, each withdrawal bringing a fresh blow from the crop as she writhed on the silk. Twenty-Three, it seemed, now grasped her role in Tiffani’s pleasure and wielded the crop with no restraint. Strike after strike scored the stallion’s ass and never a single groan or moan was to be heard. His strokes never varied, as if the agony was not even noticed. The only sound was the hiss of the crop, followed by the cut of its force and the moans of a girl who was governing her climax to match her needs.


		 

“Three”


		 

Now the pace was almost frenetic, the blows coming so fast and furious that Twenty-Three was almost unable to match the beat of the fuck. Samuel imagined that he could hear the harsh breathing of the stallion who ran with sweat as he plunged deep at each stroke of the crop, but it was all in his imagination; the man that fucked Tiffani had been trained to perfection and every stroke was smooth, fast and silent, calculated to a hairs-breadth.


		 

When Tiffani came, she shrieked in abandon and Twenty-Three instinctively thrashed the man who was permitted to fuck her mistress with a speed that no longer held to the rhythm of his efforts. The orgasm seemed to last for minutes, elongated by Tiffani’s grip on her slaves and the lust that gushed from every pore.


		 

The last blow of the crop lashed at the shoulders of the stallion causing him to slowly withdraw and move back to kneel between the thighs of the girl that he had been trained to gratify. He crouched to rest his forehead on the soft carpet and Samuel saw the delicate lips of the sex of his mistress close and hide the exquisite interior of her body. His own cock longed to enter, his mind imagining him pleasuring her, but he knew in his heart that he could have no hope of performing like the perfectly trained stallion that had taken every punishment without effect.


		 

Tiffani lay in her dream-world and listlessly stroked her tender opening gently with her fingertips. When at last she opened her eyes, they looked up at Twenty-Three and she smiled.


		 

“You have done well. For a first time,” she murmured. “Return to your duties…”

As the chief-maid left the bedroom, Tiffani lifted her feet from the floor and rested her heels on the back of her prostrate stallion. The spiked heels dug into the muscular back and traced a score from shoulder-blades to the small of back. Her eyes lifted to Samuel’s and her fingers slowly parted the lips of her pussy.


		 

For a moment, Samuel ogled the perfect inner lips, the clitoris that swelled from its hiding place and could even see the almond-shaped blackness that, minutes before had been filled with hard cock.


		 

“Your turn, poodle,” she breathed and Samuel felt his heart beat as he dared take a tiny step towards the object of his desire.


		 

The stallion formed a seat as Samuel moved between those creamy thighs, his eyes fastened to the place where Tiffani held herself open for him. He leaned forward and saw that a creamy milk was starting to trickle from his mistress’ depths. He wondered that the emasculated stallion could fill her so, but carefully touched the soft clitoris with the tip of his tongue.


		 

She gasped and her fingers moved to press against the soft flesh, forcing the clitoris fully forth and causing the leaking cream to emerge from her cunt. Samuel sipped at the pale slime and lapped it, the stud in his tongue running the length of her before her dared encompass that needy clitoris between his lips. The sweet soapy scent of her, the musky pollen of the stallion’s come filled his senses and Samuel struggled to restrain himself and match the moans that came from far above him.


		 

He could feel his own excitement and rubbed his stiff little cocklet against the bloodied back of the stallion as he endeavoured to draw the moment to infinity. Gentle kisses, nudges of the gold ring through his nose, the stud travelling in the furrow between inner and outer lips; all the while rubbing slowly against the hard muscles that lay beneath him.


		 

Samuel climaxed.


		 

A minor parody of both stallion and mistress.


		 

A slight dribble of slime between his almost stiff sissy-clit and the masculine flesh beneath him. No release, just a clawing need that remained afterwards, as Tiffani moaned and moved her hands to hold his lips tight against hers.


		 

Once again, there was no sound but her breath, a pause seemingly minutes in length before her hands touched his head, signalling her pet to stand. Samuel stood and dared to look down where a thin gobbet of his cream lay on the back of the crouching stallion. He glanced at the girl on the bed and realised that there was no way that she would not notice his oversight and a fear filled him at the inevitable punishment that would follow. Tiffani slowly raised to her elbows and regarded the two men who now lived to give her pleasure. At first there was a smile on her lips and then, when her eyes cast down to her stallion her lips became a thin line of annoyance.


		 

“How dare you?” she said softly.


		 

Somehow, the tone of the words was more frightening than if she had screamed at him and Samuel felt tears fill his eyes to run coursing down his cheeks. A whimper came from his silenced throat as she pointed at the mark of his indiscretion.


		 

All Samuel could do was to whimper and weep as Tiffani glowered at him.


		 

“You have spoiled a perfect evening,” she said. “On my birthday… how could you be so unfeeling?”


		 

He felt terror filling his mind to the brim, quivering as she drew back her hand to slap him. But the slap did not come, the arm dropped down and Tiffani smiled wickedly.


		 

“You will just have to learn the hard way, slut. You are nothing to me except a plaything and you will discover that I play hard…”


		 

Tiffani looked down at her stallion and kicked him lightly with the toe of her stiletto.


		 

“Up!”


		 

The muscled man stood slowly. Unwinding from his crouch until he towered over both his mistress and her quaking pet. His cock had recovered its hardness, veins pulsed the length of it and Tiffani hesitated as if considering another bout with her stallion. The moment passed in a second and her hand took that pulsating manhood in its grip.


		 

“Fuck him hard, I want to hear how my little sissy screams when you fill his pussy,” she whispered with a hiss. “It goes into the cage, make sure that the night is unpleasant…”


		 

A huge hand took Samuel’s shoulder and he felt the grip turn him to face the impassive man whose hand slipped to the collar at his neck and almost lifted his feet from the floor.


		 

“Show the little slut how a real cock can fill a sissy-cunt!”


		 

As Samuel was walked backwards from the bed and smiling mistress, his heels dragged on the thick pile of the carpet, but the powerful hand kept him upright. On the bed, Tiffani lazily undressed and slipped under the silk sheets whilst her birthday present was dragged to a low wooden box. Samuel watched her derisive smile as she reached for a small gold case and extracted a pink cigarette. As the flame lit the tip and she drew a deep breath, Samuel found that he was free for a moment. Paralysed like a rabbit in car headlights he whimpered as his owner’s slave flipped the lid of the box and dropped the sides to reveal the iron bars of a tiny cage.


		 

Hand reached down and opened the gate at the end of the cage and Tiffani giggled as Samuel was forced to his knees and pushed into the cage. He struggled, he twisted against the immense force, but with his arms strapped behind his back and the fingers closed on his neck he found himself being slid into the cage as if he was not resisting at all.


		 

The rear of the cage was lifted, closed and adjusted to leave Samuel’s tattooed ass held in a tight circle of iron. He heard a light laugh, a titter and opened his eyes to see that Tiffani had finished her cigarette and had slipped a hand under the silk. It coursed down her slim body, to nestle between her half-open legs and the shadow of movement told Samuel that the pussy that he could still taste on his lips was being massaged and squeezed as her lips opened in a pout of sheer enjoyment.


		 

Suddenly, a wall of muscle moved between Samuel and the sight of Tiffani frigging to his distress. The purple head of the cock hovered at his lips and fingers gripped his jaw. He could feel his lips open, his jaw relaxing as an intense pain filled his head. The bulbous head of that cock poised to ram deep into his throat when Tiffani’s voice caused the motion to stop.


		 

“Fuck his little sissy-pussy, slave, ream him… I want to come while he cries as you fuck his ass.”


		 

There was almost a feeling of disappointment and the hand that held his jaw loosened and once again he could see the pretty face of his owner as she surrendered to her first climax. The tip of her tongue coursed her lips, her eyes held pure contempt and the rustle under the silk moved in agitated activity as the orgasm took hold and the slave moved to her bidding.


		 

Samuel watched her come, her body relaxed under the sheets and her hand emerged as she tasted the tips of her fingers with unadulterated pleasure. He was so overwhelmed by the sight of the young girl that abused him with casual indifference that the sudden slap on his ass caused him to whine in shock. Fingers closed over the cheeks of his ass and he bit his lip in the expectation of violation.

Samuel’s fears fulfilled.


		 

A touch, a gentle pressure.


		 

Sobbed, cried for his mistress.


		 

A seeking of the tip of that cock.


		 

A deliberate parting of his quivering ass.


		 

The hardness that sought to penetrate him.


		 

Samuel’s high squeal as the pressure burst into him.


		 

Tiffani licking her lips and sliding her slim hand under the silk.


		 

He gasped as the stallion pressed home slowly. Opening him wider than he had ever been opened. The hard-veined cock sliding easily into him with relentless pressure, an endless rod of flesh that sought to bury hilt-deep in his resisting puss-ass. It rent him wide, to the limit of bursting, filled him so completely that he gasped and then it slid home until the hard-muscled groin of the slave pressed on the cheeks of his ass.


		 

“Fuck the bitch hard…”


		 

The words spat from the young girl in a severe tone and Samuel felt a strong hand weave through the bars, between his wide-open thighs to grip his balls and tiny cocklet in a tight fist. His coursing tears and the whine of shock seemed to stimulate his owner to heights of excitement, made her lean forward and inhale as the cock slid from Samuel and then plunged deep inside once again as the hand that crushed his balls closed and twisted.


		 

Samuel was spitted on that gigantic cock, his balls almost twisted from him. The rings that pierced him cutting deep, the brat who climaxed at his agony and through it all, Samuel’s single thought was a desperate need to please her! Stroke after stroke rammed into him, filled him, fucked him and the hand that slid under the silk moved in cadence with every stroke. Reaming her pussy as a dark patch of wetness stained the silk to crimson from red.


		 

Did Samuel feel the stallion release?


		 

He felt a shudder and heard a gasp and the huge object that filled him pulled slowly free. He felt the ooze as his sissy-cunt tried to close. He felt empty and full. He cried with the emotion as the hand that held him pulled free to let his tiny cock free. He saw his owner climax and clench her thighs in sudden shock and he heard the neutered slave that had violated him grunt as he stood.


		 

As Tiffani lit a cigarette and lounged to rest her trembling thighs the hood was drawn over his sight and needless steel fetters were added to his body. Strong hands pulled them tight, pinning the helpless pet in his cage, stretching him into a twisted form that cramped and distorted him inside the confines of steel.


		 

A hard glass gag pressed into his mouth to silence even the soft moans and squeaks that he could still utter. A wide plug that sealed the stallion’s come inside him and a hardness that closed to press studs into his diminutive erection. Samuel was confined as he never had been before, almost unable to breathe, without an inch of movement possible, his legs bent upwards until the spikes of his ballet boots were trapped in the bars at the top of the cage.


		 

He sobbed and choked in his captivity.


		 

The tears soaking the inside of the tight latex mask.


		 

His utter helplessness so very pleasing to his young mistress.


		 

The goddess enswathed in silk, luxuriating in her ultimate freedom.


		 

And…


		 

On the bed, Tiffani sighed and gently soothed her moist young cunt with a gentle fluttering touch as she settled to the sweet dreams of the agreeable beginning to her adult life. A life where pleasure was everything, sweet gratification of every impulse…


		 

As she slipped into a slumber.



		In Between

		 

“Emily, darling, I have to ask… where did you get those shoes?”


		 

Mrs Emily Westlake smiled and stretched her crossed leg, allowing the mule to dangle from the tips of her toes while her best friend admired the long heels and the delightful turn of her ankle.


		 

“I always go to the same fitter,” she smiled in reply. “In Phoenix… Plain, but such a perfect fit.”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded and raised her teacup to her lips to sip. It was true, she just adored those shoes, but the compliment was just a small opener to get her friend in the mood to be receptive to her proposal. However, it was Mrs Westlake that moved the conversation to more serious matters.


		 

“I have been thinking,” she said with a smile. “About what you suggested a month ago at Tiffani’s coming-out…”


		 

“Ahh,” replied Mrs Williams, concealing a small satisfied smile that the germ of her idea was making progress through her dear friend’s thoughts. “Simon?”


		 

“That as well, but I have some special news, but you have to keep it quiet and out of the gossip-round.”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded and leaned a little forward.


		 

“I’m having a daughter…”


		 

“Oh my God, Emily, that’s such wonderful news.”


		 

Mrs Westlake sat back on the sofa and rocked the shoe on her toes, watching the effect of her words with contentment.


		 

“It was all so easy once you suggested the idea,” she said. “Just ten minutes in the clinic to take the eggs…”


		 

“I never suspected that you would act so fast.”


		 

“Well, what’s the point of waiting? I picked a suitable match, actually one of the stallions that took the bronze in Korea that time a couple of years ago.”


		 

“Oh, I remember them, how could I forget? Which of the two?”


		 

“Number Seven, virile, but submissive, physically perfect… I own the sister too, so I know that there is real beauty in prospect! Anyway, it has taken and in nine months I will have a daughter.”


		 

“Well, I am so happy for you. I’m sure that she will be perfect…”


		 

“Of course, it meant that I had to dispose of one of my best stallions! There’s no way that I want to be reminded of the father every time that I watch him in competition.”


		 

“So right, Emily. I agree totally! That would be so disagreeable. Where did you sell him on?”


		 

“Oh, some place in Brazil, I forget the name. Of course, I had him castrated first, closure is so important to me!”


		 

“I might have taken him…”


		 

“Darling, I thought of that, but it would mean that every time I came around you would have had to tuck him away. I didn’t want to put you to the bother of thinking about it! This way the whole thing is seamless and I can concentrate on the fact that she will be my daughter.”


		 

“True,” smiled Mrs Williams.


		 

“So, am I invited to the birth?”


		 

“Of course, darling. I picked the perfect brood mother. She is so grateful that she is out of the milking parlour and into her own private little birthing cage.  She will also make a perfect wet-nurse for Angelique, when she is born…”


		 

“Are you sure that you want that attachment? I mean, just pass the surrogate on to me when she drops. Tiffani has decided that she wants a parlour on the farm and she is already organising it. She will need plenty of animals to fill the stalls…”


		 

“I’ll think about it, dear,” said Mrs Westlake as she placed her cup neatly on the saucer by her side. ‘She would make such a perfect little sow…”


		 

The mute little maid who stood waiting removed the porcelain before stepping back to her place, waiting for her owner’s friend to express a desire for something else.


		 

Mrs Westlake sat back on the soft sofa and extended her arms along the back rest with a sigh.

“I have to say,” she said after a moment’s pause, “that I have been carefully considering your offer…”


		 

“Tiffani?”


		 

“Exactly! She seems to be developing so nicely…”


		 

“Mmm, a little immature, but she is moving in the right direction…”


		 

“Oh, all young women just live for today, with the motto, ‘fuck tomorrow’!”


		 

Mrs William’s laughed at the expletive and shook her head in amusement.


		 

“We were just the same at her age. I remember that pretty little sissy that you fell in love with! It was so sweet, you were almost wooing it, allowing no end of excess. You even allowed it to have the run of the ranch. Your mother was so pissed… whatever happened to it? I never knew the end of the story…”


		 

Mrs Westlake started to laugh and wiped a tear of amusement from her cheek.


		 

“My mother,” she said. “What a mistress she was! One-day poor little Kitty disappeared and I thought for a week that she had sold him. I had had the idea that it would be so nice to have a totally dependent pet of my very own. In the end, I had the inevitable confrontation. I was so upset at my mother, but she did not say a word. She just took me by the hand and took me to the stables and showed me what she had done with my poor little Kitty.”


		 

Mrs Williams did not speak, but waited for the tale to continue.


		 

“Its pale plump little ass stuck out of the service box like a full moon, just begging to be used. As we entered the stallions were filling it, Mummy was so proud of her stables, every year she took prizes at all the major shows.”


		 

“A shock!” said Mrs Williams. “I’ll bet that you were really upset, after all you were just eighteen or nineteen at the time…”


		 

“It was a lesson,” sighed Emily. “A bitter one really, but she was right, at the time. A young woman should not get too attached to some witless animal like I had, she taught me that infatuation is just weakness… that pets are something that come and go and should be enjoyed for what they are.”

Mrs Williams nodded and imagined the scene. Tears and argument, but Emily’s mother had been so very strict and old-fashioned and doubtless, that had been the end of it.


		 

“So, what happened?” she asked.


		 

“Oh, I got over it, of course. The lesson was learned. Anyway, Kitty was ruined for me and I think that she disposed of it a month later,” said Mrs Westlake. “Mummy found me a nice rich submissive to marry and that’s where Simon came from…”


		 

“You have brought him up well,” said Mrs Williams to her friend. “He will make a perfect match for some girl who needs a loving and compliant husband.”


		 

Emily started to laugh again and wagged a finger at her friend.


		 

“You mean Tiffani, of course!”


		 

“If she likes the idea…”


		 

“OK then, I’ll make the offer…”


		 

“Do you want to offer Simon to her, or should I suggest the idea? But, bear in mind that Tiffani is shaping up to be quite ruthless. He might not last all that long…”


		 

“Oh, that’s of no importance,” said Emily with a sly grin. “But, there is a condition!”


		 

“Aha,” said Mrs Williams. “A condition? Which is?”


		 

The shoe swayed on the outstretched nylon-clad foot for a minute.


		 

“Tiffani gets Simon and through him an interest in my ranch,” said Mrs Westlake. “Ten per cent, perhaps? I have to think on a suitable dowry. I should leave plenty for my young daughter to inherit. What I get is that delightful little boy that you gave her for her birthday!”


		 

“Mmm,” said Mrs Williams. “I know what you’re up to!”


		 

“Oh, you do, do you?”


		 

“Kitty?”


		 

Mrs Westlake shook her head, “You can read my thoughts darling, really, you know me so well!”

“Not surprising really, dear. We are so alike in every way! I was so envious of Tiffani when I saw that little sissy. Such a darling really, but she treats him as if he were just another pet when he could be so much more…”


		 

“A little lapdog…”


		 

“Exactly, exactly what I thought. So sweet and eager, a perfect companion for a more mature woman…”


		 

“That’s what we are now,” laughed Emily. “Mature! We have to make way for the next generation and just relax into the sheer bliss of having everything that we need!”


		 

“What a pair of old harridans we are,” laughed Mrs Williams. “All we want is soft beds and constant attention…”


		 

“I need more attention, darling!”


		 

Mrs Williams glanced at her former lover’s face and smiled slyly.


		 

“If you are thinking of seducing me…”


		 

“Always, I really miss it so much! I know that I shouldn’t have done that to you.”


		 

“I’ll think about it, dear,” said Mrs Williams with a small pout. “But, let’s discuss Tiffani and Simon first!”


		 

“So, what do you think? Will she give him up?”


		 

“Of course, she will, more importantly, will she realise the advantages of marrying Simon and starting to make her own way towards the fortune that she deserves? Perhaps?”


		 

“Would you put it to her?”


		 

“I will and I am sure that she will see what is in her best interests. After all, she too has to learn to give up a pet, just like you did all those years ago. It will do her good and set her on the right path. A small sacrifice for advantage is a good lesson.”


		 

“When will I know?”


		 

“Oh, in the next week or so, I suppose. Tiffani’s in New York at the moment, visiting an old friend of mine, as soon as she returns, I’ll speak to her…”

“I can’t thank you enough.”


		 

“It’s what friends are for!”


		 

“Lovers?”


		 

“Perhaps friends and lovers.”



		Dream

		 

In the darkness of the boxed cage in Tiffani’s room, Samuel cried himself to sleep. Even the moans and excited yelps from his mistress’ bed that filtered through could not keep him awake as he slipped into that familiar dream that occasionally surfaced.


		 

Nightmare or sweet hallucination?


		 

He pictured the sun filtered through the leaves of the olive tree at the villa of his parents. Blindingly bright, black shade and luminescent pale sandstone of the bench on which he sat with a pretty girl. He could not remember her name, but he knew that he loved her as deep as the shade that hid her delicate features. He could not see her face, but he knew that it was familiar, that this was what he had been before…


		 

Her lips touched his, a warmth spread through his mind, sanctuary under the olives a haven of tranquillity and free from fear and dread. The breeze stirred, leaves rustled and he looked to see a figure resolve in the dream-scape. A mature woman who moved like flowing silk. She turned to look at him and his breath caught and he knew that this was his mother.


		 

Samuel was not sure how he knew it was her because all he could see were lips and a mist of red hair. The girl by his side almost faded from his senses to leave him alone, naked on the bench.


		 

He could not speak, could not move, but the woman that he knew that was his mother, smiled and stepped towards him. Samuel was ensnared in the dream, as if bound to the bench by unseen fetters. She moved and he longed to cry out for help and then the hair moved, the breeze stirred her lips pouted and his eyes were held by hers.


		 

Her hand swept the curls from her face. From the other, the wicked crop dangled free on a loop at her gloved wrist.


		 

Recognition and reprieve filled his mind to the brim as he saw that the woman that he had taken for his mother was the woman who had been the beginning of everything. High cheekbones, cherry-red lips, eyes that looked through him to see his inner terrors, a hand that raised to touch his lips as her own moved.


		 

“Samuel.”


		 

The word hung in the air for long moments and he was filled with hope.


		 

“Just obey and belong…”

Mrs Harriman smiled and placed her hand on his head. Turned it with irresistible intensity until his eyes focussed on the girl that was still by his side. The girl that he loved and so desperately wanted to save him. His vision blurred with tears as he caught a momentary glimpse of the girl who was waiting for him in Spain. Her sweet face emotionless, her eyes locked on his as her mask slid and Tiffani’s sneer ran over those compassionate features.


		 

He tried to cry out.


		 

Revise the dream.


		 

Exorcize the present.


		 

But, her lips closed on his, sucking his mind from him, and the world of the olive trees and sun closed to a point and then vanished with a sigh as he fell endlessly through reaching hands, into the darkness of the reality that now was his desolate world. The touch of her lips was hard flesh, his mouth and throat filled with a male hardness that choked every breath. The kiss was a fuck and the fuck, a kiss. A relentless violation that sucked at his mind.


		 

Every time that he dreamed, relentless reality overlaid the fantasy.


		 

Samuel woke with a start.


		 

Utter silence greeted him, the soft breathing of the young mistress on her bed muffled by hood and box. The aches and discomfort in his contorted body almost overwhelming. At last the panic of the awful dream slipped and Samuel focussed on the delusion that had seemed so real.


		 

His image of his mother’s face… gone, blown like leaves in a breeze to be replaced by the woman who had created him.


		 

The loving girlfriend who had been everything to him, consumed by the sneering features of Tiffani. What were their names, their features, their mannerisms, their truths? Had they ever really existed or were they just ghosts of his imagination?


		 

Was his past real or imagined?


		 

Self-doubt filled his mind, consumed him and even his own name no longer seemed so sure. Was he Samuel, or was he someone else? Something else entirely? In panic, he grasped at the only part of the dream that seemed authentic and the face of the woman who had remade him raised from the darkness. He longed for her touch, her smile her approval. She was the woman who would save him, the woman who cared for him, loved him; the woman who had rejected him…


		 

The memory of her face faded and she was a blank awaiting the artist’s brush on the canvas, a mother with no face, the holder of his keys, the woman who would make him hers…


		 

The woman who would give rebirth to him…



		Reawakening

		 

The box moved.


		 

Deep inside, confined in tight skin, helpless and bruised, fettered and held rigid, Samuel suffered in silence. He longed for light, longed to be permitted the freedom of stretching his legs, but that was at Tiffani’s whim and he knew that the ever longer periods between use signified that she had become jaded with her pet.


		 

He heard a muffled sound, perhaps the grunts of slaves as the box was placed on a trolley, because now his cage was rolling smoothly. Even wondering what was happening was a muted thought. Samuel’s fate was out of his hands and in the claws of those who had no thought of anything but their own gratification.


		 

His mind slipped into neutral and slumber overcame him. The only refuge left, the only space that was his. They intruded into his dreams now, but even so, there was hope, even though it was chained just out of reach.


		 

“Mamma, why would she want it?” asked Tiffani as she watched the chest slide from her bedroom.


		 

“Emily has a need that you will only understand when you are much older,” said Tiffani’s mother with a small smile. “Sentimentality takes us all in the end…”


		 

“I don’t understand!”


		 

“Of course you don’t! All you want and need is yours to have at a single word, all you need to know is that Simon will make a perfect husband for a few moments and that it ensures the binding of the Westlake fortune to our own. There is more than just the whip and the crop…”


		 

Tiffani made a small sound that might have been scorn and Mrs Williams put a hand on her shoulder.


		 

“Simon will be yours soon, a first husband is something special… enjoy the experience.”


		 

“You and your schemes,” laughed Tiffani and leaned to kiss her mother on the cheek. “As long as I can do what I want… If I didn’t know better, you only want to pick up with Emily again…”


		 

“My past is not your concern,” said Mrs Williams indulgently as the box moved from their sight. “Just remember, there are no limits, just rearrangements. How is the parlour progressing?”

Tiffani shrugged.


		 

“The building work is done, now comes the stock… I have some ideas.”


		 

“Don’t rush it, darling! It takes time to create an establishment. Trainers, animals and methods need to be settled into place. You need to develop a style that is all of your own, with the two ranches to select from there will be no end of candidates…”


		 

“I want to make something that every ranch-owner will be envious of,” said Tiffani.


		 

Mrs Williams laughed at her daughter’s determined tone and patted her shoulder.


		 

“My dear Tiffani,” she said. “You make me so proud! A few months ago, you turned eighteen and already you have the makings of becoming a true matriarch. Enjoy every moment, that’s my advice! Develop your style, impress your peers, don’t grow up too quickly!”


		 

“Mamma, I don’t plan to…”


		 

“Neither did I!”


		 

On its trolley, the box containing Samuel made its way to the waiting truck and Samuel awoke as it was hoisted and roughly loaded before chains secured it for the drive. The sound of the engine starting filled the box with a roar and then settled to a patient rumble. He heard the slamming of a door, and then felt the lurch as the truck moved into motion. His heart raced as the vibration filled his senses.


		 

In the darkness of his confinement, the journey seemed endless, even though just fifty miles of road moved beneath the wheels of the truck. It plodded slowly down the highway, attracting no attention. Other vehicles passed it, never realising the load that it carried, a helpless slave who was moving from the ownership of one cruel woman to the next. The truck stooped briefly at a gas station and then rolled on before making its way down little-used side-roads and finally to the rough track that made up the last few miles of the journey.


		 

Metal struck metal as the chains that held the box were released and dropped. The box was slid from the bed of the truck and carried into the service entrance of the Westlake mansion and Samuel thought that he could hear a female voice as it finally came to rest.

For hours, there was no sound and Samuel drifted once again into restless slumber. He awoke at the sound of the wooden sides of the box being lowered. A sound that always brought hope and terror. The gag that pressed into his mouth choked him for a moment and then he heard a female cry of delight and felt hands on his head that stroked him and slowly unzipped the eyeholes that had not been used for months.


		 

“Ooh, you are so perfect for me,” cooed a voice as the light blinded his eyes.


		 

Samuel blinked away his tears and his vision resolved slowly to reveal shapely legs and the hem of a tight skirt. The delicate nylon web on those calves bagged at the ankles where the straps of stilettos circled and he raised his eyes upward to see an expanse of the tight skirt that encased powerful thighs.


		 

A hand descended from on high, he caught a movement in his vision, and the hand patted his head and the knees bent slowly to bring the woman into view.


		 

“You are safe and sound here, dear, you are just the tonic that I need…”


		 

He saw the red lips, the tongue that moved around them, the long lashes and eyes that were half closed in amusement and the dream came to his awake mind. He pictured the shadow and light on the bench, the woman with a mass of red curls, the warmth of her kindliness, felt hope swell his heart and knew that she would be so caring …


		 

Emily Westlake patted the smooth latex hood again and gently closed the zippers, the tear-filled eyes becoming merely depressions on the expressionless face that was smothered in rubber.


		 

“I’ll get you cleaned up and presentable,” she muttered as her eyes moved over the detail of her latest acquisition.


		 

It was clear that this new pet had been so neglected, left for months in darkness and discomfort. When it experienced a little gentleness, it would be hers to mould and recreate in the image that she desired. She would empty her new toy’s head of all thought but devotion to become a perfect Kitty.


		 

Her hand explored the form in the cage and slipped between its parted thighs. Squeezed the tiny balls and ran the short length of that flaccid stalk before examining where a tight plug had been inserted between those rounded cheeks. Her hands closed the eyeholes on the mask gently and she laughed.


		 

Mrs Westlake patted that ass again before stepping back to allow the two maids that were in attendance to take her new pet though his rebirth. Soon she could begin the training, prepare him to be the replacement for the son that she was giving up. Teach him to love her, depend on her, be a perfect little slut, desperate to please. It would be like the return of her dear little Kitty, a perfect pet…


		 

Joints stiffened from being so long confined, Samuel could almost hear them creak as the maids carefully undressed him. A sudden cramp assailed his thighs and he twisted weakly under their hands as the latex was peeled back to reveal his sensitive and sore skin. When the arm-sleeve was gently pulled from his shoulders, he moaned in distress as his arms flopped to the floor, as the punishment boots were eased off, his eyes filled with tears.


		 

The maids tutted and fussed over his lethargic movements. They stripped him naked and gently bathed him with warm towels before at last his hood was stripped from his head and he was permitted to see the angels that cared for him.


		 

“Miss?” said one of the maids as she started slowly to withdraw the plug that filled his behind.


		 

Mrs Westlake raised an eyebrow and nodded.


		 

Samuel looked up for a moment at the woman that now owned him and then his neck gave way and he rested his cheek on the floor. Now that the stiff collar had been taken from his neck, he could scarcely even hold his head up for more than a few seconds. His eyes locked to hers and he felt a warmth fill him, an emotion of gratefulness that filled him to the brim and his eyes filled with tears in sentiment.


		 

She was so perfect!


		 

Shapely legs crossed at the ankles, the spike of one heel digging into the thick rug at her feet. The warm smile of her approval and the curl of smoke that wisped from her lips as her manicured hand withdrew the cigarette. He longed to speak, but not only did he not dare to utter a word, the thin sigh that issued from his lips simply underlined his helplessness before her perfection.


		 

One of the maids massaged his body, picking out the wasted muscles and bringing them to his pained attention while the other arranged the locks that had been freed from the hood. He had been shaved before his confinement, now his hair descended to his shoulders and more.


		 

“There is much to do,” said Mrs Westlake as she considered the slack helpless form of the slave at her feet. As she spoke she ignored the look of piety in those tear-filled eyes and the fact that every word spoken was taken in. “I want it ready for use in a month,” she continued. “A kitten to play with and train for the bedroom.”


		 

She stood slowly and moved a step to place the toe of her shoe at his lips. They pursed and kissed the red patent leather before she stooped and took a hand. Raised the arm and allowed it to flop back to the floor.


		 

“Attend to these details,” she said and made a small cutting motion with fore and middle finger. “It will be as helpless as a baby, eager to please and an adornment for my bedroom… see to it!”


		 

The maids nodded and one of them ran her finger from neck to the cleft of Samuel’s behind.


		 

“Restraint, Ma’am?” she asked.


		 

Mrs Westlake nodded and leaned to offer her hand to the maid. Pink lips opened and there was a small hiss as the stub of the cigarette entered and disappeared.


		 

“You have a month, I expect perfection!”


		 

“Ma’am,” said the maid.


		 

Samuel managed a last kiss before the shoe slipped from his reach and received a tender pat on his head from Mrs Westlake. He managed to look up at her and felt a stirring in his little cock. The long ringlets that were a cloud around her smiling face, the last trickle of smoke that drifted from crimson lips, the nipples that pressed against her silken blouse, the strong thighs that moved inside the tight skirt.


		 

All of these, made him hers.


		 

He had come to mother.



		Chapter Three

		

	
		Episode One

		 

“Six months is plenty of time to prepare,” said Mrs Williams to her friend. “We’ll set a date and get the invitations out… The next question is should we hold the ceremony here or at my place?”


		 

“Here,” said Emily Westlake. “In fact, why not hold it during the Gymkhana that is the last of the year’s round? A perfect fit! The ceremony can be on the second day before the main event of the matched pairs…”


		 

“Good, that’s arranged then,” said Mrs Williams with a small grin.


		 

Emily Westlake sat back on her chair and crossed her ankles. Her mind wandered and she felt a small thrill of anticipation. It would be such a pleasure to show her dear friend what had become of Tiffani’s little discarded birthday gift. Tempt her back into bed… The last month had stretched to almost unbearable anticipation and she had struggled not to fuss over the preparation, managed to allow her capable chief maid to produce the perfect companion.


		 

“You have something on your mind, Emily,” said Mrs Williams.


		 

The response was a small smile and a slight movement of the hand.


		 

“Is Tiffani’s new husband going to end his days in a cage?” she asked.


		 

“Probably,” said Mrs Williams with a laugh. “She is a hard mistress and will be a cruel wife, without a doubt. When you next visit I’ll get her to show you around the new parlour. It’s only half full, but already the talk of the other ranches…”


		 

“I have heard the rumours,” smiled Emily comfortably. “It seems that she is turning into a formidable trainer. I’m sure that eventually my son will experience it!”


		 

Mrs Williams shrugged.


		 

“You know how it is, dear. Once the honeymoon is over, the bride always moves on. We both did it, there’s no reason to think that my daughter will be any different!”


		 

Emily shook her head and nodded to the maid that stood slightly behind her.


		 

“Are you looking forward to making Tiffani happy?” she asked.


		 

The maid nodded and looked down at her stilettos while Mrs Williams stifled a small laugh.


		 

“My daughter is so looking forward to owning you,” she tittered. “The end of this easy life with Mamma…”


		 

Mrs Westlake’s feminised son seemed to be trembling with fear, but the slight bump behind the maid’s skirt caught his mother’s eye and she looked up at him severely.


		 

“If your new wife sees vulgar behaviour like this from you, you will find yourself neutered and rightly so, I have had enough of being embarrassed by you, now you will find out what happens to little boys that don’t obey their mother,” said the maid’s mother. “Now, run along and report to the senior maid for your usual punishment. Tell her from me to double it! I can’t have you embarrassing me like this in front of my dearest friend…”


		 

Mrs Williams smiled lazily and caught the eye of Emily’s son.


		 

“Just six months ago, darling, he was just a cute little boy, I would never have guessed how sweet he could be… You amaze me, Emily, the change is glorious.”


		 

Mrs Westlake sighed theatrically while the maid shuffled and stared at her feet.


		 

“I had so many plans for my son, but he disappointed me… Perhaps I was hoping for too much!”


		 

A sense of curiosity consumed Mrs Williams as she turned her gaze ack to her friend. What had Simon done to upset his mother so? She sipped her cocktail thoughtfully wondering how to get the inside track, but it seemed that her friend was ready to open her heart.


		 

“Simon had everything, everything he wanted and so much more. All that was needed was for him to be obedient and I would have found him a wife who would be kind to him. All he had to do was to allow me to decide for him…”


		 

“What happened?” asked Mrs Williams looking up at the frilly maid whose eyes were filling with tears.


		 

For a moment, Mrs Williams wondered if she had overstepped the mark, but her friend just shrugged.


		 

“Everyone in my ranch knew what was going on, but none dared to tell me,” she said in a low tone. “Knew about the ridiculous love-affair that was going on under my own nose! I wouldn’t care so much, but when he decided to run away with the little slut…”


		 

Mrs Williams gasped and covered her gaping mouth with her palm.


		 

“One of the slaves?”


		 

Emily nodded and her face became grim.


		 

“The lowest of the low, dear, the very lowest… the pair of them were caught by my security almost at the highway!”


		 

“You mean that Simon actually was going through with an elopement with one of your female sluts? My oh my!”


		 

“I know, I know. You just can’t believe how distressing it all was, my own son thinking that the little slut was actually a person! After all of the love and attention, everything that I did for him, he was nothing more than a traitor to everything that we believe in!”


		 

“Emily, I feel so sorry for you, it must have been so distressing.”


		 

“Sheer humiliation, dearest, sheer humiliation! There he was, actually telling me, to my face in front of everybody that he actually loved an animal, that everything that I held dear was immoral! What could I do? Really, I had no choice at all.”


		 

Mrs Williams reached over and clasped the shoulder of her distressed friend.


		 

“Darling, there are certain limits, you did what you had to do…”


		 

Emily looked up at the blushing maid and almost spat her next words in her supressed anger and embarrassment.


		 

“So, I did what every mother must be able to do! Show everyone in the ranch what happens when they attempt to escape my care and what’s more, prove to them all that I decide the fate of every single one of them! Me alone! I decide what is right for their lives to make them suitable for use, I decide how they serve, most of all, I decide what is right and wrong on my own ranch…”


		 

It seemed that the outburst had calmed Emily and Mrs Williams wondered what she would have done if a son of hers had been so foolish… The thought hung in her mind as she wondered how having a son might have changed her.


		 

“The whipping was just the start,” said Emily. “A lesson for all, because I had the whole household witness it. After that, I decided that I had been too kind to Simon and that the best punishment was to reduce him to replace the maid that he had cost me…”


		 

Mrs Williams wondered what had become of the object of Simon’s obsession, but refrained from asking. Doubtless she was long gone to a place where she would spend her days regretting her little games with the affections of her owner’s son.


		 

“That was months ago,” sighed Emily, sitting back in her chair and lighting the cheroot that hung between her fingers. “Now you can understand why I am in such a hurry to marry him off, I really cannot bear the emotions that I feel, every time that I think how he shamed me!”


		 

Mrs Williams made a small sound between sigh and chuckle.


		 

“Well, all I can say is; that I am so glad that I never had a son! Tiffani is quite a handful, but as a woman, she never shows any foolish emotions. In fact, even though she is wayward and often rather harsh, I have to say that I am secretly proud of the fact that she keeps order even more ruthlessly than I do.”


		 

“I have to say, I am just a little jealous, darling. But, perhaps it is all for the best. Tiffani can do whatever she wants with Simon and I can at least gain the satisfaction of having passed my absurd son to a woman who will show him what it means to belong.”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded.


		 

“Nothing of this will ever come from me,” she said, holding a finger to her lips, “and I will tell the bride to be that she need not be concerned with treating her new husband with anything other than a very strict hand…”


		 

“I knew that you would understand,” said Mrs Westlake as she drew from the cigarillo. “Better this way, it will simply strengthen our bonds of friendship…”


		 

The two women sat in silence for several minutes, Mrs Williams reflecting on her friend’s humiliation while Emily just watched the sobbing maid from the corner of her eye. At last, she made a small dismissive flutter of her fingers to dismiss her son and Mrs Williams watched the maid curtsey and turn away.


		 

“I have to add one more thing,” said Mrs Williams as she watched the wiggle of the hips as the maid turned to enter the house.


		 

“Which is?”


		 

I like what you have done to her, voluptuous to the point of excess,” said Mrs Williams. “Tiffani has likes truly feminised men to play with!” Her smile broadened. “... and, I just have to see what you have done with that pet of hers…”


		 

“Now, now, you are spoiling my little surprise,” answered Emily with a pout, “but, since you have mentioned it, you can take a look, if you like. It was in quite a state two months ago when it was delivered.”


		 

A sense of relief filled her, a delicate emotion of affection at how her dearest friend had been so understanding. Mrs Williams was such a good friend, full of sympathy and so supportive.


		 

Mrs Williams nodded, “Tiffani can be such a sadistic brat,” she said. “All she wanted was to show her new pet off to her friends and then she lost interest…”


		 

“Typical of the youth of today,” said Emily. “It takes maturity to get true service from the lower orders, but I think that you’ll like what I have created.”


		 

She lifted herself from the chair and beckoned to her friend.


		 

“Come along, Kitty is waiting!”


		 

The two women crossed the lawn and entered the portico of the ranch where a solitary naked maid scrubbed the smooth marble to a glow. As they went, they discussed the arrangements for the wedding before heading up the broad staircase to the upper floor.


		 

“The last month has been such a pleasure, despite my troubles,” said Emily as she led her friend to an ornate door. “It’s so long since I actually took part in training that I had forgotten what a pleasure it was! Something of a tonic, a chance to get my balance back and focus on what is important for my own pleasure!”


		 

She opened the door and ushered her friend into the lounge beyond. Two wide sofas occupied the main area, a glass box acting as a low table between them both. Crouched with forehead on the glass floor of the box was Emily’s Kitty. Mrs Williams leaned over the glass and then looked to her friend.


		 

“It is so perfect,” she breathed as she watched Mrs Westlake bend to coax Samuel from the open end of the box with her hand.


		 

The face of the pet looked up, the black French-bob of hair falling perfectly into place as it did so. The delicate tattoos of dessous and stockings almost concealing the vulnerable nakedness as the pet slowly emerged from its place and knelt at Emily’s feet with lips pouted. She leaned down and patted the head and the lips closed to her feet while the lashes fluttered and eyes dared look up at the two women who were enjoying the presentation.


		 

“I see that you have indulged yourself a little,” said Mrs Williams as her hand stroked the patterned back to the smooth shoulders, no longer disfigured by the spindly arms. “Much more feminine as well…”


		 

Emily nodded and tapped her foot.


		 

“Stand!”


		 

The feet in black stilettos moved and Kitty stood gracefully with feet slightly apart. Now the artistic patterns that adorned its skin were showed to full effect. The only item worn by the pet were the shoes, but it was almost as if fully clothed in delicate wisps of silk and nylon.


		 

Emily smiled and reached to touch a breast and play with the swollen nipple for a moment.


		 

“Don’t worry, dear,’ she said to the trembling slave, “my friend thinks that you are so very cute…”


		 

A smile came to the pet’s lips and eyes looked at Mrs Williams shyly for a moment before turning down. Emily laughed and slapped the ass lightly before slipping onto the sofa. Her friend sat down opposite her and watched as Emily patted the sofa, beckoning her tame slave to join her.


		 

Samuel took a small step and curled up on the sofa by his mistress to lay her head on the lap of her owner. Face up, the adoration was plain to see and Mrs Williams nearly burst out laughing to see the devotion under the fluttering eyelashes.


		 

Mrs Westlake’s hand stroked the breasts and teased the nipples until they stood before allowing her hand to slide across the soft skin to come to rest just short of the tiny cock that stood like a pinkie between Samuel’s thighs.


		 

“Oh, what a delightful little kitten,” breathed Mrs Williams with a tone that almost tended to envy. “I am so jealous, my dear and I do believe that you are trying to tempt me.”


		 

“Tempt you? I really don’t know what you mean. Kitty loves me, don’t you, Kitty?”


		 

Kitty pouted and nodded ever so slightly at the words and wriggled a little to embed deeper into her mistress’ lap. Stretching a little like a cat under the hand that was laying on her smooth belly.


		 

“Of course, Kitty loves Mummy, Mummy gives her treats, doesn’t she when Kitty is a good little girl…”


		 

Mrs Williams watched as the helpless pet gave a begging look at her owner and made a small sound that could almost have been a low purr. Emily grinned and moved her hand just a little down, the fingers of her hand caressing the tiny erection and balls with a light touch.


		 

She turned to her friend and smiled.


		 

“Of course, Kitty understands that every indulgence of her Mamma comes with a little distress that makes her completely belong and need to be loved.”


		 

A small whine came from Kitty’s throat and Emily looked down and kissed the pouted lips lightly.


		 

“It has to be, darling,” she said. “Mamma has to show her little baby that her own pleasure comes first… Kitty’s treats always hurt, just a little.”


		 

Mrs Westlake’s hand opened to reveal a small treat that she bent to offer her pet. Kitty lapped the small pill from the offered palm and purred. Mrs Williams lifted an eyebrow enquiringly.


		 

“Just a little treat to help Kitty forget her past,” smiled Emily as she patted Kitty’s head. “Something to ease her into total devotion to me!”


		 

Mrs Williams felt a knot in her throat as she watched Emily play with her slave, a tinge of resentfulness at the tender scene that was playing out. It seemed that her friend did not notice and her fingers teased the pet until a moan uttered from those lips and the fingers retreated to fondle the mounds of Kitty’s hanging breasts.

“No coming yet,” she smiled. “Maybe if you please me and my friend, I will permit it…”


		 

A single tear welled from each eye and Emily shook her head.


		 

“You know exactly what happens to a disobedient kitty, my dear…”


		 

Her hand lifted the head from her lap and she planted a kiss to dry the tears.


		 

“Come on, let’s show my friend what a good little kitty you are, perhaps she will even allow something special as a reward.”


		 

Mrs Westlake stood from the sofa and looked to her friend with a look that was really a question. The reply was a small nod and a smile. Kitty stood elegantly and Mrs Williams stretched before joining them.


		 

“It’s been a while,” she said, her voice almost breaking with emotion. “You tempt me back into your bed with such ease, darling!”


		 

“Years, it’s been years,” laughed Emily. “Still, a little fun in the afternoon is called for, if only as a celebration of your daughter’s up and coming marriage! Are you game?”


		 

“I am always ready to play… but I just can’t forget the last time! You owe me something.”


		 

Mrs Emily Westlake’s hand slapped Kitty’s behind towards the bedroom door and Mrs Williams felt a thrill as she remembered the little affair that had drifted to a close just ten years before. It was almost as if no years or differences had come between them and she put her hand around her friend’s waist and allowed it to slide to cup one cheek of her generous behind.


		 

“It’s about time, darling,” breathed Emily. “It’s been far too long…”


		 

“Why did we ever break up?” asked Mrs Williams.


		 

“I think that I was too greedy,” laughed Emily. “I so regret using the crop so hard! Today, we shall put that to rest!”


		 

As they passed into the bedroom, Mrs Williams started to laugh at the memory and she turned to hold Emily in her arms.


		 

“I was far too shocked to back down,” she said. “Too immature to realise that you were just playing…”


		 

“Was I though?”


		 

The answer was a peck on the cheek and Emily started to laugh.


		 

“I would have loved to have you crawling at my feet,” she said, “begging to be abused for my amusement…”


		 

For a moment, the two Black-Widow spiders paused in their courting ritual, each one enjoying the contest before Emily laughed and reached to the bed for the wicked crop that lay on the silk. A set of cuffs lay by the braided crop, four rings of steel.


		 

“I see that you have prepared for my little revenge,” smiled Mrs Williams.


		 

“It’s only fair that you get the chance!”


		 

“Three strokes, I gave you babes; this time you get the pleasure!”


		 

Mrs Williams laughed in pleasure and took the braided leather from her lover’s hands and bent it in her own.


		 

“Four, I think…”


		 

“Three is what I owe you, the first was just a touch!”


		 

“Not in my world! Four it is…”


		 

Hands reached down and slid the long zipper on the thigh of Emily’s skirt and it fell to the floor with a rustle. The black stocking tops clasped the strong thighs, and both of the lovers breathed a sigh as manicured hands popped each button on Emily’s blouse. One by one they opened and her breasts tumbled into sight. Mrs Williams cast a glance at the pet that watched from under her fluttering lashes and moved her hand to point at the floor behind her friend. The hand pulled Emily to her and she moved her feet between her friend’s feet while she pressed a deep kiss on Emily’s lips.


		 

“Far too long…” whispered Emily as she felt her feet being parted and then she felt the wet touch of her pet’s tongue on her crawling skin.


		 

It was so delicious to surrender to her friend, a moment that had been too long delayed. Something so perilous as she realised that she longed to be taken in hand, bent to serve as she had hoped for.


		 

“Touch your toes!”


		 

Emily felt a sudden momentary terror and almost broke from the hand that guided her down to bend double. Her friend, her owner… The emotion was both alarming and bliss that came in waves and swamped her senses as she lowered and reached to touch her ankles. The feeling of the small kisses showered on her sensitive behind by her pet while that hand held her down and the red stilettoes between her own feet moved wider inch by inch between hers, to leave her vulnerable and defenceless.


		 

“That’s good, dear, just stay there for me…”


		 

Emily stared at the floor. She could feel a heat rising between her open thighs, the slow dribble of excitement that made its way from her pussy to the tops of her stockings. She could scarcely breath as she watched the red shoes move out of her sight and moments later reappear with hands that held cold steel dangling from manicured fingers.


		 

Once again, Emily almost broke, but she knew that she dared not move and felt the anklets grip her ankles and the hands of her lover guide her wrists to join them. The steel clicked loudly and she saw a hand take Kitty and guide her from the path of the oncoming strokes of the crop.


		 

“Four strokes, darling, then we are even…”



		Episode Two

		 

A hand moved up Emily’s thigh, oiled by her flowing excitement, ever higher until it made contact with the swollen lips of her sex. A finger slipped through her and she gasped and, almost felt her knees give under the strain. Then something else, a penetration that caused her to moan and hands guided an eager tongue between her thighs.


		 

When she opened her eyes, Emily could see the patterned back of her pet filling the space between her legs, lips pressed upwards to encompass her, a probing eager tongue and the hardness of the steel stud that adorned it. The pleasure was indescribable and she was almost at climax when the first stroke of the cane stung the stretched cheeks of her.


		 

“One,” said a voice from far away, “count them, slut!”


		 

“One, Miss,” repeated Emily as her climax receded.


		 

The metal of the cuffs bit into her wrists and then she slipped into the pleasure of Kitty’s attentions. The second stroke of the crop seemed to augment the sensations and Emily climaxed with a sharp cry of anguish and bliss.


		 

“Two, Ma’am,” she breathed.


		 

“Can you see how much our little slaves enjoy being fucked? Is that what you want… to be fucked?”


		 

“God oh God, please fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…”


		 

“Good girl,” laughed Mrs Williams as she guided Kitty’s face between the rounded cheeks that still smarted from the kiss of the crop.


		 

Something pressed hard and a probing tongue tickled the gathered and clenched ass before entering. The feeling was so intense as a finger slowly slid into Emily’s pussy and tormented her swelling clitoris.


		 

“Are you ready?”


		 

The voice came from afar, barely heard over the screams in Emily’s head.


		 

When the braided crop struck her between her legs, Emily screamed as she orgasmed to the contact. The crop pulled through her flooded slit, pulling her to tip forward as her knees gave. Only strong hands held her in position until she regained her balance and a laugh came from above.


		 

“Three,” gasped Emily.


		 

“One more to go, babes, and then comes the interest that also has to be paid…”


		 

The last swish of the crop was a blur in front of Emily’s eyes and she screamed as the servile tongue pushed deep into her and reamed her. In her mind, she gasped ‘four’ but the word never passed her lips as she collapsed to the floor and writhed in orgasm. Hands controlled the fall towards the softness of the bed, and Emily started to weep in sheer gratification as her thighs quivered uncontrollably and her face pressed into the soft coverlet.


		 

Now she was kneeling, her wrists caught at her opened ankles and she heard the sound of a zipper being opened, felt the crop being laid gently on her naked back as her friend slid onto the bed. Emily opened her eyes and saw the opening legs, the swollen rent in smooth flesh just as hands pulled her to contact.


		 

“Nice and slow, my dear Emily, I want every moment to be perfect!”


		 

Emily gasped as Kitty pushed her lips between her open thighs. Hands took her hair in their grip and guided her forward. She was overwhelmed and surrendered to run the tip of her tongue through the wetness. It was as she remembered, a clitoris that swelled free, a wetness that was endless and a low moan that signalled sheer pleasure.


		 

The two lovers climaxed at the same moment and Emily withdrew as the pet who pleasured her lapped her gently before moving to kneel.


		 

“I should leave you in the cuffs,” laughed Mrs Williams. “Kidnap you for Tiffani’s dreadful parlour and then just pop in to enjoy you every day while your plump tits are milked and the fuck-machine reams that delicious butt!”


		 

The bed shifted as Mrs Westlake moved and then bent to release her lover. Then came the slap on rounded behind that just begged to be punished again.


		 

“Now we are even…”


		 

Mrs Westlake slowly turned to sit with her back to the bed and ran her hand through her unkempt hair. Kitty kneeled with her forehead on the thick rug and for a moment the pet’s owner wondered what passed for thoughts in that empty head. She dismissed her musings, Kitty was just a pet, a slave, a toy for her pleasure, all there could possibly be in that mind was the gratitude at being owned and abused.


		 

“You are such a bitch,” said Emily, “such a fucking bitch!”


		 

“It’s what I do!”



		Episode Three

		 

Kitty purred and looked up at the face of her owner.


		 

A curl of smoke came from between those lips and dispersed in a ripple. Now, when the dreams came, as they still did occasionally, those proud features always appeared when mother arrived to rescue her from Tiffani. She could scarcely remember a time when her loving owner had not been there.


		 

Of course, there were memories that occasionally surfaced, women who had owned her, used and frightened her, but overlaid on those distant times was always the warm security and love that Mamma showed him.


		 

Of course, she was strict, occasionally even stern, but those moments just showed how much she loved her little pet! Kitty had to be shown and guided, taken in hand and taught to please the woman who fed and cared for her. The part of Samuel that was left in the emptiness of those thoughts had receded to become nothing more than an occasional flicker that was almost extinguished as soon as it surfaced.


		 

The fingers of a manicured hand teased breasts and nipples with casual pinches and strokes, calling forth a purring and a pout that caused Emily to plant a small kiss on those lips. She looked down at the pretty face that looked up lovingly and her heart was filled with overwhelming satisfaction. She so loved it when the begging eyes fluttered as her hand played, desperate for something that only Mamma could give. Such a shame that she had not kept her son like this, but he would never have been as grateful as her perfect kitty. Better that he would be given to the daughter of the woman who was now bound to her as a lover once more.


		 

Tomorrow he would be Tiffani’s and the knots would be pulled so tight that they could never be undone. The humiliation of her son’s behaviour could be forgotten and buried and once more she could contemplate the exquisite pleasures that were just on the horizon.


		 

Emily sighed and slipped a finger between those parted lips to suckle her perfect pet. So helpless and willing, desperate to please, so eager and mindless, such a comfort…


		 

“Good kitty,” she breathed as her arm stretched the length of that enchanting body and touched the little clitty that begged for attention. “Is that what you want from me?”


		 

The stud pressed hard on her finger and she smiled.

“Kitty needs a bit of Mummy’s attention?”


		 

There was the slightest of nods in reply and Emily decided to indulge her pet. It had been months since the last time and she felt in a generous mood. She pulled her finger free and slowly undid her blouse to reveal her hanging breasts. Each nipple stiff with anticipation.


		 

“Mmm, show me that you love Mummy,” she breathed. “Mummy is going to make you come for her.”


		 

A hand cupped a breast and guided it to those eager lips while the other played and teased, squeezed and tormented.


		 

Lips took in the hard flesh and suckled and Emily sighed with contentment. This was what she had always wanted, how had it taken so long to realise that unconditional love and mindless dependence was what she most desired? So pleasant that the animal that she was creating was so very responsive. Her eyes closed and she enjoyed the feeling of the purring pet suckling at her as she had trained it to.


		 

Her fingers rolled the little cocklet and pushed to expose the sweet little tip. Swollen almost to the size of a hazelnut, it glistened with the drop of dew that adorned the tiny slit at the very crown. Her fingertip took that single drop and smoothed it over the sensitive skin and she felt a renewed sucking at her nipples as Kitty strove to please in response.


		 

“Mmm, not so hard, Kitty,” she whispered. “Mummy wants it to be tender!”


		 

The eyelashes fluttered and a blush spread from Kitty’s neck to cheeks. The suckling eased a little and Emily moved Kitty to the other breast gently and tickled the tiny clenched balls with a small flick of her fingernails.


		 

“Oh, that’s good, Kitty, just slow, slow, slow…”


		 

Her hand moved and teased the tip of the little cock again as she felt the blissful climax that was creeping over her senses. That Kitty could make her come like this was the ultimate proof of her power over the almost-mindless toy. The combination of utter control and sweet domination. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to slip into a fugue of sensuality, teasing her other breast as Kitty attended to the other.


		 

“When you come for Mummy, she will have to hurt you… because she loves you!”


		 

Kitty opened its mouth and lapped a moment, before suckling. Emily gasped and sighed as the orgasm slowly swelled in her mind; every touch of lips and tongue bliss. Just one last small pleasure was left to take… To prove that she owned Kitty utterly. Her thighs clenched reflexively, taking her to the next level.


		 

The sharp nails of Emily’s fingers closed on the tip of that sensitive nubbin and coursed the length of it to spike into the vulnerable balls and Kitty climaxed in response. A tiny drop of come squirted forth, all that remained of Kitty’s masculinity, carefully schooled to climax only when sharp agony accompanied stimulation.


		 

Mamma sighed and indulgently allowed her Kitty to suckle on, as she enjoyed every charming moment. She offered the tiny bead of cloudy come to pouted lips and Kitty sucked greedily at her finger, savouring it avidly, eyes lifted to hers in an expression of complete devotion.


		 

A low purr issued from Kitty, and Emily Westlake sighed in contentment.



		Episode Four

		 

“Don’t be frightened, Kitty,” appealed Mrs Westlake as she opened the door of her private lounge. “Mummy will be with you all the way…”


		 

Kitty looked at Emily, pleading with her, trembling in terror as her owner pointed out of the door. For six months, the pet had not ever had to leave her owner’s private suite and the sight of the corridor outside was terrifying.


		 

“Do you want to be collared on the leash, dear?” she offered. “I will keep you safe…”


		 

Kitty pleaded with its eyes, looked down at her own high heeled shoes and the uncomfortable and unfamiliar dress that covered her body and mewed in piteous fright. Mrs Westlake had not anticipated this reaction from her pet and she felt her tone harden in her voice in frustration.


		 

“On goes the collar,” she scolded as she closed the steel ring around the slender neck and clipped on the end of the leash. “You will be a good Kitty! Mummy wants to be proud of you.”


		 

Tears welled in wide eyes, the huge hanging breasts trembled in terror and Kitty seemed almost unable to move from the spot. Mrs Westlake gave a small exasperated tug at the leash and pulled her pet close to her.


		 

“I want all of the guests to see you and how much you love me,” she said. “It’s what Mummy wants… Mummy always gets what she wants.”


		 

She turned and gave the leash a tug and Kitty stumbled from Mummy’s bedroom. An overwhelming fear filled the frightened pet as the corridor stretched into infinity. Worse was the moment when the corridor opened out to reveal a balcony and a milling crowd of guests below, that chattered in the vast foyer of the ranch.


		 

Faces turned upwards, the noise of chatter subsided and Mrs Westlake and her frightened pet slowly descended the stairs. Pulled between a need to slow down and yet keep so close to his Mamma, Kitty stared at the women who filled the room below and suddenly froze at the last step.


		 

A formidable ebony-skinned woman stood at the base of the stairs and Kitty stumbled at the last step. Mrs Westlake turned just as Kitty was caught in powerful hands and placed back on her feet with an easy movement.

“Thanks,” said Mrs Westlake. “Kitty is scared of all the people…”


		 

Mistress Lily smiled and patted Kitty on the head. There was shock of recognition in Kitty’s eyes and the pet sank to its knees.


		 

“Mmm, I think that your little pet recognises me,” said Mistress Lily with a grin. “Just like old times!”


		 

Kitty looked up and then slid eyes to the tight latex skirt that was stretched over the formidable manhood of her former trainer. Confusion filled her mind and she looked up at her owner for guidance.


		 

“Perhaps, later,” said Mrs Westlake indulgently. “If you behave… perhaps Mistress Lily will permit you to amuse her! Mummy wants Mistress Lily to finish your education in such a special way...”


		 

Kitty felt a surge of hope and reacted to the small tug at the leash that indicated Emily’s wish for her to stand. Gracefully she rose and Mistress Lily smiled.


		 

“I think that it would be a pleasure,” said Mistress Lily and Kitty suddenly felt his terror at all these people start to recede, “to play with your little kitten…”


		 

Mrs Westlake led her pet through the crowd, greeting guests here and there and presenting Kitty to women who admired her and fondled her causally, touching her sensitive breasts and commenting on her prettiness. Kitty basked, radiant in the praise, her steps became ever-more confident, anticipating the pull of the leash and swaying her hips to show how well she could behave at every step.


		 

Not until she caught sight of Tiffani, did Kitty hesitate and become frightened once more. She tried to move to conceal herself behind Mrs Westlake as they approached, but there was no place to hide, there was no avoiding the meeting.


		 

Standing by Tiffani and her mother, a step back, dressed in bridal-white, was another appealing girl who hung her head as Emily and Mrs Williams greeted each other with a long kiss. Tiffani smiled as she watched the two older women respond to each other and then stared at Kitty before recognition dawned on her face.


		 

Emily looked her feminised son over and nodded at Tiffani.


		 

“Your husband looks perfect,” she said. “So, ready for the altar…”


		 

Tiffani cast a scornful look back over her shoulder at the sobbing husband who cringed in the tight white latex dress and sneered. The gag that held his lips wide, the smooth flow of the heavy material that emphasised every curve and hinted at the severe corsets that created perfection. Tiffani had to admit that her husband’s mother had prepared him so perfectly for what was to come, but she wondered why he was being thrown to her like a helpless mouse is tossed to a cat.


		 

For a moment, Tiffani pondered the riddle before deciding that, whatever had happened for Mrs Westlake to pass Simon to her was of no importance. What was of importance was that at last she was becoming independent, a woman who chose her own future.


		 

“The honeymoon will be brief,” said Tiffani, testing the waters. “I think that married life will not agree with him at all!”


		 

“Now, now, Tiffani,” said the bride’s mother. “Don’t forget that the mother of the groom will not want to hear the details of what you have planned for the wedding-night!”


		 

“Mamma, I don’t agree at all! The mother of the groom has the right to know that what is planned for my husband is nothing less than endless productive use…”


		 

Mrs Williams looked at her daughter and realised that the little brat who endlessly teased the slaves was finally growing up.


		 

“As you like,” she muttered.


		 

Tiffani snorted and cast a glance at the cringing Kitty.


		 

“I see that you have found a use for it,” she said as she reached out to touch Kitty’s shoulders.


		 

Kitty flinched from the touch and mewed in terror as Tiffani’s fingertips stroked the smooth place where her arms had been.


		 

“Simon would be perfect for the new parlour,” said the young bride thoughtfully. “Probably too expensive though… is that what you want, darling husband? To be in the utter darkness of a training-hood waiting to be used, waiting for punishment or milking as your loving wife decides?”


		 

The figure in white trembled in terror, pleading eyes turned to his mother as his wife-to-be tormented him with her casually spoken words. Mrs Westlake shrugged and turned from the piteous figure, but Tiffani would not let her words pass unanswered.

“I asked you, dear. Is that what you want?”


		 

The groom nodded, a small exhaled wail issuing from her lips and Tiffani nodded in victorious satisfaction.


		 

“It’s settled then! After the wedding night I shall make sure that a place is reserved for you.”


		 

Emily Westlake could feel the terror that emanated from Kitty and gave a tug on the leash. Clearly Kitty understood the exchange and it filled her with alarm. A useful lesson in what could be in store for a pet that failed her owner’s design.


		 

“I have to meet and greet a little more,” said Mrs Westlake, blowing a kiss to Mrs Williams and shaking off the parting from her sobbing son. “Come on Kitty, there is someone else that wants to see you…”


		 

Kitty stepped quickly away from Tiffani and her mother with a sense of overwhelming relief. Following the slight pull of the leash she followed her owner, keeping her eyes from meeting the amused gaze of the guests that they passed. Owner and pet approached a small group of women who lounged on sofas and Mrs Westlake smiled.


		 

A young woman standing by the group nodded in greeting, at her feet crouched a young man who attentively kissed her shoes.


		 

“Samantha, I’m so glad that you could be here,” said Emily to Tiffani’s friend.


		 

“Mother made me,” was the curt reply and Mrs Westlake nodded, “and after all, Tiffani is my best friend…”


		 

This was the girl that had been planned to marry her son and Emily Westlake could feel the dislike emanating from her almost physically. Emily felt glad that she had decided that Tiffani would be the fate of her son. Samantha was not the place to bury forever such a disappointment! Certain secrets needed to be only told to close friends.


		 

Samantha’s mother looked up with a forced smile.


		 

“I have to admit that I was so disappointed when you decided that Tiffani would be the new owner of Simon,” she said. “However, there is always a silver lining! Samantha has chosen a far more suitable mate.”


		 

The prim older woman looked down at the muscular man who crawled at her daughter’s feet and then back up to Mrs Westlake almost in challenge.


		 

“His mother owns the largest ranch in Argentina and the dowry is magnificent…”


		 

“I am so glad for you, dear,” said Emily to Samantha as she noted the livid marks of the cane on the crawling man’s broad back. “Choosing the right husband is so important…”


		 

Samantha’s mother shrugged rudely and Emily bit her lip. The McCarthy’s were neighbours and had good reason to be upset at the turn of events! Never mind, occasionally even the best of neighbours argued.


		 

Kitty seemed upset by the confrontation and was so glad when his mistress moved on to greet other guests at the wedding. All were female, all frighteningly forceful and the occasional slaps on her behind and squeezing of her sensitive breasts seemed to please Kitty’s mistress. Some of the older women petted Kitty mercilessly and she tried not to be frightened by the lips that pressed to hers and the hands that teased her between the legs, but she kept close to Mummy and felt safe in her shadow.



		Chapter Four

		

	
		Episode One

		 

The party had spilled outside and Kitty needed a small pull at her lead to persuade her to follow her owner. By the door stood an upright cage where a small gathering had accumulated. Kitty tried to see over the backs of the woman who were chattering, but when she finally got a look, she could not understand what she saw.


		 

By the gilded cage stood two maids and inside was chained a petite naked girl who was heavily pregnant. As soon as Emily and Kitty arrived the crowd parted a little to allow them through and Mrs Westlake extended a hand to gently press against the slave’s distended belly.


		 

“A daughter?” asked one of the older women, “Have you decided on a name?”


		 

Mrs Westlake smiled, “Sophie is the name that I have in mind,” she said, “but, that may change…”


		 

An older woman, dressed in black lace that was tight over her generous body smiled and said, “I wish that this had been possible when I had my daughters…”


		 

Emily nodded, “Credit where it’s due, it was a friend’s idea,” she answered. “It’s never too late to have children and a daughter is just what I need after the disappointment of having a mere boy…”


		 

The young girl in the gilded cage moved a little, her heavy breasts swaying to over the swollen belly. Under her pressing hand, Emily could feel her daughter kicking and she smiled in indulgence before fondling a hanging breast and circling the huge nipples with a forefinger.


		 

“After Sophie is born, this little cow will be a gift to my daughter-in-law for her new parlour,” she said as she pinched the nipple with all five fingers. “I am so looking forward to having a daughter to bequeath the ranch to.”


		 

The girl looked down and tried to smile, but a single tear dripped from her cheek to breast and belly, wending its way between her thighs. Kitty watched with open eyes and wondered why the girl was crying. After all, she should be so happy to serve such a perfect mistress! It was all so strange that some of those owned by Mrs Westlake seemed unhappy that they could please her…


		 

“Who’s the father?” asked a bold young woman sheathed in matte latex.


		 

Emily laughed.


		 

“I picked the best of the crop, of course,” she said as she stroked the girl in the cage. “So handsome… one of my prize stallions… a shame that I had to neuter him and sell him on, but then these are the little sacrifices that we sometimes have to make!”


		 

Mrs Westlake led Kitty from the chattering group and clinked glasses with friends and acquaintances. As they stood, Kitty felt so full of pride that everyone at the gathering seemed to show her mistress so much reverence. Now, the hands that occasionally pawed her and the comments of admiration about Kitty caused her to stand straight and try to do her owner justice.


		 

A sharp-nailed hand wended its way between Kitty’s thighs and she parted her legs a little as it explored her tiny balls and the stiff little cocklet that pushed against the thin skirt that she wore. Kitty gasped as the teasing fingers played with her and started to purr instinctively and when Mrs Westlake turned to see why Kitty was purring, her face lit up with delight.


		 

“Miss Harriman,” exclaimed Emily. “I’m so glad that you could be here!”


		 

The name caused Kitty to start and she tried to turn her head to see the woman who had enslaved her, but the wide steel collar prevented her catching more than a glimpse of movement and the hand that explored her did not allow her to turn to face.


		 

“In turn, I must thank you for inviting me,” said Miss Harriman with a small laugh. “I so seldom manage to get down south and when I discovered that you were now the owner of my little experiment, how could I possibly resist?”


		 

Kitty felt a surge of excitement when she heard the soft voice and she opened her thighs a little and purred.


		 

“I think that Kitty is really glad to see you,” laughed Emily as she stroked Kitty’s cheek lovingly. “I think that she remembers you affectionately… Soon even those pleasant memories will be gone.”


		 

“Gone?” asked Miss Harriman with a small smile.


		 

Emily sighed and stroked her pet on the cheek.


		 

“Kitty is about to make a final journey,” she said. “from which there will be no return.”

“Where is poor little Kitty going next?” asked Miss Harriman.


		 

Mrs Westlake smiled and moved to whisper in Kitty’s former owner’s ear.


		 

“Not away from here, my dear. Soon all of Samuel will be finally purged from Kitty and she will be like a new-born child!”


		 

Emily pulled back as Miss Harriman said, “A perfect ending, I would be so glad to see her… after the final passage.”


		 

“Of course, you are welcome here at any time!”


		 

Miss Harriman’s hand slid from between Kitty’s thighs and ran a finger through the valley of her ass, stopping briefly to explore the jewelled stopper that had been popped into her rear.


		 

“She seems to have ended in good hands,” said Miss Harriman. “I was wondering how it would work out in the end. Kitty has been through such trials and tribulations and I have kept an eye on her progress through the grapevine the whole time.”


		 

Kitty tried again to look around, but her owner placed a finger on her lips to still the turn of her head.


		 

“I would be so glad to hear the whole story,” said Emily, “but now is not the time. Perhaps, as you suggested, you could come again and we can enjoy a little time together?”


		 

“That would be lovely,” said Miss Harriman, “meanwhile I shall just enjoy the atmosphere. I just love the groom and the bride is stunning, so I shall leave you to your duties as mother of the groom and we can meet up later…”


		 

Kitty’s heart was beating as Emily led her to the vast marquee that filled the lawn outside the ranch. She longed to look back and catch a glimpse of Miss Harriman, but dared not even try. Kitty’s mind struggled to remember the time with her, but all she could recall was that there was no other woman who she would gladly belong to than the woman who had taught Kitty that only obedience could bring true happiness!


		 

No other woman but Mamma, perhaps!


		 

That thought caused Kitty to feel a gush of affection and she purred contentedly as the mother of the groom surveyed the marquee to ensure that everything was perfect. She strolled along the tables as if seeking something, reading the little name tags that labelled each place-setting. At last, Emily seemed satisfied and turned to Kitty with a smile.


		 

“Kitty, you will wait here for a very special guest, be a good little Kitty for Mummy…”


		 

She kissed her pet lightly and lifted the draped cloth that covered the row of tables. Kitty gave a small look of fear as Emily tapped her head and eased her under the table. For a moment, Mrs Westlake’s hands moved over Kitty’s head and fastened the leash tightly to the ring that was fixed to the underside of the table and then the cloth dropped and all that Kitty could see of her mistress were the slender heels of her stilettos.


		 

A hand appeared, held flat and in the centre of the palm was a small treat.


		 

Kitty lapped it from her owner’s hand and tasted the bitterness before dutifully swallowing the offering and licking a little at the ringed fingers. She felt a strange feeling in her head and purred to show her mistress that she had obeyed.


		 

The hand patted her cheek lightly and then retreated,


		 

Kitty was on her own.



		Episode Two

		 

Kitty slowly kneeled under the table and heard Emily’s footsteps recede. A maid passed, a glimpse of her ballet boots was all that Kitty could see as she settled down and wondered whose place had been chosen for her. She had seen the card on the table by the glasses and silver cutlery, but somehow the squiggles that had been printed on it had made no sense to her. A thought skittered through the depths of her mind that at some-time she had been able to read, but now she realised that reading was, like so many other complicated things, just something that only her superiors could do. The thought that there were many other things that she had learned in the last year or two gave her satisfaction and she looked the length of the tables. Like a long corridor in brilliant white, the legs and tops of the tables stretched away on both sides and she saw that she was not the only one who was waiting for their chosen guest.


		 

Each place on the table had a corresponding ring embedded in the under-side for the use of the guests, where personal attendants, pets and slaves could be placed by the feet of their owners. She settled down and listened to the sounds of the preparation that carried on all around her, hoping against hope that it would be Mamma that would be seated above her. Kitty tried to remember what Mamma had said, but could not remember the words and at last settled down to wait.


		 

Five places down, the edge of the table cloth lifted and Kitty heard a woman’s voice as a muscular figure moved into place and was chained to the ring over his head.


		 

“If you ever do something like that again to embarrass me…” said the harsh voice, but the actual threat remained unsaid as the cloth dropped and Kitty looked shyly at the slave that moved to kneel at his mistress’ place setting.


		 

He was so muscular, strong thighs, muscles that moved over his back where a series of brands formed a row of cursive Japanese characters. Kitty grew bolder and stared at the man as he slowly moved into position. He turned a little and looked at her for a moment before assuming a kneeling position. As she watched he moved again as if uncomfortable and his hand went between his thighs and lifted a huge erect cock into view. A feeling of excited interest filled Kitty as he massaged himself a little, freeing the tangled chain that hung from the ring that pierced the end of his mammoth organ.


		 

At last, it seemed as if he had settled and he looked around at Kitty with a blank stare and she looked away in fright, but the image of his outsized erection filled her with elation and she felt her own reaction and shuffled to get comfortable.


		 

Maids moved around in the outside world of the marquee, the occasional clink of crystal and porcelain broke the stillness. The spoken orders of the chief maid could be heard as she inspected the alignment of the wineglasses and guests started to filter into the vast tent. Another slave was added to the coffle to the left of Kitty and another to the right. One was swathed in black, the tight-fitting latex over a female form whilst the other crawled on elbows and knees to wait on all-fours. Kitty felt a little disappointment that she could no longer admire the muscular slave and his impressive manhood, but was distracted by the chatter over her head and the legs of the guests taking their places at the table.


		 

By now, there was a slave at almost every place, the one closest to Kitty being the helpless crawling pet whose breasts hung from her costume, almost touching the grass that formed the floor. Kitty admired her own breasts a little and for a moment was jealous that her companion could allow her breasts to hang so temptingly. A pair of legs tucked under the table nearby and for a moment Kitty thought that Mamma was sitting close by, but the delicate tattooed pattern of wild flowers that were scattered over the ankles showed that it was not.


		 

A pair of ankle boots appeared by Kitty’s place and she watched in anticipation as they moved. Above she could hear a deep voice and then the legs that extended from the boots appeared, parting the hanging table-cloth and Kitty almost fainted in anticipation. Clad in smooth red transparent silk, the shapely calves moved forward and one of the boots moved to kick Kitty lightly, discovering her presence. Kitty mewed in consternation and suddenly a black hand appeared and a face was revealed as the guest peered under the table and started to laugh.


		 

“Oh, how sweet!” said Mistress Lily as she took in the frightened kitten under the table. “Emily is such a darling! This is going to be such a pleasure.”



		Episode Three

		 

The cloth dropped to drape over Miss Lily’s thighs revealing the tight latex skirt that showed every contour of her thighs. A conversation started and Kitty heard her former trainer’s voice add a few words. Other guests sat at the table, a pair of thigh-high boots, delicate silver stilettos and jewelled mules joined the row of legs that were all that Kitty could see of the guests.


		 

Her heart pounded, almost so loud that she could hear it inside her head and a sudden thought came to her that made her almost breathless. Would Mistress Lily need Kitty to entertain her? The thought filled her mind with a yearning as she tried to remember Mistress Lily’s training. Her mouth became dry with anticipation, but the boots and legs did not move, but remained to be admired by the waiting pet.


		 

Suddenly there was silence around the table and a voice started a speech. Kitty was concentrating on the slight twitch of a thigh muscle under the tight latex before her eyes and missed the words of the speech that seemed to drone for minutes. There was a round of applause and then another voice spoke out.


		 

Because it was Mummy’s tones that filled the marquee, Kitty paid attention and caught a great deal of the speech. The words spoken were far over her head, but it seemed that the groom’s mother was introducing the groom and there was a round of polite clapping and then a pause before Tiffani’s voice pierced the air. Her words sounded harsh in Kitty’s ears and after the short few words ended there was the clink of steel and a little laughter as the groom was fettered.


		 

Kitty listened and could not make out what was happening until he heard the first stroke of a cane savagely beating a naked behind. She shivered as each stroke of the cane that the bride wielded was administered and her skin prickled with the sweat of fear. Next to Kitty the legs with the jewelled mules moved and opened a little and the slave with the hanging breasts moved forward to slide her masked face between those smooth thighs. For a moment, Kitty saw a long tongue extend, and then all was hidden as the slave’s face pressed deep to satisfy her mistress.


		 

Fascinated, she watched as thighs trembled and the feet lifted delicately to come to rest on the masked slave’s back. The bobbing of the head, the slight sound of wetness and the trembling of the mistress’ thighs signalled that her slave was performing suitably and then two slim hands moved into sight to clasp the hooded head tight between her thighs. All movement had ceased, but the hands pulled the slave ever harder and the thighs opened wide, digging heels into the latex with harsh force.


		 

Kitty wondered at what was happening and then her attention was suddenly drawn as Mistress Lily’s hand appeared. The fingers ran along the sharp hem of her dress and located the zipper that closed the latex at the front. Kitty held her breath as the smooth material parted revealing strong thighs and the tops of the red stockings. The tablecloth was adjusted a little, moved back and Kitty could see a strong hand freeing the familiar sight of that hard cock.


		 

Far away the caning of the groom came to an end in applause and another female voice began a speech, but Kitty was mesmerised by the hand that stroked that hard black cock as a drop of clear pre-cum issued and hung before being smoothed over the darker plum of the tip.


		 

The speech came to an end and glasses were raised in toast and a finger of Miss Lily’s hand beckoned Kitty forward. She could hear a loud sound in her ears and opened her lips as she slid between the powerful legs and dared to touch with the tip of her tongue. The taste was almost sweet, the perfume of that cock filled her senses as thighs parted a little and Kitty leaned forward and allowed the erection into her throat.


		 

Too fast, too fast!


		 

Miss Lily’s hand slowed the eager Kitty at the end of the second stroke, leaving throat filled with hard cock as she enjoyed the tight warmth of the slave at her feet. Kitty’s head grew light with lack of breath and her thoughts swam before the signal came to pull back and then gently slide once more. She managed half a lungful and the hands held her firmly, denying her oxygen before Miss Lily allowed a slow withdrawal once more.


		 

Kitty’s senses swam with lust, need and desperate will to please as only the tiniest breath was permitted before an even longer descent on the organ that took her breath away. She felt herself fainting and fought the impulse to pull back against the hands as they kept her pinned in position. Far above, Miss Lily smiled and held the pet fast, enjoying the special feeling that always accompanied breaking a slave’s mind to mindlessness. She held her victim until she felt Kitty pass out and then a little longer, balancing her pleasure with Mrs Westlake’s wicked directions.


		 

Poor little Kitty!


		 

Her senses returned in a swarm of contradictory impulses and she gasped for air before once more that cock drilled into her and pinned her. For a moment, she looked up and then once more she lost consciousness, limply plugged whilst her mind slipped from her and her thoughts stilled.


		 

Deep inside, the cock pumped into the tight throat and Miss Lily sighed and allowed the unconscious Kitty to slump to her feet. She reached down and checked the unconscious slave before sipping at her champagne flute and enjoying the sight of the groom being branded by the bride before the ring was presented. Tiffani placed the branding iron back into the brazier and adding her leash to the ring in the groom’s nose to applause.


		 

Kitty came around. She looked up at the legs that towered above her and the flaccid cock that was still impressively large. Her mind wandered and she shook her head before she lifted to gently lap at the come that dribbled from the cock that had fucked her. The taste brought a feeling that was familiar, but she could not imagine what it was. Far over her head was the rattle of cutlery, the clink of glass on glass and Kitty tried to remember what why Mamma had placed her in this strange place.


		 

Under her lips the cock started to swell and Kitty felt a sudden fear, but she did not know why. Miss Lily’s hand appeared and stroked her forehead for a moment before opening and Kitty saw that she was being offered a special treat.


		 

She lapped up the small pill and swallowed it before attending to the pleasure of the wicked mistress who was immensely enjoying reducing Kitty to a mindless pet for her owner. The bitter taste was taken away by the come that needed to be lapped from those heavy balls and groin. Kitty felt apprehensive as the organ that controlled her swelled slowly to rigidity. She turned her eyes up to meet those of the sweetly smiling mistress who looked down at her for a moment and she knew that she should know the name of the woman that she served, but her thoughts skittered across her memories without trace and all she knew was that she had to obey.


		 

A finger traced her cheek from chin to forehead and then took Kitty and showed her what was required. Forced her down, filled her and pressed hard to take her breath away with a smooth pressure that could not be resisted. This time, Kitty blacked out almost immediately and had to be gently lifted from the leaking cock by Miss Lily after the correct time.


		 

Hands gently lowered her slack form to the ground before Miss Lily stretched out her legs to rest her heels on Emily Westlake’s little pet.



		Episode Four

		 

Kitty awoke.


		 

Curled on the bed, she looked around at the strange surroundings and wondered where she was. A vast soft bed spread in every direction, bright sunset lit the room in golds and pinks, and the silence was broken by voices in the distance.


		 

For a long time, Kitty just took in her surroundings. Her eyes took in the oils on the walls, the patterns on the walls and the statue-like maid that stood by the door to attention. Nothing seemed familiar, so Kitty wondered what a familiar place would be like! She gathered her thoughts and understood that this was a bed-room, the maid was a girl like her and that she must be waiting for something or someone.


		 

She dared not move and so she just lay and enjoyed the comfort of the coverlet. One picture on the wall attracted her eye, an attractive middle-aged woman painted in oils. The subject of the painting was standing by a golden chair while her hand rested on a long-handled crop that touched the floor. She was so beautiful! Kitty admired the picture and felt as though she was almost at the point of discovering its secret when the door by the maid opened and a woman strolled into the room. For a moment, beyond the woman, Kitty saw a sumptuous lounge and then the door closed and the woman spoke.


		 

Kitty heard the words, knew that she should know what was spoken, but her mind rebelled and she started to sob and curled on the bed.


		 

The woman’s voice was kind, a reassuring sound and Kitty concentrated to plumb the meaning. At last, she heard a word that she knew and she looked up and purred in recognition.


		 

“Kitty,” said the woman again as she sat down on the edge of the bed and patted a tear from the cheek of her pet.


		 

Kitty nodded and the woman spoke again slowly.


		 

Now the pet could finally understand and she smiled and stretched up to kiss the woman who spoke so kindly.


		 

“Mummy loves you,” said Emily slowly as she allowed the kiss.


		 

The reaction to the words was Kitty nestling against her Mother and pressing her pouting lips to the soft breasts that lay under the silk of a translucent blouse.


		 

“Oh, you naughty darling,” said Mrs Westlake with a small laugh and her hand moved to slowly undo the buttons of her blouse. “You want to make Mummy happy!”


		 

Kitty remembered the word and mewed to show how clever she was and her eye caught the framed oil painting that had been just out of her mental reach. It dawned on her that the woman who sat beside her was the woman in the painting and she smiled in pleasure at her cleverness.


		 

When Kitty turned back from the painting, she saw the pendulous breasts that were exposed and cupped by Mummy’s hands and could not resist lurching to suckle on the stiff nipples that begged to be kissed.


		 

Emily moved back a little and held out her hand and Kitty saw a small reward being offered for being so clever and well-behaved. Her eyes turned up to ask permission and the small smile and nod filled her with warmth. In a moment, the treat was taken and Kitty felt a wave of elation that Mummy allowed her lips to contact the warm stiffness that crowned her magnificent breasts. Cautiously she sucked a little and massaged with the hardness that was embedded in her tongue.


		 

Mummy sighed and guided her pet to the other breast and Kitty found herself dizzy with the sensuality of being permitted to please her owner so much. Her eyes closed and Kitty felt as if she swam in a sea of feminine sensuality. Taste, smell and warm touch, the sigh of contentment and best of all the swelling fulfilment of the love that bathed her.


		 

“Good little Kitty,” breathed Emily as she felt a rising lust consume her. “I love you, this is for your own good…”


		 

Kitty suckled, Emily stroked her cheeks and slipped into a slow climax that crept from the dominance of the feeble pet that was slowly losing every semblance of self-will. Her hand crept to the pretty face and slowly closed on Kitty’s nose to close it as she cradled Kitty to her breast. Kitty’s eyes opened in terror and Emily smiled down at her as she struggled feebly to breathe. She held the head firmly and enjoyed the feeble distress as Kitty slipped into oblivion.


		 

Emily waited a minute before allowing Kitty to slide gently to the covers and smiled. Memories were fading, being erased as she watched, the combination of the drug and breath-control taking their toll. Perhaps this was the last time that it would be necessary? It would not be at all satisfactory if poor little Kitty no longer even understood her owner’s instructions … and now she was almost at that limit.


		 

Innocence was required and that unique naïveté depended on lack of remembrance. Every day would be an exquisite new delight for Kitty, every abuse delicately chosen by her owner would be a new experience to alarm her, once she reached the brink of helplessness that was demanded of her. And after the alarm, there would be treats to bring back trust and affection before punishments once more were applied.


		 

A small knock at the door caused Emily to nod to the maid to open the door. Mrs Williams entered the room and waved the maid out with a small flutter of her fingers. The maid curtseyed and received acknowledgement from Emily before she slipped from the room and gently closed the door.


		 

“How sweet!” said Mrs Williams with a small smile at the pet on the bed, whose eyes were now open and flickering between the two dominant women who filled the room with their dominant presence.


		 

Emily smiled and looked down at Kitty and then suddenly realised that her blouse was still open. She pulled her blouse closed instinctively and Mrs Williams chuckled at her discomfiture.


		 

“Six months of attention to every detail, six months of teaching utter devotion and dependency and, finally, Kitty is ready to become the pet that I have always craved…” said Emily.


		 

Kitty looked up and clearly did not understand the words that her mistress was saying, but when she heard her name spoken, she made a small noise in her throat and smiled.


		 

“Good Kitty,” said Emily absently as she patted her pet. “Mummy will take care of you…” As she spoke she allowed the silk of her blouse to open once more and Kitty stared at the large hanging breasts with a gaze that was almost awestruck.


		 

“Kitty is so adorable,” said Emily’s lover. “I do believe that you have achieved something that no one else could ever emulate! I don’t think that I would have had the patience to create a slave so…”


		 

“Kitty is not a slave, darling, she is something quite special,” broke in Emily. “She is a helpless pet that will pamper her dominant Mamma, a new-born that lives to gratify and give pleasure for no return.”


		 

She turned to Kitty and smiled.


		 

“This is my very special friend,” she said to the entranced Kitty. “Show her how much you love Mummy.”

Kitty listened carefully to the words and they resolved slowly in her vacant mind, the sight of Mamma’s breasts filling her sight. Mummy wanted something from of her, that was sure, something to do with ‘love’ and ‘Mummy’. For a moment, she was uncertain what she had to do. A strange feeling filled her and she looked down at the little thing that stood rigid from her creamy thighs and up at Mamma with puzzlement.


		 

“No, Kitty, no!” said Emily supressing a laugh. “Mummy’s and her friend want you to be nice to them… that little clitty is not going to be touched.”


		 

The words were spoken slowly and Kitty watched as the other woman moved her hands over her legs. The skirt that had been tightly wrapped around those shapely legs opened and slid to the floor revealing nylon-clad legs and the soft bare skin that was angled between them.


		 

Kitty looked up at Mummy for reassurance and felt elated that it seemed that she had divined how she could please both of these powerful women and satisfy them as Mummy obviously desired. Mamma smiled and allowed her own skirt to drop to the floor and moved onto the bed, legs arched over her eager pet. Kitty’s head moved slowly upward between Mummy’s legs until her lips gently brushed the rough nylon that clad the thighs and kissed them.


		 

As if asking permission.


		 

She felt a hand guide her upwards. Kitty savoured the passion, the lust that soaked Mummy’s thighs and it filled her senses, left her brimming with need to taste and savour. The tip of her tongue slipped into Mummy’s warm wetness and hands closed on her head. Kitty felt fulfilled as a small moan came from far above.


		 

Mummy was so happy with her and Kitty was so glad that she understood what she needed to do to please…



		Chapter Five

		

	
		Dream

		 

Kitty moved a little, her legs curling upwards until her knees touched her breasts. Comfortable in her basket, her breathing became a regular rhythm and a contented slumber overwhelmed her empty mind after the night’s service.


		 

The dream came stealthily, creeping across her almost unnoticed until it opened to her vision.


		 

At first blackness and then a soothing sunrise swept from the edges of her vision. Kitty felt as if she was moving towards the light, but when the dappled shade finally broke over her, as it always did, she found that she was sitting on a hard stone bench in a place that seemed both strange and familiar. Overhead, leaves rustled and sunlight poured through leaving black shade and luminescent light.


		 

She was alone, all alone and she almost wept that she could not share her vision with the only person that loved her. Her desperate need created an entrance.


		 

From the shadows at the edge of vision a woman stepped into her sight, the woman that she loved, the woman that was everything to her, the woman that made her whole. The woman who punished and loved her, the woman that owned her.


		 

The woman that had created her.


		 

Emily’s hair in a cloud of red, an affectionate smile on her lips, Mamma approached and extended a hand to reveal the wicked flickering cane that was almost a perfect extension of her arm. Mamma spoke words that the trembling Kitty could not understand, but the meaning was clear as the blouse fell open and Kitty knew that the cost to make Mamma pleased with her service was high, but she did not hesitate and fell to her knees to pay the price.


		 

There was nothing else but Mamma…


		 

She was everything and Kitty wept.


		 

		The End



		Irene Writes…

		 

As I wrote the final part of Samuel’s ruin, I excised a chapter that disturbed the smooth flow of Samuel’s journey. It tells the tale of the acquisition of Gillian and Elise, Emily Westlake’s pleasure slaves. Perhaps it belongs properly as the beginning of a new novel, but one that will never be written!


		 

Too good to throw away, too distracting to leave in place. It threatened to take the plot away from my carefully planned climax!


		 

Below then, is that missing chapter, rewritten and presented as a short tale for your delectation…



		Anniversary

		 

“To us,” said Elise as she raised her glass.


		 

“To the future,” responded Greg as she clinked his glass with hers and sipped.


		 

Around the couple, the tables were almost full. Couples, families and singles ate, creating a background chatter that rose and fell whilst the happy couple bathed in their own small bubble of affection.


		 

Greg could not help himself marvel yet again at the young girl that pouted a kiss at him as she placed her glass on the table to be refilled by the attentive waiter. A year of marriage had not erased his elation at finding the perfect wife. Everything about Elise was flawless! Long white blonde hair that draped her shoulders, the décolletage of her perfect breasts and the delicate features that made her a beauty that was the envy of every man in the room.


		 

Perhaps a few of the women too… who knew?


		 

Life was still perfect, even after a year together. Now they were revisiting the scene of that first meeting two years ago, a year after love had become marriage and lovers had become man and wife.


		 

Elise waited until the over-assiduous water had left them and Greg felt her foot between his knees. All he could think about was the airy room that lay waiting for them, the rose petals strewn on the coverlets of the bed in anticipation of their arrival. The toes brushed between his thighs and retreated and he was almost overwhelmed by lust.


		 

Two years ago, they had met here at this very table. Forced together by an apologetic waiter because they had both failed to foresee that they should have booked. A year ago, the table had witnessed their honeymoon and now they were back to savour the place that meant so much to both of them.


		 

The couple giggled and the probing foot pulled back as the waiter reappeared with the first course of the meal. After he had gone again, Elise turned her attention to the grilled fish and Greg reluctantly did the same. He could scarcely taste the succulent flakes as he ate, so absorbed was he in the need to escape the crowd and have her all to himself.


		 

A rosy sunset stained the clouds on the horizon, a warm breeze wafted and the meal came to a close. The toast to the future that Greg had offered hung in the air over them like a spell, as the waiter arrived to present the bill.


		 

On the table closest to the balcony, where the gurgle of pacific rollers on the rocks below added a final touch of romance, a middle-aged woman sat and watched the couple with hungry eyes. Alone, with just a bottle of red and a full glass, she watched every movement with a craving that filled her with lust. She saw Elise slip her slender foot from her shoe and watched it creep between his thighs. She watched the surprised expression on his handsome face as the knee straightened and then the retreat that saw the foot slip once more into the high-heeled mule with such elegance.


		 

For a moment, Mrs Williams glanced at the sunset where the last sliver of the sun slipped over the horizon and then her companion returned to the table and settled opposite and poured her glass full, from her half-full bottle.


		 

“The last night,” said Mrs Williams’ companion, “then two days at my ranch before the Gymkhana begins…”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded absently and watched as the waiter appeared at Greg and Elise’s table to present the bill. Her companion raised an eyebrow and followed Emily’s stare and smiled slowly.


		 

“So many American couples come here for a romantic weekend,” she said.


		 

“Mmm,” murmured Mrs Williams. “They are so special… so well matched…”


		 

“He is only pretty,” said Consuela in answer to her companion, “She, on the other hand, would be worth a fortune to the right owner…”


		 

Mrs Williams nodded and turned back to Consuela and noted the smile on the Hispanic woman’s lips. She sighed and emptied her glass.


		 

“I really don’t know why you brought me here,” she said. “It’s all very pretty, but so full of tourists. I prefer a little more seclusion, a little less romance and a little more gratification.”


		 

“My dear friend,” said Consuela, “you really must learn to appreciate the sensation! Life is not all obedient slaves and dressage exhibitions…”


		 

Consuela stopped in mid-sentence as the waiter passed and asked if they wanted another bottle of wine. It was Mrs Williams that answered.


		 

“I was wondering,” she said to the waiter. “Who are the young couple over there?”


		 

She waved her hand and the waiter looked to Elise and Greg who were just standing and turning to leave their table.


		 

“Mr and Mrs Holly,” he answered. “From California, I believe…”


		 

Mrs Williams watched the young couple leave hand-in-hand and nodded.


		 

“Staying here?” she asked.


		 

“Of course,” said the waiter. “Would Madame like another bottle?”


		 

“No thank you,” said Mrs Williams in an irritated tone. “Just the bill… put it on room thirty-five.”


		 

The waiter nodded and slipped away and Consuela started to chuckle at her companion’s irritated tone.


		 

“Darling,” she said. “You cannot have everything that you want!”


		 

Consuela’s companion watched Greg and Elise disappear and made an irritated expression.


		 

“I don’t want everything, Consuela,” she said. “I just want them!”


		 

Consuela shrugged.


		 

“One of the reasons that so many tourists come to this place is that all of the troubles of Mexico are held at arms-length by the close watch of the police. It takes preparation and planning to capture and tomorrow we will be a hundred miles away at my villa. What would you have me do? It is not possible…”


		 

Mrs Williams sighed and shrugged her shoulders.


		 

“You are right, my dear. I really must stop window shopping like this and just enjoy these few days that you have arranged for us to do business! I think that the atmosphere has quite got the better of me! Let’s get down to the reason that we are here and discuss that pair of stallions that I had my eye on.”


		 

Consuela nodded in agreement and raised her glass.


		 

“A hundred thousand dollars for each one,” she said. “That includes everything including shipment.”


		 

Mrs Williams laughed, “A hundred and fifty for both and no more. I know that they took the silver in Utah a year ago, but there is a limit!”


		 

Consuela pursed her lips and replied.


		 

“I will think about the offer,” she laughed, “but, when you see them again tomorrow I’m sure that you’ll come around to my price…”


		 

*****


		 

The morning sun washed the room, casting stark lines of the blinds across bed and floor. Greg lay on the rumpled bed, the curling rose petals still perfuming the warm air and the back of his young wife pressing against his own. Carefully, he slipped from the bed and stood to admire the tangle of that blonde hair and the gentle rise and fall of her rounded breasts. These were the moments that made his life perfect, the love and satisfaction filling him to the brim.


		 

He pulled on his jeans and T shirt and slipped from the room and headed down to the hotel reception to order breakfast to be delivered to the room before standing in the deserted restaurant to admire the endless Pacific. This was the last day, tomorrow they would be back in LA in the hum-drum of work and normal life.


		 

Such a shame that banal existence had to be revisited!


		 

He returned, barefoot, through the reception and was about to walk to the elevator doors when he thought that he heard his name. Greg turned to see that two middle-aged women were chatting with the pretty receptionist as they signed out of the hotel. Almost expecting to see Elise nearby he hesitated and then headed for his room.

Breakfast arrived just a minute after he arrived.


		 

Strong black coffee, croissants and fresh fruit brought on a trolley that he pulled into the room before waking his pretty young wife. The couple sat on the bed cross-legged and sipped at the steaming coffee, Elise laughing as Greg tried to peel an orange and squirted juice in all directions. These were the last moments of the holiday, the romantic togetherness that marked each visit and both of them savoured it, trying hard not to think about the journey home.


		 

A bell-boy took their cases, and they spent a few minutes watching the rising sun from their balcony before, reluctantly, they turned to leave. Greg tossed a twenty on the pillow for the maid, Elise checking the bathroom for anything that they might have missed.


		 

“This place is so perfect,” she sighed as they closed the door behind them. “I could stay here forever!”


		 

“Next year,” sighed Greg. “We’ll be back!”


		 

The reception was crowded. Their cases piled high on a trolley waiting for the taxi and Greg and Elise waited for the driver to arrive. When he came, Elise was surprised to see that their driver was a liveried chauffeur, but he explained in halting English that the hotel had provided the limousine as they always did to special guests.


		 

Elise and Greg followed the cases and driver to the long limousine and watched while he piled them into the trunk, before he opened the door. Elise inhaled when she saw the luxury within and found herself sitting in sumptuous darkness while Greg joined her and the door closed.


		 

The limousine slid from the hotel with a whisper and they held hands. Following a broad expressway, the car joined the fast-moving traffic and they both enjoyed the view of the pretty Mexican town passing them by. It was not until half an hour had passed and the car was almost alone on the highway that Greg asked a question.


		 

“Where are we?”


		 

Elise looked out at the almost desert of their surroundings and shrugged.


		 

You’re right,” she said. “It’s normally just ten minutes to get to the airport…”


		 

Greg rapped on the window between them and their driver, but it seemed that he did not notice his attempt to get attention. The car slid down the highway ever faster and Elise joined her husband in knocking on the glass.


		 

This time, the driver turned his head and threw them a grin before he turned his attention back to the road ahead. Greg sat back in his seat with a worried look.


		 

“What the fuck’s going on,” he cried and reached for the door.


		 

A press on the handle, on the window control, yielded nothing. He pulled at the handle again and then switched to the other side. At each attempt, the catches depressed, but the windows did not open, the door did not unlatch.


		 

“Is this a kidnap?” cried Elise as she joined him pressing the buttons on the door.


		 

Greg pulled his phone from his pocket and swiped the screen frantically before he held it up for Elise’s inspection.


		 

“No fucking signal,” he cried as she fiddled with the phone. “Try yours…”


		 

Emily pulled her phone from her jeans and frantically played with it before bursting into tears.


		 

“Nothing!” she cried as she switched the phone off and waited for it to restart.


		 

Once again, Greg started to beat on the glass between them and the driver with no response, before he searched for something to help. Elise was still waiting for her phone, nervously willing it to start when Greg discovered the fridge between the seats. Three glasses and a champagne bottle. The heavy weight reassured him and he swung it at the glass partition with tremendous force.


		 

Glass and cold champagne spattered the luxurious leather of the car as the bottle smashed leaving the glass partition with the spider-web trails of cracks, but the barrier was still complete. The crash caused the driver to look over his shoulder and he raised a single finger in response.


		 

Greg slumped into the seat and tried his phone again.


		 

“Still no signal,” she muttered as she moved the phone close to the windows of the car. “Not a single bar…”


		 

They sat.


		 

The vehicle sped on.


		 

At last the limousine changed course and headed at walking pace down a sandy track in a cloud of dust. It came to a halt and the driver left his seat to stand by the limousine with a cigarette in his hand. Inside the car, with the engine off, the air-conditioning ceased. Greg and Elise felt the heat of the day penetrate to their pampered cell. Outside the driver lit another cigarette and did not even turn as Greg beat on the windows of the car with his fists.


		 

A van came into view.


		 

Black, bulky and massive it drew up in a cloud of dust, and the occupants climbed out of the cab. Greg saw two middle aged women as well as two burly men who opened the rear of the van.


		 

“Fuck, they were the two bitches who were in the reception of the hotel, he muttered. What the fuck?”


		 

“Who are they?” asked Elise, almost in tears.


		 

“How the fuck do I know?” answered her husband.


		 

One of the two women stood watching the men open the van doors and then pointed at the limousine and Greg pushed Elise behind him as the door opened. One of the men reached into the car and Greg flung himself forward to trip and lie in the dust at the women’s feet.


		 

He looked up and her foot lifted to plant itself on his back.


		 

“Get them into their cages, we can’t stand here all day,” she said with a laugh as she looked down.


		 

Greg started to try to stand and was knocked to the dust again before one of the men pulled his wrists together and the click of cuffs signalled that he was helpless. Now he saw the driver step into the darkness and emerge again, dragging Elise by her long hair before she too was cuffed.


		 

“God, oh God,” begged Greg. “We aren’t rich, there’s no ransom to be had, please, please, we are worth nothing…”


		 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” said one of the women as she watched Elise being stood on her feet. “I think that you are worth a great deal…”


		 

Greg started to cry out as he saw the chauffeur pull a blade from his belt and then a violent cuff knocked him to the ground. Despite the cuffs, he struggled as hands closed on his throat and something was forced into his mouth with brutal force. The dust raised by his fall caused him to close his eyes and when he opened them he heard Elise cry out in fear.


		 

The knife moved smoothly, shredding jeans and T shirt from his wife to allow her clothes to fall to the ground. Greg saw the Spanish looking woman step to his wife and cup a breast almost tenderly before she looked down at him.


		 

“She’s perfect, my dear… Well worth the trouble!”


		 

It was clear that she was speaking to the other woman who laughed and agreed, “A flawless pair,” she leered. “Let’s get going, we can’t stay all day…”


		 

*****


		 

Greg drooled.


		 

The ring that held his mouth open grated on his teeth. From the tiny cage in which he crouched, he could see Elise restrained in cuffs and fetters like his, her mouth too, held wide, her eyes wide in a fugue of helpless fear.


		 

The terrible ride in the van was behind them, the cages that had rested in the back carried on trollies into what had seemed a sumptuous villa almost as large as the hotel that they had stayed three days. Now they were alone, naked and caged, in a bare room, the two enclosures placed before a huge armchair where a woman sat smoking a long cigarette.


		 

As she had entered the bare room on clicking heels, Greg had pleaded with her, but all that came from his gagged lips was a string of blurred vowels and a string of saliva that dripped to the tiled floor. She sat for minutes before lighting the cigarette and watched her new acquisitions’ fear with amused eyes.


		 

Finally, it seemed that she was satisfied and she spoke slowly with a broad smile.


		 

“This is just a brief stop,” she said as the smoke curled from her cigarette. “Soon you will be taken to my little ranch where you will learn to obey and please me… Where I can play with you properly…”


		 

Greg and Elise stared at her as she uncrossed her legs and sighed in satisfaction.


		 

“You see, no matter what you do, no matter what you think, no matter who you are, soon you will be a perfectly matched pair of pleasure pets who will satisfy my every whim! You are wondering who I am? Well, all that you need to know is that I am Mistress Williams and that you are less than the shit on my shoes…”


		 

Greg strained at his fetters. His wrists bound to shoulders, his ankles to thighs so that he stood on all-fours while the chain to his collar rattled against the bars of the cage.

Mistress Emily stood and moved to Elise’s cage. She looked down and then slowly pulled the bolt to allow the barred door to swing open.


		 

“Come on out, little darling, don’t be shy!”


		 

Elise backed on elbows and knees into the cage while hands unclipped the chain of her leash and gave a small tug. Greg started to struggle again, as if attempting to distract the evil woman who tugged his wife from the confines of her cage, but he was ignored and Elise moved forward, unable to resist the pull of her owner.


		 

“That’s right, dear. Out you come, so that I can admire you!”


		 

Elise sobbed as she was tugged across the smooth floor, her eyes open wide in terror as Mistress Williams led her to the armchair. The satisfied owner lowered herself into her chair and patted her blonde victim on her head.


		 

“Such a pretty little thing, dear, let’s see now…”


		 

Elise gurgled through the gaga and Mrs Williams smiled and slowly undid the strap that held it in place. As soon as the gag fell free, Elise looked up at the woman that sat before her and started to sob.


		 

“Please, please, what do you want with us?”


		 

“What do you want with us, Mistress,” said Mrs Williams patiently. “I own you now, so I am ‘Mistress’ and you are just a slave, even though, a pretty one…”


		 

Elise looked up as Mrs Williams lit another of her long cigarettes and then backwards to where Greg watched with pleading eyes.


		 

“No point in looking at him,” said the woman in the chair. “I decide what happens here.”


		 

Her foot moved and she tapped the side of Elise’s head to regain her attention before Mrs Williams leaned forward and cupped Elise’s chin firmly.


		 

“There are two ways that this can happen…” started Mrs Williams.


		 

“What? What can happen?” asked Elise as she struggled to stifle her sobs.


		 

“Perfect obedience of course, my dear. Perfect obedience to my wishes…”

Elise looked uncertain and tried to understand what the woman meant, but the entire idea that somehow, she was owned failed to register.


		 

“Your wishes... What are they?”


		 

“There, you see,” said Mrs Williams. “Now we are getting somewhere. You make me happy and I will teach you how to attend my every need. Would you like to see what might amuse me?”


		 

The shackled blonde looked up at Mrs Williams and nodded. It seemed best to go along with this game and see what would happen next. Mrs Williams took a final draw at her cigarette and reached for the chain leash that dangled to the floor. As Elise was pulled forward the crossed legs opened and she found herself with her head almost in the woman’s lap.


		 

“Do you know what happens next?” asked Mrs Williams and her finger touched Elise’s lips and pushed between them.


		 

She shook her head in answer. For a moment, Elise was tempted to bite, but the words that were spoken next caused her to sob with terror.


		 

“You are going to learn that Mistress just loves her pets to make her come again and again,” said the seated Mistress.


		 

As she spoke her hand slowly pulled at the hem of her skirt and the clasped popped one by one, opening her skirt to show her stocking tops, her thighs and finally the soft triangle that lay between.


		 

“No, please, no…” cried Elise, but the powerful legs opened to reveal a swollen pussy that was dripping with need. “God, no…”


		 

Mrs Williams leaned down and pulled Elise’s face to look at what lay ready to be pleasured and bent to whisper in her ear.


		 

“Every refusal will result in a punishment of my choice,” she said. “First refusal, first punishment, dear…”


		 

Elise looked up and closed her eyes and opened them again, almost as if the nightmare would vanish and she would wake up. When she opened her eyes again, it was to see a huge man standing behind the woman who was tormenting her. Naked, black and muscular, he stood impassively looking down at Elise.


		 

“This is one of my other toys,” said Mrs Williams in a kind voice. “He has been trained to fuck endlessly and I was wondering if you would like this magnificent organ to show you what punishment means to me!”


		 

Mrs Williams’ hand stretched back and caressed the largest cock that Elise had ever seen. Veined and curved, a bulbous head that dripped and heavy balls behind that hung low and full. Elise tried to imagine this being pressed into her, reaming and taking her and she shivered with distress, once again sobbing as the fingers on that cock played idly with it and scratched lines on the delicate tip.


		 

Mrs Williams waited patiently and asked again, “Would you like to be fucked?”


		 

Elise could not speak, but she shook her head and Mrs Williams smiled.


		 

“Very good, my poppet,” she said. “Then there is only that sissy husband of yours available, since you are going to be so busy between my thighs…”


		 

Elise watched as the giant black man moved past her. She watched him go and kneel behind Greg’s cage.


		 

“Oh please, Miss, please…”


		 

“Don’t worry about your husband, darling, you have work to do and I would hate to hear another refusal!”


		 

The thighs opened and a hand guided Elise’s lips to the dripping cunt. As she kissed, enveloped in a rich feminine scent, she heard a wordless cry from Greg and then Mistress William’s thighs closed on her ears and the hands that pulled her hair drew her in.


		 

Mrs Williams gasped at the first touch and clenched her thighs tight. The sight of her stallion reaming the helpless man in his cage was so unbearably erotic. The look of sheer shock and terror as he felt himself being opened like a flower and forced, the squealing as powerful thighs pressed forward and he was filled was just too much!

She climaxed and tore at the hair of Elise.


		 

Screamed like never before and enjoyed the pleasure of the sweet moment.


		 

*****


		 

“Darling,” said Consuela as she pecked her visitor on the cheek. “Was it worth it? Did the little blonde wife betray her pretty husband?”

“Endlessly,” laughed Mrs Williams. “After just an hour she was desperate to give me climax after climax as long as that stallion of mine was kept from breaking her cherry! How can I ever thank you for such a perfect matched pair?”


		 

“Well, you can take my stallions at the price that I suggested,” said Consuela.


		 

Mrs Williams laughed and pecked the Hispanic woman back.


		 

“Of course, darling, why argue about a few pennies?”


		 

“I can see that you are already looking forward to having her again…”


		 

“By tomorrow, the sluts will be ready to be shipped home,” said Mrs Williams. “In a week she will long to see that husband of hers punished just to be treated to a little bliss. In a month she will be begging me to have him neutered and all the while she will be falling into my arms while he watches his darling wife become my lover.”


		 

“A matched pair?”


		 

“They will be so sweet as twins, perfect little bedroom whores. You said that he was pretty, when I have finished with him, he will be so pretty that any man would be desperate to fuck him!”


		 

Consuela smiled.


		 

“I thought that I’d take you for a few days to Punta Mita to induce you to agree to buy two outstanding stallions at a high price and you come back with the hotel guests in cages. I’ll swear that I just don’t understand American women!”


		 

“It was a good trip!”


		 

		The End
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